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INTRODUCTION. 


A  weekly  Periodical  devoted  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  successfully  established  in  this  cold 
calculating  age  of  Mammonism,  and  in  these  United  States  of  America,  in  which  more,  perhaps, 
than  any  where  else,  the  interests  of  this  world  are  held  as  paramount  and  those  of  eternity  are 
kept  in  the  back-ground ;  this  is  truly  one  of  the  wonders  of  this  wonderful  nineteenth  century ! 
And  it  is  as  hopeful  a  sign  of  the  times  as  it  is  wonderful.  The  Ave  Maria  offers  no  worldly 
inducements  to  its  patrons ;  it  promises  no  profitable  returns  for  the  investment,  like  the  gold 
mining,  the  Petroleum,  and  a  hundred  other  speculations  of  the  day;  it  deals  not  in  the 
marvelous,  and  promises  no  startling  developments,  like  the  Spirit-rappings,  Table-movings,  and 
modem  magical  adventures ;  it  merely  appeals  to  a  filial  sentiment,  invites  Christians  to  come  back 
to  first  principles  and  first  love,  to  make  a  spiritual  pilgrimage  to  the  first  model  Christian 
household,  and  therein  to  worship  Jesus  as  Man-God  and  our  Brother,  to  venerate  Joseph  as  Ilis 
chosen  guardian  and  foster-father,  and  to  salute  and  love  Mary  as  Ilis  and  our  sweet  Mother : 
yet  it  succeeds,  and  is  able,  from  the  very  beginning,  to  reckon  its  subscribers  by  thousands ! 

Who  will  say,  after  this,  that  the  spirit  of  faith  and  of  Christian  chivalry  is  wholly  extinct, 
or  that  the  time  has  passed,  whea  men  will  be  moved  by  a  sentiment,  and  will  make  sacrifices 
for  an  idea !  No,  thank  God !  This  age  is  not  wholly  given  up  to  Mammonism ;  it  is 
not  so  entirely  indnUic  as  many  would  suppose ;  it  has  yet  a  feeling  heart  beating  in  its 
bosom,  in  response  to  the  living  realities  of  another  world  revealed  by  iaith.  The  three 
great  concupiscences  have  not  full  and  undivided  sway  over  men,  and  the  devil  is  not  wholly 
"the  prince  of  this  world,"  as  he  was  proclaimed  to  be  by  the  great  Ajwstle  of  the  Gentiles; 
happily,  there  is  still  some  faith,  some  kindliness,  some  gentleness,  some  filial  emotion  left  us, 
to  relieve  the  cold  barrenness  of  our  Paganism !  There  is  yet  some  light  amidst  the  darkness, 
there  are  some  flowers  blooming  amid  the  desert! 

To  discover  how  very  reasonable  is  this  feeling  of  love  and  devotion  to  Mary,  we  have, 
in  fact,  only  to  return  to  first  principles,  as  we  have  already  intimated.  To  hear  Christians  of 
the  modern  type  talk,  one  would  be  tempted  to  suppose  that  we  have  little  or  nothing  to  do 
with  the  Mother  of  the  Saviour-God ;  that  she  is,  if  not  an  intruder  into  the  Christian  family 
and  fold,  at  best  a  dangerous  rival  of  her  Son ;  and  that  the  less  we  think  and  speak  of  her 
^  the  less  we  have  to  do  with  her,  the  more  acceptable  will  we  become  to  God  and  the  more 
"Enlightened  and  better  Christians!  This  is  the  gist  of  that  modern  philosophy  of  Christianity, 
which  claims  for  itself  a  greater  share  of  enlighteiunent  and  progress  than  that  which  falls  to 
the  lot  of  old-fashioned  and  more  simple  minded  Christians,  and  which,  beginning  with 
disparaging  the  Mother  in  order  to  protect  the  honor  of  the  Son,  has  generally  ended  in 
denying  the  Son  Ilimsclf !  The  cold  and  sneering  progressive.  Evangelical  Protestantism, 
which  almost  shudders  at  the  very  mention  of  Mary,  is  generally  found  in  the  end  tottering 
over  the  brink  of  Universalism  and  Unitarianism.  Tliis  is  particularly  the  case  with  the 
Calvinistic  or  Puritan  Sects.    Unitarianism,  and  even  open  Rationalism,  is  preached   from  the 
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very  pulpit  from  which   Calvin   thundered  his   invectives  against  the  Pope,  and  they   have 
always  gained  the   day  in  the   Calvinlstic  portions  of  France  and  Germany.. - 

And  we  are  not  at  all  surprised  at  tliis  downward  tendency  and  fearful  *eiult.  There  is  a 
certain  logic  in  it,  which  arrests  our  attention.  The  men  who  disparage  Mary,  can  have  but 
little  opinion  of  Jesus  ;  they  have  lost  sight  of  first  principles ;  they  have  evidently  forgotten, 
if  they  ever  knew,  the  very  rudiments  of  their  Catechism.  And  when  men  lose  sight  of  their 
laud-marks,  there  is  no  telling  whither  they  will  drift  in  tjacir  wanderings  over  the  sea  of 
opinion  and  of  doubt.  y^ 

"Who  is  Jesus  ?  Who  is  Mary  ?  Jesus  is  very  God  in  the  flesh ;  Mary  is  a  mere  woman 
indeed,  but  His  Motueb!  She  was  chosen  from  all  the  million  daughters  of  Eve,  to  become 
the  3Iother  of  God's  own  Son  in  the  flesh !  She  was  thus  brought  into  intimate,  tender, 
indissoluble  relations  and  union  with  God  Himself,  becoming  the  pure  Spouse  of  the  Father, 
the  loving  Mother  of  the  Son,  the  chosen  Temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  She  becomes  a  Mother, 
without  detriment  to  her  virginal  integrity,  a  privilege  awarded  to  no  other  woman,  and 
essentially  as  unique  a?  her  lofty  character  of  Mothsk  of  God — Theotolcos — which,  by  its  very 
nature,  could  be  bestowed  on  none  other.  Could  God  Himself,  with  all  His  wonderful  power 
and  exhaustless  bounty,  have  possibly  honored  Mary  more  than  He  did  actually  honor  her? 
Can  the  loftiest  flight  of  our  imagination  conceive  of  a  dignity  higher  than  that  really 
bestowed  upon  her? 

Whom  God  so  honored,  may  not  we  honor?  Can  it  possibly  be  displeasing  to  Him 
that  we  venerate,  reverence,  praise,  ai.d  love  the  pure  and  spotless  one  upon  whom  He  was 
pleased  to  lavish,  with  a  bounty  acccumulative,  the  treasures  of  His  favor  and  grace  ?  Can 
we  err  in  following  His  example  ?  Is  it  not  glorious  to  follow  the  Lord — gloriosum  sequi 
Dommum?  On  the  contrary,  do  we  not  fall  into  dangerous  pride  and  presumption,  bordering 
on  positive  impiety,  if  we  dare  set  aside  and  trample  upon  this  divine  precedent,  and  treat 
her  with  cold  neglect  or  disparaging  contempt? 

Hark  with  what  respect,  even  reverence,  the  minister  plenipotentiary  of  God,  the  great 
Archangel  Gabriel,  treats  her,  in  the  interview  which  he  held  with  her  by  command  of  God ! 
He  does  not  address  her  as  an  inferior,  or  even  as  an  equal,  but  as  a  superior!  He  measures 
not  his  words  by  the  cold  canons  of  modern  enlightened  Christianity,  but  he  deals  in  language 
which  this  sneering  philosoiDhy  would  probably  brand  as  exaggerated  and  liable  to  dangerous 
misinterpretation,  trenching  on  the  very  brink  of  Mariolatiy,  (the  name  invented  by  modern 
Protestant  controversialists,  to  misrepresent  the  honor  paid  by  Catholics  to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
It  means  worship  of  Mary,  and  is  derived  from  the  Greek.)  He  is  courteous  in  his  address  to  the 
humble  Virgin  of  the  house  of  David ;  his  words  breathe  the  greatest  respect  and  admiration 
for  her  exalted  position  and  pre-eminent  merits;  he  compliments  and  eulogizes  her  to  her  very  face, 
as  never  was  man  or  woman  eulogized  and  complimented  by  Almighty  God  before,  neither  has 
been  since  ;  his  language  is  simple,  reverential,  full  of  meaning :  "  Hail,  full  of  grace !  The  Lora 
is  with  thee  1"  It  is  something  to  be  complimented  by  God  Himself,  through  His  own  special 
envoy  ;  the  words  of  God  are  true,  unexaggerated,  and  they  abide  for  evermore  I  Most  evidently, 
the  Archangel  Gabriel  was  no  enlightened  modern  Protestant,  but  a  plain-going  Catholic  of  the 
olden  type. 

And  then  mark  the  reverential  tone  with  which  Mary  is  addressed  by  her  more  aged,  and 
probably,  according  to  the  world's  standard,  more  respectable  Cousin  Elizabeth,  whom  she 
had  hastened  to  visit  in  her  hour  of  need :    "  And  Elizabeth  was  filled  with  tjite  Holy  Ghost    . 
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and  Hlie  cried  out  with  a  loud  voice,  and  said:  Blessed  art  thou  among  wontcn,  and  blessed 
is  the  'Fruit  of  thy  womb ;  and  whence  Ls  this  to  me,  tliat  the  ilother  of  my  Lord  should 
come  to  me  ?  For  behold,  as  boou  as  the  voice  of  thy  salutation  sounded  in  mine  ears,  the 
babe  in  my  womb  letoed  for  joy."    (Luke  i,  41-44.) 

The  Iloly  Ghost,  speaking  by  the  lips  of  Elizabeth,  here  proclaims,  in  no  cold  or  measured 
terms,  the  excellencies  of  Mfiry,  whose  visit,  prompted  by  charity  worked  such  wonders,  and 
caused  so  much  joy  as  to  cull  forth  sensible  expressions  of  exultation  in  the  babe  still  reposing 
in  its  mother's  womb!  Elizabeth  i» stricken  with  admiration  at  the  wonde^I  condescension 
of  her  younger  cousin,  "the  Mother  of  her  Lord,"  in  coming  to  see  her  iu  her  distress. 
Evidently  Elizabeth  was  not  restrained  iu  her  wortls  of  eulogy  by  the  fear  of  dealing  in 
exaggeration,  and  contributing  thereby  to  foster  Mariolatry!  And  yet  Elizabeth  was  "filled 
with  the  Holy  Ghost" — which  cannot  surely  bo  said  of  our  Christians  of  the  modem  school. 
Any   thing  but  that! 

On  occasion  of  this  very  visit,  3tA.KY  was  herself  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  she  broke 
forth  with  holy  exultation  and  enthusiasm  into  that  beautiful,  touching,  poetical,  sublime 
Miignificat,  which  has  been  ringing  over  the  world  ever  since ;  "  My  soul  doth  magnify  the 
Lord,  and  my  spirit  rejoiceth  in  God  my  Saviour:  because  He  hath  looked  down  on  the 
lowliness  of  His  handmaid ;  for  behold,  from  UENCEFORTn  all  gekebatioxs  shall  call  ue 
BLEifSED."  She  exults,  she  magnifies  God,  and  with  prophetic  glance,  she  looks  far  into  the 
future,  and  foretells  how  the  Church  to  be  founded  by  that  Son  yet  unborn  would  through 
"all  generations  proclaim  her  blessed."  She  foresaw  and  foretold  it,  and  it  hath  been 
accomplished,  precisely  as  she  predicted ; — but  only  in  the  Catholic  Church  !  Had  her  prophetic 
vision  rested,  for  even  one  moment,  on  the  cold  and  dreary  land  of  Protestantism,  it  would  have 
been  saddened,  and  she  would  have  turned  away  her  Seer's  eye  with  a  shudder !  But  her  mother's 
instinctive  love  prevented  her  from  dwelling  on  this  chilling  spectacle,  and  administering  this 
withering  rebuke  to  erring  children,  whom  she  still  hoped,  with  maternal  trustfulness,  to  see 
reclaimed  to  the  "  One  Fold- of  the  one  Shepherd,"  and  to  feel  themselves  again  her  children, 
by  re-entering  her  beautiful  household. 

Glance  we  now  at  another  impressive  scene,  or  rather  incident,  in  the  life  of  Jesus  and 
Mary ; — for  these  two  were  ever  inseparable,  and  from  the  cradle  to  the  tomb  the  Mother 
shared  in  all  the  joys  and  sorrows  of  the  Son.  "We  refer  to  their  presence  at  the  wedding 
feast  of  Cana  in  Galilee,  which  has  been  sometimes  alleged  as  against  Catholic  practice  by 
our  modem  Christians,  who  are  wont  to  dole  out  with  scanty  and  reluctant  hand  their 
praises  of  Mary,  for  fear  they  luight  excite  the  jealousy  of  her  Son!  These  poor  people 
of  Cana  were  mortified  at  the  failure  of  their  wine,  and  knowing  well  where  to  seek  the 
tender  spot  in  the  heart  of  Jesus,  they  at  once  told  their  distress  to  Mary.  She  contents 
herself  with  barely  stating  the  fact  to  her  Son:  "They  have  no  whie."  Jesus  lovingly 
rebukes  her  for  asking  Him  to  work  a  miracle  before  His  hour  had  come ;  yet  He  does 
it  so  tenderly,  that  the  Mother,  whose  quick  eye  marked  His  manner  while  her  ear  heard 
His  wonis,  and  whose  heart  could  not  be  deceived,  merely  spoke  to  the  waiters,  and 
commanded  them  in  these  words:    "Whatsoever  He  shall  say  to  you,  do  ye." 

They  obeyed,  and  water  was  turned  into  wine,  Jesus  working  a  brilliant  miracle,  out 
of  time,  at  «  bare  hint  from  His  Mother.  Evidently  those  inhabitants  of  Cana  were  filled 
with  the  feeling  which  animates  simple,  good  Catholics;  they  relied  on  Mary's  influence 
with  her  Son,  and  were  well  repaid    for  their    beautiful    confidence;    had  they  been  more 
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enliglUencd,  they  would  probably  have  passed  Mary  by  with  neglect,  if  not  contempt,  and 
would  have  gone  at  once  to  Jesus!  For  do  we  not  hear  it  daily  and  hourly  rung  into 
our  ears:   "Why  not  go  directly  to  Jesus?" 

As  we  have  already  said,  the  fortunes  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  whether  in  weal  or  in  woe, 
were  one  and  inseparable.  How  could  it  be  otherwise?  Was  she  not  His  dear  and 
devoted  Mother?  And  would  she  not  therefore  share  to  the  full  in  all  His  joys  and  in 
all  His  sorrows,  in  all  His  sufferings  and  in  all  His  glory,  in  His  Cross  and  in  His  Resurrection 
and  Ascension?  God  the  Father  had  joined  them  together  in  the  most  binding  and  tender 
of  all  relations,  that  of  Mother  and  Son — of  such  a  Motlier  and  such  a  Son — and  would 
we  wish  ever  to  separate  them?  And  dare  man  sej^a rate  what  God  hath  so  joined  together? 
From  His  first  Conception  in  her  Virgin  womb  to  His  last  sigh  on  the  Cross,  she 
was  with  Him,  always  His  tender  and  devoted  Mother.  She  gave  freely  of  her  own  chaste 
flesh  and  blood,  to  fonn  and  nourish  His  infant  body;  He  lived  of  her  life.breathcd  of  her 
breath,  she  fed  Him  lovingly  at  her  maternal  breasts ;  she  watched  over  His  childhood  with 
a  mother's  tender  solicitude  and  doating  interest ;  she  followed  Him  through  the  various 
phases  of  His  eventful  life,  both  private  and  public.  Almost  the  only  preserved  record  of 
the  first  thirty  years  of  His  life  consists  in  the  simple  but  significant  statement,  that  He 
returned  to  and  lived  at  Nazareth  and  "was  Bubjoct"  to  her  and  to  Joseph;  and  when  at 
last  His  public  ministry  drew  to  a  close,  she  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross,  drank 
in  His  every  sigh,  felt  His  every  pang,  and  then  and  there  "  the  sword  of  grief  transpierced 
her  loving  heart,"  according  to  the  prophecy  of  holy  Simeon. 

Witness  now  the  affecting  scene,  which  occurred  while  Mary  was  standing,  a  monument 
of  maternal  grief,  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross.  She  thought  only  of  her  Son,  upon  whose 
agonizing  face  her  eyes  and  her  heart  were  riveted.  And  did  He,  the  affectionate  and  dutiful 
Son,  who  had  so  long  loved  and  obeyed  her,  forget  her  at  that  trying  moment  of  His 
separation  from  her  ?  No,  but  He  remembered  her  with  His  last  breath.  He  had  a  disciple, 
whom  He  loved  above  all  the  rest,  because,  as  Saint  Jerome  says,  this  disciple  having  been 
called  to  follow  Him  while  a  virgin,  had  ever  since  preserved  His  virginal  purity  unstained. 
John  had  been  privileged  to  lean  upon  His  bosom  at  the  Last  Supper,  and  had  there  been 
intrusted  with  secrets  not  communicated  to  the  others.  Turning  His  loving  eyes,  now  fast 
closing  in  death,  upon  this  beloved  disciple  and  still  more  beloved  Mother,  Jesus  intrusted 
her  to  his  guardianship,  and  bade  him  take  her  for  his  own  mother.  "When  therefore 
Jesus  had  seen  His  Mother  and  the  disciple  whom  He  loved  standing.  He  saith  to  His 
Mother;  'Woman,  behold  thy  Son:'  after  that,  He  saith  to  the  disciple;  'Behold  thy  Mother: 
— and  from  that  hour  the  disciple  took  her  to  his  own  home."     (St.  John  xix,  26,  27.) 

Could  any  thing  be  more  simple  and  touching  than  this  parting  scene!  He  tenderly 
calls  her  woman,  probably  not  to  inflict  an  additional  pang  by  reminding  her,  at  that 
trying  hour,  of  her  maternal  relation  to  Him;  He  bequeaths  her,  as  a  priceless  legacy, 
to  the  disciple  whom  He  most  loved  and  most  trusted;  and  this  disciple,  proud  of  and 
faithful  to  the  trust,  takes  her  to  his  filial  heart  as  a  most  beloved  Mother,  seeks  to  soothe 
her  sorrows  and  to  bind  up  the  wounds  of  her  riven  heart,  and  he  undertakes  to. protect 
and  comfort  her  in  her  declining  years.  , 

This  beloved  disciple  of  Jesus,  this  chosen  protector  of  His  Mother,  in  the  very  last 
verse  of  his  Gospel — ^the  last  inspired  lines  which  were  ever  written — says:  "But  there  are 
also  many  other  thing-s  which  Jesus  did ;    which,  if  they  were  written  every   one,  the  world 
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itself,  I  think,  would  not  be  able  to  contain  the  books  that  ihould  bo  written."  (St.  John 
xxi,  25.)  As  there  are  unwritten  Chapters  in  the  life  of  Jesus,  so  there  are  doubtless  in  that 
of  His  inseparable  Companion,  His  tender  and  immaculate  Mother.  It  was  the  economy 
and  will  of  Qod  thus  to  leave  much  of  the  history  of  lUa  Son  and  of  His  Son's  Mother  to 
be  supplied  by  the  pious  thoughts  and  tender  meditations  of  Ilis  disciples  in  all  ages  of 
the  Church. 

Among  these  unwritten  Chapters,  the  most  interesting  and  touching,  perhaps,  would  be 

that  which  would  treat  of  the  life  of  the  Virgin  Mother  during  the  twelve  years  of  her 
weary  pilgrimage  on  earth,  after  His  Ascension  into  Heaven.  During  this  sad  period  of  her 
declining  years,  we  may  well  conceive  how  her  thoughts  lived  in  Heaven  where  her  Son  was 
sitting  at  the  right  hand  of  His  Father,  awaiting  her  coming  and  preparing  a  place  for 
her  at  His  side ;  how  fondly  she  clung  to  her  appointed  guardian  and  to  the  other 
Apostles,  who  had  been  the  pupils  of  her  dear  Son ;  how  she  was  still  the  Mother  of  the 
household,  and  how  devotedly  all  that  had  followed  and  loved  Jesus  looked  up  to  her  in 
her  bereavement ;  how  they  hung  upon  her  lips,  while  she  recounted,  with  a  Mother's  graphic 
eloquence,  inspired  by  love,  the  various  incidents  in  the  childhood,  youth,  and  manhood  of 
Jesus,  all  His  sacred  words  and  life-giving  deeds — words  and  deeds  which  she  had  so  long 
treasured  up  in  her  maternal  heart ; — and  how,  having  lost  their  divine  Preceptor  according 
to  His  natural  presence,  they  reverenced  and  loved  !Mary  the  more  as  His  3Iother,  and  as 
His  best  visible  representative  on  earth.  There  can  be  no  doubt,  that  she  was  looked  upon 
and  revered  by  them  all,  as  their  own  sweet  Mother,  and  that  they  thus  claimed  a  portion 
of  that  blessed  privilege  which  had  been  awarded  to  John. 

And  when  she  at  last  is  about  to  leave  the  dreary  land  of  her  pilgrimage — now 
a  hundred-fold  more  dreary  since  her  Son,  the  idol  of  her  heart,  has  left  her  alone  in  it — 
this  faithful  adopted  son  bequeathed  her  by  Jesus,  smoothes  her  pillow  of  death,  and  tenderly 
and  lovingly  lays  her  in  the  tomb ;  whence,  on  the  the  third  day,  by  angelic  bands,  chanting 
angelic  canticles  of  triumph,  she  is  to  be  assumed,  body  and  soul,  into  Heaven,  to  be  there 
received  into  the  filial  embrace  of  her  Divine  Son,  and  to  be,  by  His  willing  hands,  crowned 
Queen  of  Angels  and  of  men.  According  to  the  received  tradition,  the  Apostles  were  present 
with  John  on  the  occasion  of  her  death  and  burial ;  and  they  were  witnesses  of  the 
disappearance  of  her  sacred  body,  through  its  glorious  Assumption  into  Heaven. 

Her  sorrows  are  now  over,  her  tears  are  now  dried  up  for  evermore.  The  night  hath 
passed,  the  day  hath  dawned,  which  is  to  know  no  clouds,  no  storms,  no  sunset,  no  darkness 
any  more.  Her  Son  is  King  of  Kings  and  Lord  of  Lords ;  and  she  is  His — Mother ; — this 
one  word  tells  all, — her  position  in  Heaven,  and  her  tender  relations  to  men  whom  her  Son 
shed  His  blood  to  redeem. 

Can  she  in  Heaven,  placed  so  neax  to  her  Son  and  having  so  much  influence  with  Him, 
forget  those  on  earth  whom  He  so  loved,  and  for  whom  He  died?  Will  she  not  pray  for 
them,  and  will  not  J<5sus  hear  her  prayer?  Can  He,  who  refused  her  nothing  on  earth 
deny  her  aught  in  Heaven  ?  If,  as  Saint  Paul  \  s,  "  While  fuith  and  hope  shall  be  swallowed 
up  in  the  living  reality,  charity  never  failetb  '  even  Ln  Heaven,  how  can  we  for  a  moment 
think  that  Mary's  heart  has  grown  callous  and  indifferent  to  our  spiritual  welfare  and 
salvation,  now  that  she  looks  constantly  upon  the  face — aye  into  the  loving  heart — of  her 
Son,  whose  ^lother  she  still  is,  as  much  in  Heaven  as  she  was  on  earth?  For  she  is  in 
Heaven,  body  and  soul,  like  her  Son;  and  therefore  her  maternal  relation  to  Him  is  still 
complete,  though  purified,  exalted,  and  consummated  in  bliss. 
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If  Mary  be,  and  -will  ever  be,  truly  the  Mother  of  Jesus,  in  Heaven  as  she  was  on  earth, 
and  if  Jesus  be  still  our  Brother,  is  not  she,  in  so  far,  our  Mother?  All  our  hopes  for 
grace  here  and  glory  hereafter  are  bound  up  in  the  consoling  fact,  ttiat  to  save  us  from 
sin  and  hell  the  Son  of  God  vouchsafed  to  lower  Himself,  to  make 'Himself  of  no  account, 
and  to  become  man,  our  Brother :  could  He  occupy  this  tender  relation  to  us  without  having 
been  born  of  woman,  and  by  the  fact  made  that  woman  our  Mother  ?  And  can  it  be,  that 
He  will  be  jealous  of  the  honors  we  pay  to  His  own  Mother,  prompted  thereto  precisely  by 
the  fact  that  she  was  and  is  His  Mother?  Could  such  a  Son  begrudge  honor  to  such  a 
Mother  ?  The  idea  is  preposterous.  As  well  might  the  sun  be  jealous  of  the  moon,  which 
borrows  all  her  mild  beauty  from  his  reflected  rays.  As  the  praises  bestowed  on  the  moon 
are  reflected  on  the  sun,  so  those  given  to  Mary  are  directed  to  Jesus,  who  is  the  Sun  of 
Justice,  while  she  is  "beautiful  as  the  moon." 

The  bequeathing  of  His  Mother  to  His  beloved  diseiple,  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross,  was 
not  an  isolated  fact;  it  was  a  precedent,  and  the  fountain-head  of  many  other  kindred  facts 
legitimately  flowing  from  it.  In  the  person  of  the  beloved  John,  Christ  bequeathed  His 
Mother  to  all  His  disciples,  even  unto  the  end  of  time,  who  would  seek,  like  John,  to  become 
His  favorites.  Such  was  the  doctrine,  and  such  was  the  practice  of  our  fathers  in  the  faith. 
From  Saint  John  in  the  first  century  to  Saint  Alphonso  in  the  eighteenth,  all  who  have 
aspired  to  superior  sanctity  have  sought  to  increase  and  signalize  it  i»y  tender  devotion  and 
filial  love  toward  Mary.  This  devotion  increased  precisely  in  proportion  to  the  growth  of 
their  sanctity,  of  which  it  was  the  chief  ornament  and  the  brightest  flower.  The  idea  of  a 
Christian  seeking  to  belong  to  the  household  of  Christ,  and  even  lean  on  Jesus'  bosom, 
while  feeling  coldly  toward  the  Mother  of  that  household,  and  neglecting  her  or  treating 
her  with  only  the  merest  courtesy  or  the  coldest  civility,  is  one  of  modern  growth ;  it  did 
not  originate  with  the  apostolic  days ;  it  grates  harshly  on  our  feelings  of  propriety ;  it 
was  unheard  of  in  the  early  Churches,  whether  these  were  Latin  or  Greek,  orthodox  or 
heretical.  Whatever  else  they  may  have  lost  of  the  ancient  faith  and  practice,  the  oriental 
sectaries — excepting  perhaps  the  Nestorians — still  maintain  inviolate  this  devotion  to  the 
Mother  of  God;  and  when,  in  the  fifth  century,  Nestorius  denied  to  her  the  title  of 
Mother  of  God,  all  Christendom  rang  with  indignation ;  and  when  the  title  was  vindicated 
by  the  Council  of  Ej)hesus,  in  431,  the  enthusiasm  of  the  people  was  unbounded,  and  the 
walls  of  the  church,  where  the  decision  was  rendered,  resounded  with  the  plaudits  of  the 
delighted   multitude. 

With  all  these  Scriptural  truths  and  facts  before  our  eyes,  and  with  so  many  precious 
reminiscences  and  precedents  of  Church  History  to  guide  us,  may  we  not  feel  fully  warranted 
to  nurture  a  spirit  of  tender  love  and  devotion  to  Mary,  as  our  Mother  ?  May  we  not,  in  this 
countrv  particularly,  which  has  chosen  her  as  a  special  Patroness,  and  which  has  so  often  had 
occasion  to  experience  the  wonderful  potency  of  her  intercession,  well  break  foi-th  into  the 
strains  of  her  own  grand  Magnificat,  and  on  bended  knees  recite  with  the  Archangel  Gabriel, 
God's  special  envoy,  and  with  the  inspired  Elizabeth,  the  glorious  salutation  of  the 
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THE  AVEMARIA. 

BiKKALO,  April  5th,  1805. 

Very  Rep.  and  Dear  Sir :  I  rtjoice  at  your  pi- 
ous thought  of  the  A\'e  Maria.  It  must  succeed. 
In  the  pardoning  judgment  upon  fallen  uian,  and 
in  the  merciful  promise  to  our  guilty  first  parents, 
cursing  the  hellish  serpent,  God  said  :  "I  will  put 
enmities  between  thee  and  the  woman,  and  be- 
tween thy  seed  and  her  seed.  She  shall  cruch  thy 
head,' and  thou  sbalt  lie  in  wait  for  her  heel." 
He  thus  designated  a  woman,  Mary,  the  second 
Eve,  to  be  the  «lawn  of  our  hope,  and  her  Son  to 
be  our  Saviour-God.  This  "oracle  of  oracles,"  as 
the  ancients,  whether  Jews  or  Gentiles,  called  it, 
■was  in  some  form  treasured  up  in  every  nation ;  and 
what  the  prophet  Isaiah  said :  "  Beh<»ld  the  Virgin 
shall  conceive  and  bear  a  Son,"  the  Emmanuel  or 
God  with  us,  for,  as  had  been  promised,  "God 
Himself  did  come  to  save  us,"  and  He  sent  His 
fisliermen  to  convert  the  world  to  the  faith  of  His 
human  and  divine  natures,  in  the  one  person  of 
the  Eternal  Word,  nmde  Jiejsh  for  lut.  And  these 
fishermen.  His  Apostles,  had  to  speak  of  Mary 
when  they  preached  Jesus  the  God-Man.  Hence, 
from  the  first  judgment  and  sacred  promise  of 
redeeming  mercy,  down  to  the  redemption  ;  at 
the  angel's  salutation  ;  at  the  sacred  birth  ;  at  His 
first  miracle ;  even  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross,  Mary 
was  present,  wonderfully  ass«)ciated  with  the  di- 
vine Victim.  A  woman  and  a  man  thus  became 
associated  in  the  history  of  redemption,  as  a  wo- 
man and  a  nian  were  in  that  of  the  fall. 

And  now,  when  the  great  rebellion  against  "the 
Church  of  the  living  God,  which  is  tlie  bo<ly  of 
Christ,  and  the  fullness  of  Hiuj,"  is  crumbling 
away  in  multiplied  divisiims,  the  sweet  and 
bright  "AvK  Makia"  of  the  archangel  is  the  har- 
binger of  many  conversions.  Oaiule  .\fiiria  Virgo, 
cmietas  hirrexe^  tiola  iittereiiiiMti  in' unicfrso  munJo  ; 
it  is  also  the  liiirbinger  of  that  restored  unity 
for  which  the  Saviour-(iod  so  touchingly  prayed, 
in  the  17th  chapter  of  Saint  John's  Gospel.  Hence, 
I  rejoice  at  your  enterpri.se,  and  request  you  to 
put  me  down  as  a  sul>.scriber,  and  accept  for  the 
good  work  the  inclosed  sum,  which  I  would  wish 
that  my  means  would  permit  me  to  increase  a 
hundred  fold.  With  great  respect  and  esteem, 
Your  most  obedient  huml>le  servant, 

JOHN,  Bi»hoit  of  litjjfnlo. 

Veky  Rev.  E.  Sorin. 
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The  Ave  Maria  is,  in  the  true  and  widest  dense 
of  the  word,  a  Fmnihj  Xtwjtjutp/r,  in  which  we 
intend  to  speak  exclusively  of  our  own  family 
affairs.  It  is  published  to  meet  the  wants,  and 
interest  the  heart  of  every  Catholic,  from  the 
grey-haired  grandsire  who  tells  his  beads  at  even- 
tide, to  the  prattling  child  who  kisses  his  medal 
as  he  falls  asleep  in  his  downy  cradle,  witli  rosy 
dreams  in  which  the  loved  images  of  his  mother  on 
earth  and  his  Mother  in  Heaven  are  sweetly 
blended. 

It  is  our  family  chronicle,  wherein  is  embla- 
zoned, in  glorious  heraldic  characters,  the  glorious 
deeds  of  our  ancestors.  In  these  chronicles  our 
brave  soldier-brothers  and  fathers  will  find  that 
the  practice  of  religious  duties  and  devotion  to 
our  Bles.sed  Mother  are  not  incompatiI>le  with  the 
true  military  spirit.  Here  they  will  meet  a  brill- 
iant array  of  noble  warriore,  commencing  with 
the  brave  Centurion,  who,  converted  at  the  foot 
of  the  Cross,  feared  not  to  proclaim,  in  the  midst 
of  the  Koman  legions,  Mary's  Son  as  his  God  ; 
and  ending  with  our  gallant  Garesche  and  .Mulli- 
gan. One  of  whom  invoked  the  Mother  of  God 
to  pray  for  him,  in  that  his  hour  of  death,  with 
the  same  dying  breath  in  which  he  besought  his 
comrades  to  lay  him  down  and  save  the  flag  he 
love<l  so  well.  And  the  other  one  prepared  for 
his  last  battle  by  devoutly  assisting  at  .Mafs  and 
receiving  Holy  Communion.  In  the  thickest  of 
the  fight,  when  the  tide  of  victory  seemed  turn- 
ing against  his  standard,  he  was  seen  to  leave  the 
scene  of  action  for  a  time,  and  prostrating  himself 
in  prayer,  he  renewed  the  oftermg  he  had  already 
made,  at  Mass,  of  his  own  life,  in  order  tha:  his 
country  might  be  preserved.  Another  instant  he 
was  in  the  front  rank,  battling  as  the  "  br.ivest 
of  the  brave,"  and  when  hissacr.fice  wisiiccepted 
ami  the  victory  won,  his  nol)le,  mutilated  body 
was  found  bearing  on  its  bria^t  the  insigiiU  of 
the  same  sweet  Mother. 

Between  these  two  epochs,  how  many  noble 
warriors  do  our  family  chronide*  recount  us  loyal 
sons  of  the  Church  and  of  our  I^dy  Mother? 
Constantine  testified  his  venerati  >n  for  Mary  by 
solemnly  dedicjiting  Constantinople  to  her.  Wil- 
liam the  Coiujuenir  was  no  6i>oner  attai-kcd  by 
fever  than  he  humbly  clasped  his  hands  and  roc 
ommen<led  himself  to  the  Mother  of  God.  "Blessed 
Lady  Mary,"  said  the  Norman  hero,  "to  you  I 
commend  my  soul.  May  yon  rec-onrilc  me  to 
your  Son,  my  Lonl  Jesus!"  an<l  with  th  ~e  worls 
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he  expired.  Among  the  Crusaders  we  have  the 
Godfreys  and  the  Tancreds,  devoted  clients  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin.  Richard  the  Lion-hearted,  the 
mighty  champion  of  the  Cross,  built,  before  his 
departure  for  the  Crusades,  Our  Lady  of  Good 
Haven,  and  assisted  with  his  brilliant  chivalry  at 
the  dedication  of  that  monastery ;  and  in  his  last 
will,  he  decreed  that  his  heart  should  be  borne  to 
Our  Lady  of  Rouen.  Saint  Louis,  whom  the  Sar- 
acens themselves  called  "  the  bravest  they  had 
ever  known,"  distinguished  himself  by  his  tender 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin ;  he  recited  her 
office  every  day,  and  fasted  on  bread  and  water 
on  the  eve  of  her  festivals.  The  illustrious  Sobi- 
eski,  no  less  admired  by  nations  for  his  piety 
than  for  his  valor,  likewise  did  homage  to  the 
Mother  of  God  for  his  famous  victory  over  the 
Turks;  and  be  sent  the  Magnificent  standard 
taken  from  the  Mahometans  to  Our  Lady  of 
Loretto.  Duguesclin,  continually  at  the  head  of 
armies,  and  always  victorious,  took  Mary's  name 
for  his  war-cry,  and  the  troops  that  followed  the 
red  flag  of  Albion  were  scattered  like  straw  be- 
fore the  wind  at  the  cry  of  "  Our  Lady  of  Gues- 
clin."  The  warriors  of  Spain  freed  their  country 
from  the  yoke  of  the  Moors ;  their  first  war-cry 
of  independence  was  Mary!  and  on  their  ban- 
ners was  inscribed  -4«e  Maria! 

Our  chronicles  contain  a  host  of  warriors, 
equally  great,  brave  and  good,  all  of  whom,  with 
those  we  mention,  loved  and  honored  the  same 
sweet  Mother  that  we  do.  Our  archives  are  in- 
deed glorious,  containing  on  our  genealogical 
tree  of  the  Cross  the  names  of  the  great  and  dis- 
tinguished in  all  ranks,  in  all  ages,  and  in  all 
professions ;  in  all  arts  and  in  all  sciences ;  and 
yet,  with  each  and  every  one  of  them,  all  earthly 
fame  grew  dim  at  the  one  common  title,  sou  of 
the  Church  and  child  of  Mary. 

And  for  the  daughters  of  the  Blessed  Mother 
the  chronicles  are  equally  glorious.  Here  they 
find  Isabella  the  Cathoic,  who,  when  kings  drew 
doubtingly  back  from  the  hazards  of  the  enter- 
prise, sold  her  private  jewels  to  give  Columbus 
the  means  to  discover  our  Land  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception.  Well  may  they  rejoice  in  such  an- 
cestors as  the  Empress  Helena,  who  covered  Pal- 
estine with  sacred  monuments,  in  which  Mary 
had  her  full  share ;  the  queens  Elizabeth,  of  Hun- 
gary and  Portugal ;  Blanche  and  Clotilde  of 
France ;  the  Roman  ladies  Cecilia  and  Francesca. 
And  well  may  they  thank  God  that  these  virtues 
did  not  pass  away  with  the  olden  time,  for  our 
chronicles  recount  the  same  praises  in  our  own 
age,  of  a  saintly  daughter  of  the  house  of  Shrews- 
bury, whose  last  days,  as  Princess  Borghese,  were 
passed  in  Rome,  in  the  performance  of  good 
works  that  surmounted  her  youthful  head  with 
the  halo  of  sanctity;  to  her  heart,  child  of  Mary 
was  her  dearest  title. 

To  little  Catholic  children,  our  clironicles  speak 
true  and  wonderful  things  of  our  child  ancestors. 
They  tell  the  little  boys  of  a  Saint  Aloysius  and 
a  Saint  Stanislaus ;  of  a  youthful  army  of  mere 
children  who  wished  to  fight  the  infidels,  and 
what  became  of  them;  of  boys  so  pure  and  inno- 


cent that  angels  and  our  Blessed  Mother  came  on 
earth  and  conversed  with  them. 

To  little  girls,  they  tell  of  a  Saint  Agnes,  who, 
at  thirteen,  had  not  only  vowed  herself  to  chastity, 
but  maintained  her  choice  at  the  price  of  life. 
Whose  praise  the  greatest  Doctor  of  the  Church 
records  in  these  words :  "  To-day  is  the  birth  day 
of  a  virgin ;  let  us  cultivate  purity.  It  is  the 
birthday  of  a  martyr ;  let  us  offer  up  sacrifices. 
It  is  the  birth  day  of  Saint  Agnes;  let  men  won- 
der, and  little  ones  not  despair ;  let  the  married 
be  amazed ;  let  the  unmarried  imitate."  They 
tell  of  Saint  Eulalia,  also  remarkable  for  her  love 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  who,  at  the  age  of  twelve, 
consecrated  her  virginity  to  God  and  sealed  it  by 
the  crown  of  martyrdom;  and  how  the  Christians 
honored  both  these  children  by  building  sumptu- 
ous churches  over  their  remains.  What  archives 
save  our  own  can  claim  such  illustrious  children, 
whose  memories  are  preserved  through  ages  by 
grand,  magnificent  churches  ? 

Our  country  is  flooded  with  "Family  Newspa- 
pers," and  of  what  are  they  composed  ?  With 
the  exception  of  our  few  good  Catholic  papers, 
they  are  filled  with  "  Sensation  Tales  and  Ro- 
mances," the  best  of  which  are  only  calculated  to 
give  the  youthful  mind  false  views  of  life,  and  the 
affairs  of  eternity  are  either  distorted  or  ignored. 
Love,  mere  human  love,  is  made  an  idol,  which 
all  adore.  With  such  reading  constantly  before 
the  eye,  how  can  the  love  of  God  or  of  His  Blessed 
Mother  touch  the  heart  ? 

This  is  why  the  Ave  Maria  comes  to  speak 
of  family  affairs.  It  is  entirely  for  Catholics. 
Those  outside  of  the  Church  could  not  under- 
stand it ;  they  would  cavil  at  many  things  and 
dispute  many  points,  which  their  eye  cannot  see 
neither  can  their  heart  comprehend ;  and  as  the 
Ave  Maria  will  not  dispute  with  any  one,  its 
pages  are  evidently  for  Catholics  alone.  It 
wishes  to  speak  to  hearts  that  love  the  Blessed 
Virgin ;  and  it  would  be  a  pain  for  such  hearts  to 
be  constantly  reading  discussions  or  apologies  for 
their  Mother,  or  vindications  of  her  honor. 

Imagine  a  family  of  children  seated  around  a 
cheerful  fireside  —  Albert  speaks,  "well,  dear 
brothers  and  sisters,  I  am  convinced  that  you  love 
our  mother  very  much,  and  that  we  all  firmly  be- 
lieve she  is  as  perfect  as  can  be,  but  yet  we  need 
not  talk  too  much  about  her,  even  among  our- 
selves, for  Mrs.  Grundy  may  overhear  us,  and  we 
all  know  that  she  and  her  family  maintain  that 
mother,  after  all,  is  only  an  ordinary  sort  of 
woman." 

Hannah  Jane — "  That  is  very  true,  and  although 
we  are  well  aware  how  much  she  loves  us,  of 
what  sleepless  nights  she  passes  watching  over  our 
sick  beds,  how  she  gratifies  our  every  wish,  apd 
labors  day  and  night  for  our  happiness,  yet,  as 
you  justly  observe,  Albert,  it  would  not  be  well 
on  our  part  to  show  her  -so  many  outward  demon- 
strations of  affection,  for  Mrs.  Smith  assures  me 
that  she  knows  mother  much  better  than  we  do 
ourselves,  and  she  positively  dcclaroe  that  she  has 
no  particular  affection  for  any  of  us,  and  that  it  is 
very  silly  on  our  part  to  be  so  frequently  talking 
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about  her;  of  conrsp  this  is  an  absurd,  ridiculous 
t'iilsohood :  yet.  still,  the  Smiths  are  very  rich 
pc'oplf,  move  in  the  best  society,  and  are  quite 
8ociul)lc  with  us,  so  I  think  it  will  l)e  as  well  to 
act  as  though  we  do  not  enre  anything  alx)ut 
mother  while  we  are  visiting  t/tem." 

Jtinimn  Matilda — "Yes,  that  is  a  very  good 
plan,  but  I  have  one  still  better.  Mr,  White  said, 
the  other  day,  that  he  does  not  even  believe  »he 
i«  our  motlier,  for  we  seem  so  much  superior  to 
her ;  now,  you  are  aware  that  the  Whites  are  even 
richer  than  the  Smiths,  they  are  much  more  intel- 
lectual and  learned,  they  understand  all  the  phil- 
osophical questions  of  the  age,  besides  metaphys- 
ics; you  perceive  that  it  is  quite  a  compliment  to 
be  considered  pei^sons  of  superior  merit  by  them, 
so,  if  we  wish  to  retain  their  good  opinion,  it  will 
be  better,  I  think,  to  say — that — ice  hute  no  mother. 
Of  course,  when  we  are  here  at  home,  just  among 
ourselves,  we  will  endeavor  to  show  her  all  love 
and  respect,  and  as  she  never  visits  the  Smiths 
and  Whites  we  may  very  easily  pass  with  them 
as  having  no  mother,  particularly  as  the  Whites 
have  circulated  the  report,  ana  seem  to  believe  it 
themselves." 

Oile^ — "  No,  indeed,  sister,  I  shall  do  no  such  a 
thing !  Such  conduct  would  be  shameful !  out- 
rageous !  No,  but  we'll  go  to  work  and  contra- 
dict all  that  the  Whites,  Smiths  and  Grundies 
say;  I'll  quarrel  with  them  wherever  I  meet  them, 
and,  if  necessary,  I'll  even  make  use  of  knock- 
down arguments  to  vindicate  our  mother's  fair 
fame." 

John — "  Softly,  softly,  good  brother  Gile.s.  Re- 
flect a  moment,  and  I  am  sure  you  would  do  noth- 
ing of  the  sort,  you  have  too  much  good  sense. 
Who,  after  all,  are  the  Whites,  the  Smiths  and 
.Grundies?  Three  families  of  yesterday,  who 
sprang  up  in  our  neighborhood  like  mushroons. 
Think  of  our  princely  domain,  of  our  glorious  an- 
cestors, of  all  our  other  noble  brothers  and  fair 
sisters,  living  and  dead,  who  have,  with  us,  the 
love  of  our  sweet  mother.  Let  us  seek  those  of 
our  own  household,  and  united  with  them,  testify 
our  love  for  our  dear  mother !  and  we  will  think 
very  little,  and  care  still  less,  for  the  slanders  of 
the  Smiths,  the  Whites  and  the  Grundies." 

Now,  would  not  any  child  who  loves  his  mother 
heartily  coincide  with  John  ?  We  will  do  the 
same  ;  and,  as  with  St.  John,  the  beloved  disciple, 
we  received  our  Mother  as  a  gift  from  her  Divine 
Son  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross,  we  will  endeavor, 
with  the  beloved  disciple,  to  show  ourselves  her 
children  ;  and  as  today  we  commence  to  celebrate 
her  Feast,  which  lasts  an  entire  month,  let  us 
again  refer  to  our  chronicles  to  see  how  our  an- 
cestors prepared  themselves  to  celebrate  the  fes- 
tivals of  our  Mother.  We  find  that  some  of  them 
redoubled  their  prayers,  others,  after  a  strict  ex- 
amination of  con.science,  made  a  general  confes- 
sion of  all  their  fault.s,  and  multiplied  their  peni- 
tential works,  as  did  Saint  Edward  of  England, 
and  Saint  Radegunde  of  France.  And  how  happy 
would  those  saints  have  been  if,  in  place  of  one 
festival  day  in  honor  of  the  Mother  of  God,  the 
Church  had  invited  them,  as  it  does  us,  to  cele- 


brate a  festival  during  an  entire  month? — Hap- 
pier than  those  holy  persons,  we  will  participate 
Ju  this  long,  sweet  triumph  of  Mary.  In  the 
fields  and  in  the  woods,  by  the  side  of  running 
waters,  in  the  vallies,  on  the  hill-side  and  in  our 
gardens,  thousands  of  flowers  are  springing  into 
bloom.  The  air  is  filled  with  the  melody  of 
birds;  the  forest  trees  crown  their  lofty  heads 
with  the  brightest  foliage,  and  all  nature,  awa- 
kening from  her  winter  sleep,  prepares  for  the 
beautiful  Month  of  Mary.  All  created  things  sa- 
lute thee.  Oh  Mary,  as  Queen  of  earth,  and  we, 
thy  children,  join  our  voices  to  the  universal  con- 
cert of  praises  which  ascend  to  thy  throne  I  Again 
we  will  have  recourse  to  our  chronicles  to  learn 
how  our  ancestors  praised  Mary,  and  here  we  find 
that  the  angel  who  brought  from  heaven  the  first 
festival  of  the  Annunciation,  inclined  with  re- 
spect before  her,  saluting  her,  a.s,  full  of  grace, 
Ave  graia  plena  ;  and  all  generations  have  bowed 
as  did  the  Angel  Gabriel  before  the  maternity  of 
this  Blessed  Mother  of  God,  who  pressed  a  God 
to  her  heart,  carried  Him  in  her  arms,  and  cov- 
ered Him  with  kisses.  All  earthly  honors  fade 
before  her ;  and  our  Mother  appeared  upon  the 
earth  as  great,  as  pure  and  as  beautiful  as  the 
prophets  had  foretold  her ;  beautiful  as  the  moon, 
pulchra  vt  luna;  brilliant  as  the  sun,  eUcta  ut  sol. 
Then  came  the  demonstration  of  the  love  of  the 
Holy  Fathers,  and  the  cry  of  the  Church  militant 
in  the  midst  of  its  perils  and  dangers — Salve, 
Regina,  Mater  misericordice,  vita,  dulceao,  spes  nos- 
tra salve — Hail,  Holy  Queen,  Mother  of  Mercy, 
our  life,  our  sweetness  and  our  hope. 

The  Apostles  preimred  for  the  work  of  preach- 
ing the  Gospel,  by  prayer  and  devotion  to  our 
Blessed  Mother.  Everywhere  we  find  traces  of 
the  great  love  they  had  for  her.  The  antique  and 
venerable  Sanctuary  of  our  Lady  del  Pilar,  in 
Spain,  owes  its  origin  to  Saint  James.  At  Anti- 
och.  Saint  Peter  erected  an  oratory  in  her  honor. 
Saint  John  placed  under  the  invocation  of  his 
adopted  Mother  the  beautiful  church  of  Lydda  ; 
and  the  first  church  in  Milan  was  dedicated  to 
Mary,  by  Saint  Barnabas,  Apostle.  (Orsini).  The 
Council  of  Ephesus  declared  that  this  renowned 
city  drew  its  greatest  luster  from  Saint  John  the 
Evangelist  and  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

Every  on*  has  heard  of  the  famous  images  of 
Edessa,  Didimi  and  Sosopolis.  Before  these  im- 
ages lights  were  constantly  burning.  Here  the 
great  Bishops,  Doctors  and  Saints  of  the  first  ages 
of  the  Church  came  to  obtain  aid  and  strength. 
Saint  Basil  lived  at  the  feet  of  our  Lady  of  Did- 
imi ;  Saint  Germain  related  to  the  Fathers  of  the 
Council  of  Ephesus  the  precious  favors  which  it 
had  pleased  God  to  bestow  upon  Asia  Minor 
through  the  intercession  of  our  Lady  of  Sosopolis. 

To  the  fervor  and  inspiration  of  the  Jesuits' 
College  in  Rome,  we  are  indebted  for  the  now 
universal  practice  of  dedicating  the  sweet  month 
of  May  to  the  particular  honor  of  our  spotless 
Mother.  "  This  beautiful  devotion  soon  crossed 
the  snowy  Alps,  and  burst  over  Mary's  own  sunny 
land  ;  the  Spaniard's  guitar  woke  to  new  anthems 
for  the  Queen  of  May,  while  on  the  banks  of  the 
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Rhine  many  a  j^arland  was  cast  on  the  crag 
which  her  chapel  overtopped,  or  hung  on  the 
vine  branch  that  sheltered  her  niche.  England 
and  the  Isle  of  Saints  have  received  the  devotion. 
All  that  is  Catholic  in  Europe  unites  in  hailing 
our  Blessed  Mother  the  Queen  of  May."  (Guido 
Torres).  And  the  roll  of  the  Atlantic  sends  the 
full  chonjs  of  "  Amen"  fronj  the  altars  of  Mary  in 
our  Western  World.  To  increase  the  devotion  to 
our  Mother,  and  to  propagate  her  honor  and 
praises  among  her  children,  is  then  the  mission  of 
the  Ave  Mahia. 

We  cannot  close  this  article  without  first  ful- 
filling a  duty  which  is  no  ordinary  gratification 
to  our  heart,  viz  :  not  only  to  submit  in  advance, 
and  with  perfect  obedience,  to  the  judgment  of 
the  Church  every  line  tht  Ave  Maki.\  may  ever 
publish,  but  to  assure  our  Venerable  Prelates  who 
may  notice  it,  that  every  remark  or  correction  they 
may  see  fit  to  address  us,  will  be  received  with 
due  deference. 


Ave  Maria  from  Protestant  Lips ; 

OR,   jnrSTICAL   ROSES   FROM   FOREIGN   GARDENS. 

Although  wc  bring  our  Ave  Maria  to  our 
Mother's  shrine,  for  the  opening  of  May,  yet  we 
blush  to  say  that  our  Protestant  neighlK)rs  are  be- 
fore us.  A  professor  of  the  famous  University  of 
Halle  has  just  published  a  little  work  entitled 
"  The  Evangelical  Ave  ]\Iaria."  It  is  an  elTort  to 
re-establish  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  among 
Protestants.  The  author  deplores  the  i)rejudices 
of  his  co-religionists  who  refuse  to  address  to 
Mary  that  "  Ave"  which  the  celestial  F'ather  trans- 
mitted by  the  voice  of  an  angel,  when  he  an- 
nounced to  her  that  she  would  be  the  Mother  of 
the  Saviour. 

But  after  all,  these  sentiments,  in  the  hearts  of 
Protestants,  are  not  so  rare  as  we  may  at  first  im- 
agine. Throughout  all  the  writings  of  non  Cath- 
olic 'poets  we  will  find,  as  pearls  scattered  upon 
silken  tissue,  beautiful  gems  in  honor  of  Mary. 
In  Mrs.  Browning  we  find  the  following : 

"  THE  VIRGIN  MARY    TO  THE  CHII.D  JESUS. 

Sleep,  sleep,  mine  Holy  One  ! 
My  flesh,  my  Lord  ! — what  name  ?  I  do  not  know 
A  name  that  seemeth  not  too  high  or  low. 

Too  far  from  me  or  heaven  : 
My  Jesus,  that  is  best !  that  word  being  given 
By  the  majestic  angel  whose  command 
Was  softly  as  a  man's  beseeching  said, 
When  I  and  all  the  earth  appeared  to  stand 

In  the  great  overflow 
Of  light  celestial  from  his  wings  and  head. 

Sleep,  sleep,  my  saving  One  !" 
And  the  finest  words  ever  written  in  praise  of 
Holy  Mary,  are  found  in  a  sonnet  of  Wordsworth, 
full  of  lofty  thought : 

"  Mother !  whose  virgin  bosom  was  uncrost 
With  the  least  shade  of  thought  to  sin  allied ; 
Woman !  above  all  women  glorified. 
Our  tainted  nature's  solitary  boast ; 
Purer  than  foam  on  central  ocean  tost  ; 
Brighter  than  Eastern  skies  at  daybreak  strewn 


With  fancied  roses,  than  the  unblemished  moon 
Before  her  wane  begins  on  heaven's  blue  coast ; 
Yet  some,  I  ween,  the  suppliant  knee  might  bend 
As  to  a  visible  power,  in  which  did  blend 
All  that  was  mi.xed  and  reconciled  in  Thee 
Of  Mother's  love,  with  maiden  purity, 
Of  high  with  low,  celestial  with  terrene!" 

This  devotion  of  the  poet  to  Mary,  has  lately 
been  rewarded  by  the  gift  of  faith,  in  the  case  of 
the  authoress  of  the  "  Mystical  Rose,"  published 
by  Appleton.  As  a  Protestant,  she  knew  nothing 
of  Mary,  but  as  a  poetess,  she  could  not  fall  to 
see  the  unique  beauty  of  the  Virgin  Mother  of  a 
God,  as  portrayed  by  the  Evangelists.  Hence 
her  poem  on  the  Mystical  Rose,  and  its  happy 
sequel — her  conversion  to  the  CInirch.  The  fol- 
lowing lines  have  been  received  from  her  for  the 
Ave  Maria  : 

Our  First  Annunciation  Day. 
"  Janua  c^li,  ora  jjto  nobis .'" 
The  Annunciation. — It  is  a  beautiful  day !  a 
very  beautiful  day  !  The  feast  days  of  our  Blessed 
Mother  are  alway^right  days.  They  come  to  us 
as  the  days  of  Spring  after  the  Winter.  Many 
great  favors  has  she  granted,  miraculous  favors, 
on  these  daj's.  Our  crucified  Lord  likewise  loves 
and  blesses  these  day  very  much  for  His  dear 
Mother's  sake-cloves  to  grant  special  favors  in 
them.  Precious  days  to  all  in  the  true  fold  !  Sav- 
ing days  oft-times  to  some  souls  without  the  true 
fold !  Days  in  which  the  whole  Church  together 
prays  in  a  special  manner  for  all  such.  The  An 
nunciation  day  and  Good  Friday  fell  together 
last  year,  (1864),  how  preciously  together.  In 
grateful,  the  most  grateful  possible  commemora- 
tion of  this  double  holy  day,  for  one  who  dates 
from  thence  the  commencement  of  her  true  Cath-. 
olic  life,  we  would  tell  how — 
Wandering  leftward  through  the  desert,  very 
dreary,  [weary, 

Wandering  guideless  through  the  wilderness  till 
Often  flitting  near,  a  vision,  sweet  as  angel, 
Almost  from  her  very  childhood,  bright  evangel, 

She  had  come  of  whom  we  tell, — 

Lifting  up  her  reverent  voice, 

Pause,  O  heavens  and  rejoice ! 

Prays  from  the  enchanted  dell, 

"  Mary-Mother !     Mary-Mother ! 
And  no  other. 
Take  me  for  thy  daughter,  weakest  mortal ! 
Open,  Mother,  to  my  feet  thy  portal !" 

And  the  Virgin  heard  and  led  her  on 

Kindly  toward  the  Garden  of  her  Son. 
Gloria,  Pater ! 
Alma  Mater, 

Gently  guiding  this  poor  wanderer  on 

Toward  the  Garden  of  her  Son. 

Looking  upward  through  the  Garden,  glorious 
Garden !  [ward  in — 

Saints    and    angels !     Not    all  human,  keeping 
Sees  confessionals  and  font — wants  an  absolution, 
Fain    would    enter,  fain    would  lose  the  soul's 
pollution ;  * 

Could  not  enter !     Could  not  enter ! 
Dare  not  venture ! 
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<^f  tli«*  iiltar-mth  ton  wary, 
Nfar  a  cnicinx  stands  Mary  ; 

Could  not  enter !    Could  not  enter ! 

Dare  not  venture! 
Mary- Mother  mourning  for  her  Son  ; 
Mary  sij^hinj;,  her  dotli  beckon. 

Gloria,  Pater! 

Ahna  Mater, 
Tender  mourning  for  her  Son, 
Mary  weeping,  her  doth  l)cekon. 

Smiled  the  warden,  softly  pcrious,  smiled  upon  her, 
Waited  she  to  enter;  (),  the  welcome  almost  won 
0,the  bliss  tothose  within!  but  the  getting  in  ;[hcr! 
But  the  severing  of  a  heart's  l>esetting  sin ! 
Looking  backward  to  the  apple — Sodom  apple, 
Fruitage  shining,  very  shining,  fair  as  fatal, 
Could  not  leave  the  gate  of  Mary — Gnteof  Ilenrcn. 
Could  not  enter ;  grace  to  enter  not  yet  given  ; — 
Poor  sinner!     Poor  sinner! 
Who  will  win  her? 
How  her  yearnings  drift  and  vary — 
Who  will  have  hor,  earth  or  Mary? 
Gloria,  Pater! 
Alma  Mater, 
Working  for  her  suffering  Son, 
Leaves  His  Passion-time,  no  work  undone. 

Day  of  her  Annunciation,  shall  the  wiles  of  sense 

prevail  ? 
Lo  I  the  world  and  flesh  and  Satan,  fell  assail ; 
But  the  Virgin's  arm  is  stronger,  sure  in  saving, 
And  her  child  is  kneeling,  potent  blessing  craven  ; 
Grace  is  melting !     Grace  is  melting ! 
Mary  sheltering — 
Soft,  soft-falling  as  a  cloud  of  love, — 
The  earth  as  flooded  from  above  ; — 
She  who  knelt  in  craving  sadness, 
Rising,  all  round  touched  with  gladness. 
Gloria,  Pater! 
Alma  Mater, 
Mary-Mother,  working  for  her  Son, 
Mary  never  leaves  her  work  undone. 
Ludlow,  Vt.,  2nd  Lent  day,  1865. 


THE  MONTH  OF  MARY  AND  PIO  NONO. 

[We  commence,  and  we  will  continue  during  the 
Month  of  Mary,  this  admirable  work  so  well 
known  and  so  jnstly  admired  in  France.  The  fol- 
lowing extracts,  from  letters  written  by  the  most 
illustrious  French  Bishops,  are  the  best  introduc- 
tion we  can  give  to  our  American  readers.] 

BoRDEAix,  May,  1862. 

Dear  Sir: — I  cannot  praise  too  highly  the  d.e- 
votedness  to  the  Holy  See,  which  inspired  you  in 
"  The  Temporal  Power  of  the  Pope,"  and  "  The 
Month  of  Mary  and  Pio  Nono."  The  latter  is  a 
pious  and  rich  idea  ;  it  brings  to  the  attention  of 
all  the  development  of  an  important  point  of 
Christian  truth,  namely  ;  the  union  of  Jesus  and 
Mary,  in  all  times,  with  all  men,  and  above  all 
with  the  head  of  the  Church.  A  union  more  in- 
timate, even  in  sufferings,  than  in  joy  and  glory. 
The  pious  faithful  during  this  blessed  month, 
will  love  to  follow  daily  with  you  Pius  IX  and 
Mary  during  their  lives.     It  is  not  given  to  all  to 


appreciate  this  touching  narrative;  it  is  rather 
the  portion  of  the  humble  an<l  simple,  than  of  the 
prou<l  and  learned  ;  t<»  the  flrst  your  Month  of 
Mary  will  do  great  good. 

Acc«'pt  Sir,  the  assurance,  etc., 
FERDINAND  CARDINAL  DONET, 

Arrhbinhop  of  Unrdtnux. 

The  Bishop  of  Arras  writes :  '*  You  Irave  con- 
nected two  lives  very  dear  to  Catholic  hearts;  in 
one  rests  our  sweetest  hope, /7v«  nontrn  mite;  in 
the  other  our  most  lively  solicitudes,  comjHttientur 
omnia  irnmhrny 

Bishop  Dupanloup  writes :  "  What  I  have  read 
interests  me  exceedingly,  and  I  hope  that  my  oc- 
cupations will  ])erniit  me  to  enjoy  the  conclu.sion. 
Testimonials  from  sources  .so  high,  of  the  fame 
this  work  has  received,  convinces  us  that  the  au- 
thor has  fulfilled  a  task  doubly  pious,  doubly  holy, 
to  make  Pius  IX  known  and  loved,  by  making 
Mury  known  and  loved."  ^ 

FIRST    DAV. 

Mary  jiredestined  ti>  Criu<h  (he  Serpcnt'g  Ilead. — Piiu 

the  Ninth  predeiftitied  to  EntabliMh  the  Croicning 

Glory  of  Ml  try. 

After  the  serpent  had  deceived  the  woman.  Al- 
mighty God  said  to  him:  " Betiiuse  thou  hast 
done  tin."*,  behold  thou  art  cursed  among  all  ani- 
mals, and  amongst  all  the  bea.sts  of  the  earth ; 
upon  thy  breast  shalt  thou  go,  and  thou  shalt  eat 
earth  all  the  days  of  thy  life.  I  will  place  enmity 
between  thee  and  the  woman,  Itctween  thy  seed 
and  her  seed  ;  she  shall  crush  thy  head,  and  thou 
shalt  lie  in  wait  for  her  heel." 

These  words  of  the  Lord,  which,  from  the  be- 
ginning of  the  world,  predicted  the  coming  of  an 
atoning  Messiah;  these  words,  which,  from  the 
first  days  of  creation,  thundered  by  God's  own 
mouth  the  same  loud  praises  that  the  present  cen- 
tury, (happy  rival  of  past  ages),  continues  with  so 
much  enthusiasm  in  honor  of  Mary,  have  taken 
possession  of  the  world  and  govern  it. 

Adam  not  far  from  the  shades  of  Eden,  Jacob 
in  the  land  of  exile.  Moses  crossing  the  desert, 
Solomon  surrounded  with  gold  and  with  glory, 
Isaias  and  all  the  prophets  were  raised  up  one 
afler  another  in  the  lapse  of  ages,  and,  each  in  his 
turn,  sang  either  the  ruin  of  the  old  serjjent,  or 
the  fall  of  the  scepter  of  Juda,  when  the  Exjx-cted 
of  Nations  should  come,  or  the  Star  whose  light 
was  alK)Ut  to  shine  up<m  Jacob,  or  the  mighty 
Woman,  to  whom  nothingupon  earth  could  beann- 
pared,  or  the  Virgin  who  was  to  bring  forth  a  Son, 
the  Emmanuel,  that  is  to  say  God  with  us. 

For  four  thousand  years,  the  Virgin  of  Juda, 
thus  seen  by  glimpses  in  the  indistinct  light  of  the 
future,  was  the  spiritual  life  of  the  world;  for 
four  thousand  years,  she  was  the  desired  of  patri- 
archs, the  inspiration  of  prophets,  the  pillar  of 
f^ith,  the  rainbow  of  our  deliveranct^  for  four 
thousand  years  God  raist-d  up  extraorilinary  men, 
to  sing  His  coming  and  prepare  His  path. 

But  the  Lord  not  only  kept  up  the  expectation 
of  this  august  Virgin — not  only  proved  the  recol- 
lection of  the  promise  in  the  midst  of  nations:  He 
wished,  also,  that  she  appear  on  earth  as  a  child 
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privileged  by  her  own  right,  illuminated  with 
holiness  unsullied,  sublime,  perfect.  This  is  why 
the  Church,  who  received  in  inspirations  direct 
from  God,  and  who,  led  l)y  this  Infallible  Guide, 
can  never  suffer  shipwreck  on  the  shoals  of  error, 
the  Church,  after  having  recognized  Mary  in  the 
pages  of  Holy  Writ,  recognizes  equally  and  every 
where,  in  the  same  book,  her  innocence  without 
spot :  she  recognizes  her  in  that  miraculous  Ark 
which  survived  the  destruction  of  nearly  the  whole 
human  race  ;  in  that  fair  Dove  that,  sent  forth  Ijy 
the  patriarch  upon  the  waters  of  the  Deluge,  fear- 
ing to  soil  her  plumage  in  the  unclean  vapoi-s  ex- 
haled around  her,  hastened  to  turn  her  flight  again 
toward  her  master ;  in  that  mysterious  Bush,  which 
Moses,  in  the  desert  of  Madian,  saw  enveloped  in 
burning  flames,  without  the  fire  ever  abating  or 
the  Bush  being  ever  consumed;  in  that  Garden 
walled  in  ;  in  that  Fountain  sealed  up,  by  which 
the  spouse  of  the  canticle  typifies  in  his  praise, 
the  exceeding  virtues  of  his  chaste  companion ; 
and  above  all,  in  these,  words  when  he  says,  with 
all  the  eflfusion  of  his  tenderness,  and  in  the  holy 
ecstasy  with  which  her  charms  inspire  him :  "Thou 
art  all  fair,  O  my  sister,  my  beloved  spouse  !  thou 
art  all  fair,  and  there  is  not  a  spot  in  thee !" 

Yes,  the  Church  has  recognized  in  these  vari- 
ous marvels  an  incontestable  image  of  the  spotless 
innocence  of  Mary :  she  had  acknowledged  it  thus, 
she  had  taught  it,  she  had  practiced  it,  and  never- 
theless she  left  her  children  free  to  question  this 
belief — free  to  reject  it,  thus  rendering  the  tri- 
umph of  Mary  incomplete,  and  fully  justifying 
the  w^ords  addressed  to  the  serpent:  "She  shall 
crush  thy  head,  but  thou  shalt  not  seek  the  less 
to  lie  in  wait  for  her  heel." 

An  angel  had  saluted  the  Virgin,  full  of  grace ; 
St.  Elizal)eth  had  proclaimed  her,  blessed  among 
all  women  ;  Mary  had  prophesied  herself  that  all 
generations  should  call  her  blessed;  still  was 
there  not  some  thing  wanting  to  that  beauty — that 
excellence — that  transcendence  of  her  glory,  as- 
long  as  the  world  was  permitted  to  raise  a  doubt 
that  the  august  Mother  of  Jesus  might  not  have 
received  from  Heaven  a  complete  and  inalienable 
sanctity?  It  seemed,  then,  that  God  still  owed 
to  the  earth  another  manifestation  of  truth  ;  but 
to  announce  this  new  marvel  to  humble  mortals, 
where  should  He  go  this  time  to  choose  His  her- 
ald? The  adorable  Trinity  had  sent  already  its 
Second  Person, — the  angelic  host  had  deputed 
also  its  Archangel  Gabriel ;  this  time,  then,  it  was 
humanity's  turn,  this  time  the  lips  were  mortal, 
(in  honor  of  the  humanity  of  His  Son),  that  God 
selected  to  proclaim  the  final  revelation  which  He 
has  designed  to  make. 

A  man,  then,  was  chosen  from  all  eternity  to 
place  the  crown  on  Mary's  earthly  glory,  as 
Abraham  was  chosen  to  be  the  father  of  believers, 
Moses  to  rescue  Israel  from  the  tyranny  of  Phar- 
aoh, Josue  to  lead  the  holy  people  into  the  prom- 
ised land,  Samuel  to  consecrate  the  first  king  of 
Juda,  Solomon  to  build  the  first  temple  to  the 
Eternal,  Booz  to  recompense  the  piety  of  Ruth, 
Daniel  to  exalt  the  innocence  of  the  chaste  Su- 
sanna, Mardochai  to  procure  the  elevation  and 


the  reign  of  Esther,  Saint  Joseph  to  be  the  guar- 
dian and  the  protecor  of  the  virginity  of  the 
humble  daughter  of  Joachim  and  Ann,  and  this 
man  is  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  who  now  fills  so 
gloriously  the  chair  of  Saint  Peter:  this  man  is 
Pius  the  Ninth. 

Admire  the  love  with  which  God  has  loved 
him,  and  his  happiness  in  the  choice  that  has 
been  made  of  him.  It  is  eighteen  hundred  years 
since  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  began  to  extend 
over  the  universe  her  pacific  sway.  For  three 
hundred  years,  her  generous  and  fruitful  blood 
flowed  freely  for  the  defense  of  the  Gospel  every- 
where :  in  Rome,  Italy,  Gaul,  Spain,  Great  Britian, 
in  short,  throughout  all  Europe,  whilst  Africa 
and  Asia  sent  the  army  of  the  faith  myriads  of 
confessors  and  legions  of  martyrs ;  and  yet  amongst 
them  all,  the  Lord  did  not  select  one  to  tell  the 
world  to  what  degree  His  Blessed  Mother  was 
the  object  of  His  eternal  complacency. 

Two  hundred  and  fifty-eight  Popes  have  come 
in  their  turns  to  take  their  seats  on  the  indestruc- 
tible throne  of  the  chief  of  the  Apostles.  Sixty- 
seven  of  them  have  merited,  by  their  virtue  and 
by  their  sanctity,  to  have  their  names  inscribed 
upon  the  roll  of  Saints  whom  the  Church  invokes 
and  honors.  God  also  marks  with  the  seal  of 
His  election  those  whom  the  future  will  see 
crowned  with  the  same  tiara,  elevated  upon  the 
same  throne.  He  is  delighted  in  anticipation  with 
their  knowledge,  with  their  piety,  with  their 
courage,  with  their  zeal,  and  yet  among  them  all 
He  chose  no  one  to  proclaim  the  dogma  which 
elevates  Mary  so  high,  and  which  so  rejoices  our 
faith. 

Besides  the  Roman  Pontiff,  magnificent  in  mer- 
its of  every  kind,  we  see  exalted  a  multitude  of 
persons  according  to  the  Heart  of  God.  Great 
cities,  small  villages,  country  places  and  deserts, 
each  has  had  the  honor  to  furnish  its  glorious 
contingent";  kings,  princes,  subjects,  priests,  doc- 
tors, religious  seculars,  all  have  gloriously  ad- 
vanced to  form  the  sacred  battalions  of  the  im- 
mortal phalanx ;  and  yet,  among  them  all,  there 
was  none  whom  the  Most  High  would  graciously 
select  to  honor  Mary  as  He  had  decreed  that  she 
should  one  day  be  honored.  To  Pius  the  Ninth 
alone  belongs  the  singular  privilege  of  having 
been  designed  in  the  Eternal  Counsels  to  realize 
in  Mary  what  four  thousand  years  had  first  man- 
ifested by  every  type,  and  under  every  figure — 
what  eighteen  centuries  had  then  pondered,  med- 
itated, praised,  glorified,  without  ever  daring  to 
affirm  as  an  eternal  truth !  To  Pius  the  Ninth 
belongs  the  distinguished  praise  of  having  brought 
down  to  our  times  the  long  chain  of  those  patri- 
archs and  prophets  whose  predictions  and  prayers 
made  Mary  the  love  and  the  hope  of  the  world, 
even  before  her  actual  appearance.  Finally,  alone 
to  Pius  the  Ninth  belongs  the  honor  of  having 
set  the  future  at  rest  in  regard  to  the  Immaculate 
Conception,  as  the  great  Jehovah  formerly  set  the 
past  at  rest  by  His  power,  as  Jesus  obliterated  it 
in  the  Redemption. 

Let  us  say  no  more  to-day.  Children  of  Mary; 
but  so  disposing  ourselves,  all  in  the  best  feelings 
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of  our  hearts,  as  to  profit  by  the  lessons  whiob 
will  continue  to  be  offered  us  in  this  holy  plure 
during  thiij  blessed  month,  let  us  place  ourselves 
on  our  knees  and  say  to  God : 

"Ix)rd.  Thou  hast  given  us  Mary  for  our  Mother; 
it  is  her  virtues  which  we  come  to  study,  which 
we  desire  to  put  into  practice,  which  Thou  dost 
will  to  make  our  course  here  below,  that  wc  may 
particiuate  in  her  merits  before  Thee.  They  say, 
O  Lorn,  that  Thy  holy  servant,  Pius  the  Ninth, 
our  spiritual  Father,  affords  us  a  glorious  example 
of  the  love  we  owe  to  that  well-l)eloved  Queen ; 
we  would  study  under  his  teachings;  vouchsafe 
to  prepare  in  us  a  docile  heart ;  bless  our  inten- 
tions, we  beg  of  Thee,  O  Lord !" 
[to  be  continued.] 
mt 

Devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

FROM    C.KRDIN.VL    WHSEM.XN's      "SEUMONS    ON    OTO 
LORD   AND   ni8   BLESSED   MOTHER." 

You  come  and  tell  me  that  it  is  folly  to  think 
more  of  them  [the  saints],  that  they  are  dead,  and 
for  ever  gone,  whose  bones  are  crumbled  to  dust, 
whose  souls  have  forgotten  men.  And  I  ask  in 
return,  is  it  your  opinion  that  Heaven  is  a  place 
in  which  whatever  is  honorable  to  man,  whatever 
is  most  precious  to  his  soul,  whatever  is  most 
beautiful  in  his  nature,  after  the  corruption  of 
sin  has  defiled  it,  that  love,  in  short,  which  is 
the  very  nature  of  God,  is  a  thing  not  only  un- 
known there,  banished  thence  and  never  to  be 
admitted  ?  Tell  me,  then,  that  you  consider 
Heaven  to  be  a  place  in  which  the  soul  is  to  be 
employed  for  eternity  in  looking  or  diving  into 
the  unfathomable  abyss  of  love  which  God  is, 
and  seeing  that  that  love  is  a  love  not  merely 
sleeping  and  inactive,  but  exercising  itself  in  ten 
thousand  ways,  with  all  the  resources  of  infinite 
power;  and  yet  believe  that  in  that  ocean  you 
must  not  love  what  God  loves. — (p.  297). 

And  now  you  will  understand  that  there  must 
be  a  scale  of  love.  *  *  *  And  the  rule  is  one 
simple  and  obvious  enough  to  all  who  have  ever 
considered  the  prerogatives  of  God's  Saints.  We 
honor  them,  we  esteem  them,  we  love  them,  we 
Ixjlieve  them  to  have  influence,  in  proportion  as 
they  are  nearer  to  God.  The  martyr  who  has 
done  the  utmost  that  man  can  do,  who,  by  giv- 
ing his  life  for  Chri.st,  has  shown  the  greatest  love 
that  man  can  bear,  must  be  placed  far  above 
those  who  have  not  attained  this  privilege,  and 
wl»o  consequently  plead  not  that  same  intensity 
of  love.  The  Apostles,  who  were  the  immediate 
followers  and  companions  of  the  Si.n  of  God  in 
life,  whom  He  chose  to  be  with  Him  in  His  trials, 
to  whom  He  committed  His  full  i)ower  on  earth, 
who,  in  addition  to  martyrdom  like  others,  had 
also  the  glory  of  being  His  mc.'v'«?ngers  over  the 
whole  world — they  are  naturally  placed  in  a 
higher  sphere,  nearer  the  throne  or  God,  more 
closely  approaching  Him,  more  vividly  beholding 
Him,  enjoying  greater  familiarity  and  more  inti- 
mate union  with  the  affections  of  their  Divine 
Miuster.  Then  what  shall  we  say  of  her  whom 
God  chose  to  adhere  in  every  time  and  place  to 
the  R<deemer  of  the  world,  His  own  Word  in- 


carnate ;  so  that  never,  for  a  moment,  was  she  al- 
lowed to  be  willingly  separated  from  Him?  *  ♦ 
*  If  the  closeness  with  which  any  one  was  priv- 
ileged to  stand  by  our  Lord  on  earth  is  the  crite- 
rion of  the  place  occupied  in  Heaven,  and  of  the 
prerogatives  there  granted,  who  can  doubt  that 
she,  the  most  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  has  a  place  in 
the  court  of  her  S<ni,  such  as  is  granted  to  none 
other?— (pp.  299,  300). 

Another  beautiful  pa.ssage  is  found  in  the  Pir- 
mon  on  the  veneration  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  : 

Our  blessed  Redeemer  is  the  real  Sun  of  Jus- 
tice, who  alone  can  shine  in  our  hearts  with  that 
saving  power  and  grace,  through  which  alone  we 
can  attain  our  reward ;  and  it  is  only  He,  that 
brilliant  Sun  in  the  firmament  of  Heaven  and 
the  Church,  who  can  enlighten  our  faith,  warm 
our  hope,  and  enkindle  our  charity;  for  from  Him 
alone  comes  grace,  from  Him  alone  is  light,  from 
Him  alone  is  life.  But  tell  me,  is  it  less  that 
same  Sun,  or  is  He  less  to  you  when,  instead  of 
being  viewed  directly  in  all  His  dazzling  brill- 
fancy.  He  comes  on  you  mellowed,  as  it  were, 
through  the  storied  window,  bearing  imprinted 
on  His  own  rays  the  effigies  of  saints  and  angels 
who  would  have  no  existence  there  but  for  His 
light;  for  all  was  dark,  shapeless,  colorles.s,  until 
His  rays  came ;  and  then  on  a  sudden  He  gave  them 
light  and  color,  and  He  shaped  them  into  form, 
and  He  softened  His  own  radiance  as  He  shone 
through  them ;  but  without  Him  they  had  no  ex- 
istence. And  so  the  Church  contemplates  through 
the  saints  the  glory  of  the  Son  of  God.  In  their 
own  nature  they  were  sinful,  frail  and  helpless; 
but  they  have  been  the  medium  through  which 
the  rays  of  divine  grace  have  passed,  and  as  they 
so  shone,  they  have  had  their  brilliancy  made  en- 
durable.—(p.  304). 

The  contemplation  of  the  glory  of  the  saints 
and  of  their  dignity  and  joy,  so  far  from  draw- 
ing away  our  thoughts  and  hopes  from  God,  doth 
rather  raise  them  up  more  gently  from  the  earth, 
to  fly  toward  Him.  For  one  who  .should  wish  to 
contemplate  the  beauty  of  a  gloritms  summer's 
day  would  not  go  forth  and  boldly  raise  his  eyes, 
and  fix  them  upon  the  burning  luminary,  from 
which  all  its  radiance  and  warmth  proceeds,  well 
knowing  that  he  would  thereby  only  dazzle  and 
afflict  his  sight ;  but  rather,  casting  thorn  lower, 
he  would  let  them  wander  over  the  milder  diver- 
sity of  nature's  face.  Or,  if  possible,  he  would 
rest  them  upon  a  well-tilled  garden;  and  as  he 
there  ob.<!erved  the  rich  variety  of  shape,  and  hue, 
and  fragrance,  and  loveliness  in  the  flowers  that 
surround  him,  renvmbering  that  all  these  divers 
forms  and  qualities  are  but  the  reflection  and 
prmluction  of  that  source  of  light  which  brings 
them  into  being,  he  wouhi  thereby  conceive  a 
sweeter  and  livelier  idea  of  that  day's  splendor, 
and  of  that  luminary's  Iwnefits.  than  if  he  had  at 
once  gazed  upon  his  brightness.  And  in  like 
manner,  when  we  wish  to  meditate  ujxm  the  glo- 
ries of  God's  eternal  day.  we  will  not  at  once  dart 
our  glance  on  that  Father  of  lights,  who  dwelleth 
in  light  inacces*il>le,  but  rather  will  pause  to 
meditate  upon  the  beauties  of  His  heavenly  Eden ; 
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and  when  we  contemplate  assembled  together  the 
unstained  Virgin  and  the  empurpled  martyr,  and 
the  triumphant  apostle,  and  all  the  other  orders 
of  heavenly  being,  with  one  rising  above  the  rest, 
and  uniting  in  herself  the  excellencies  of  them 
all ;  and  when,  moreover,  we  remember  that  all 
these  charms  are  but  emanations  and  reflections 
of  His  effulgence,  we  shall  assuredly  form  a  truer 
and  more  consoling  estimate  of  His  beauty  aud 
beneficence  and  mighty  power,  than  if  we  had 
awed  and  overwhelmed  our  minds  by  sternly  gaz- 
ing uptm  His  splendor. — (p.  310). 

In  the  Sermon  on  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin occur  these  words : 

We  may  imagine  how,  then,  the  whole  of  Heav- 
en was  moved  at  seeing  her  approach,  and  how 
the  angels  and  saints  may  indeed  have  said :  "Who 
is  this  so  wonderfully  favored,  now  coming  up 
from  that  desert  below,  flowing  with  delights, 
flowing  with  graces,  with  majesty  and  beauty?" 
If  to  others  have  been  granted  these  gifts  to 
the  fullness  of  the  cup,  her  fullness  is  that  of 
the  fountain  overflowing  ever,  and  yet  ever 
at  the  full.  And  she  is  introduced  not  as  others 
might  be,  led  by  guardian  angel  or  patron  saint 
through  the  opening  ranks  of  the  celestial  host 
to  the  throne  of  God,  and  there  kneeling  before 
the  faithful  Rewarder  of  His  servants,  hear  those 
words  spoken,  "  Well  done,  thou  good  and  faith- 
ful servant,"  but  from  the  door  of  Heaven,  lean- 
ing, in  the  full  confidence  of  love,  on  her  beloved, 
as  a  bride  on  her  bridegtoom,  as  a  mother  may 
lean  on  her  son — (p.  291). 

A  similar  passage  is  found  in  another  sermon 
If  the  saints  in  heaven  have  golden  vials  given 
them,  as  we  are  told  in  the  Apocalypse,  tilled 
with  our  prayers,  as  with  sweet  odors,  which  they 
pour  out  before  the  throne  of  God,  with  what 
fragrance  must  those  be  endowed  which  are  shed 
from  hers?  *  *  *  And  if  the  Word  of  God 
has  told  us  that  Jesus,  ascending  into  heaven,  has 
prepared  corresponding  eml)lems  of  reward  for 
every  state  of  holiness,  golden  harps  for  the  pa- 
triarchs, and  rol)es  of  whiteness  for  the  virgins, 
and  palms  for  the  martyrs,  and  seats  of  judgment 
for  the  Apostles,  and  crowns  of  glory  for  all  that 
love  Him,  by  what  emblem  shall  we  describe  the 
reward  which  umst  have  been  bestowed  upon  her, 
who  closed  the  line  of  patriarchal  holiness,  form- 
ing, as  it  were,  the  wall  of  separation  between  the 
two  covenants;  who,  though  a  mother,  was. pure 
as  no  other  virgin  was  ever  pure  ;  whose  martyr- 
dom of  inward  grief  was  deemed  by  the  Spirit  of 
God  fit  matter  of  holy  prophecy ;  who  with  the 
Apostles  received  the  unction  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
at  Pentecost,  and  who  alone  of  all  mankind  could 
say  that  she  had  loved  Jesus  with  a  mother's  love, 
—(p.  321). 

"We  do  wrong  to  speak  of  affection  as  if  its 
treasure-houses  were  this  world,  and  as  if  it  ex- 
pired here.  The  spirit  land,  wheresoever  it  may  be, 
isfuUoflove  The millionsoflovingsouls  who  have 
removed  thither,  with  hearts  bursting  with  ten- 
derness for  those  they  have  left  behind — have 
they  changed  their  nature  ?     Do  they  not  love  us 


still  ?  How  much  richer,  purer — more  disinter- 
terested — than  any  this  world  contains,  is  the  love 
of  the  departed  !  They  died  loving,  and  their  love 
is  unchanged — unchanging — no  passing  cloud  can 
dim  it — no  misapprehension  can  shade  it — no  cold- 
ness can  deaden  it.  It  ever  looks  on  us  with  the 
same  tender  eyes,  and  ever  waits  for  a  reunion. 
The  condition  of  the  soul — its  aifections — its  im- 
pulses— death  hath  fixed  them  all  for  eternity." 


Mother  Most  Admirable. 

Nearly  three  centuries  ago  there  lived  a  Relig- 
ious named  James  llheni,  in  a  University  of  In- 
golstadt,  in  Germany,  directed  by  the  Society  of 
Jesus.  This  Religious  was  illustrious  for  his  em- 
inent virtues,  and  the  extraordinary  favors  he  had 
received  from  Heaven,  t^ut,  above  all,  for  his  de- 
votion to  Mary,  and  zeal  to  procure  her  glory.  To 
advance  this  design,  he  instituted  a  society  or  so- 
dality of  young  men  called  "  Colloquium  Mari- 
anutn,"  literally,  conversations  or  entertainments 
on  Mary,  because  the  associates  bound  themselves, 
on  entering  the  Society,  always  to  say  something 
in  their  conversation  about  Mary.  The  name  had 
conduced  to  the  success  of  the  work ;  fervor 
reigned  among  the  youth,  and  they  rejoiced  and 
edified  their  master  and  fellow-students  by  their 
regularity  and  virtue. 

Now,  their  institutor  and  guide  felt  within 
himself  a  pious  curiosity.  Filial  love  is  often 
jealous  to  penetrate  a  mother's  secret  to  please 
that  mother  more  ;  and  the  saints  are  men  of  de- 
sires, as  the  archangels  said  in  their  praise  to 
Daniel. 

This  curiosity,  this  desire  of  Father  Rhem,  was 
to  know  which  of  the  titles  accorded  by  the 
Church  to  Mary,  in  the  Litany  of  Loretto,  was  the 
most  agreeable  to  the  Mother  of  Jesus. 
'  It  happened  one  day,  when  the  sodalists  of  the 
Colloquium  Marianum  were  assembled  in  the 
chapel,  chanting  the  Litany  of  the  most  holy 
Virgin,  according  to  their  custom,  a  touching  prod- 
igy took  place  at  the  invocation  Mater  Adinirabilis, 
ora  pro  iwlis ; — the  Queen  of  Heaven,  appear- 
ing to  them  in  a  living,  gentle  light,  and  say- 
ing in  a  divinely  maternal  voice :  "  The  title 
which  most  of  all  pleases  me  is  that  of  Mater  Ad- 
inirahilis.'''' 

"  Mat^r  Admirahilis .'"  exclaimed  the  Father, 
penetrated  with  gratitude  and  love,  and,  as  it 
were,  plunged  in  ecstasy :  "  Mater  Adinirabilis ! 
My  children,  repeat  this  invocation  three 
times." 

And  all  s;.ng  in  transport,  "  Mater  Admirahilis, 
ora  pro  nobis;  Mater  Adinirabilis,  ora  pro  nobis ; 
Mater  Admirabilis,  ora  pro  nobis."  God  alone 
knows  the  choice  graces  which  then  inundated 
these  young  souls ;  but  under  the  prolonged  charm 
of  this  marv'^ous  apparition  and  precious  revela- 
tion, the  Colloquium  Marianum  began  to  produce 
new  fruits  of  sanctification  and  zeal,  and  the  re- 
membrance of  this  favor,  carefully  registered  in 
the  annals  of  the  University  of  Ingolstadt,  is  also 
preserved  with  gratitude  and  delight  in  those  of 
the  Society  of  Jesus. — Mater  Admirabilis. 
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OUE  LADTS  LILIES. 

You  wonder  why  my  tropic  lilies  thrive 
In  this  small  n>om,  this  crowded  busy  hive 

I  rail  my  home. 
More  freely  than  beneath  thy  marble  dome, 

And  then  declare 
Some  charm  lies  in  my  touch  or  in  the  air, 
And  this  is  why  my  lilies  bloom  so  fair. 

Sweet  friend — the  mystery  I  will  frankly  tell ; 
Upon  it  let  thy  heart  one  moment  dwell ; 

The  lilies  know 
As  well  as  you  and  I  where  they  will  go, 

And  from  the  root 
Their  snow-white  arrows  ever  duly  shoot, 
Our  Lady's  feasts  with  gladness  to  salute. 

Our  Lady's  place,  her  own  Son  beside, 
Is  where  her  lilies  ever  choose  to  bide. 

And  there  adore 
In  ecstasy  of  silence  ever  more  : 

Their  perfumes  plead 
For  us,  poor  pilgrims,  in  our  sorest  need, 
And  Jesus  must  His  Mother's  lilies  heed. 


THE  LEGENDS  OF  THE  LITANIES  OP  THE 
BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

Such  is  the  title  of  a  touching  work,  published 
in  France,  by  L.  d'Appilly.  In  our  first  number 
we  republi.sh  one  of  these  interesting  legends,  and 
during  the  year  we  will  give  the  entire  series  to 
the  readers  of  the  Ave  Maria. 

"The  Legend  is  the  poetry  of  faith  ;  a  gracious 
Rambler,  she  passes  through  all  ages,  gleaning 
with  careful  hand,  the  souvenir  of  pilgrimages, 
the  flowers  of  piety  and  traditionary  lore. 

"  Nothing  limits  her  boundary  ;  she  embraces 
all  events  wherein  she  recognizes  the  action  of 
God.  Sometimes  her  voice  is  heard  in  the  wild, 
shrill  sound  of  the  clarion,  chanting  in  martial 
tunes  the  wars  and  revolutions  whose  tumult  has 
shaken  the  earth.  Sometimes  she  descends,  chaste 
messenger,  into  the  Virgin's  cell ;  or  again,  fold- 
ing her  wings  she  seats  herself  by  the  fireside  of 
the  poor,  and  keeps  watch  over  the  cra<lle  of  the 
orphan.  She  mingles  in  the  mighty  roar  of  the 
multitude;  and  again,  she  is  counting  the  pious 
beatings  of  the  hearts  of  the  Saints.  She  is  not 
abashed  by  the  majesty  of  kings,  but  her  delight 
is  to  dwell  among  the  poor,  among  those  whose 
simple  and  innocent  hearts  render  them  worthy 
the  society  of  Angels." 

Such  is  the  definition  of  the  legend  as  given 
by  d'Appilly  at  the  commencement  of  the  preface 
of  his  charming  work.  It  is  in  this  manner  the 
author  understands  this  poetry  of  faith,  this  gra- 
cious rambler  who  goes  through  cities  and  coun- 
tries, into  lofty  palaces  and  lowly  huts,  through 
vallies  and  forests,  into  superb  temples  enriched 
with  gold,  and  into  simi)le  oratories  ornamented 
with  freshly-l)lown  flowers.  The  Legend  reads 
prayer  and  virtue  in  pure  hearta  She  suspects 
keen  remorse  ha-s  deei»ene<l  the  furrows  upon  the 
forehead  of  the  guilty  ;  she  seeks  the  tear  of  re- 
pentance in  the  depths  of  the  soul,  and  with  these  i 


rich  and  fruitful  gleanings  she  composes  a  gpr 
land  in  which  every  flower  is  a  magnificent  and 
8uj>ernatural  recompense  for  purity,  faith  and  re- 
pentance, but  bhe  crowns  the  guilty  with  the 
rigor  of  justice. 

Composed  and  understood  in  this  manner,  the 
legend  is  not  only  exceedingly  entertaining  but 
infinitely  useful ;  for  .should  not  every  writer  con- 
secrate his  pen  and  talents  to  prai-sing  what  is 
good  and  blaming  what  is  bad  ?  We  have  many 
ways  of  doing  this,  but  no  form  seems  better  to 
us  than  the  legend,  l)ecause  it  interests  and  capti- 
vates the  attention,  it  is  an  aid  to  history,  ana  it 
fixes  in  the  mind  a  moral  lesson  which  would  not 
otherwise  be  retained. 

The  end  then  which  we  propose,  in  giving  these 
legends  to  the  readers  of  the  Ave  Makia,  is  to 
awaken  and  nourish  a  tender  devotion  to  the 
]SIother  of  God,  and  to  prove  that  her  assistance 
never  fails  her  servants,  it  matters  not  how  des- 
perate their  cause  may  seem.  Notwithstanding 
the  skeptical  and  mocking  tone  of  the  philoso- 
phers of  the  nineteenth  century,  Mr.  d'Appilly 
goes  frankly  toward  the  end  he  has  in  view. 
United  to  the  charms  of  a  pure  and  concise  dic- 
tion, each  legend  presents  a  skilfully  constructed 
scene,  artistically  arranged,  upon  which  the  actors 
are  brought  in  the  most  natural  manner,  and  per- 
form their  parts  to  the  very  life.  The  style  of 
Mr.  d'Appilly  seems  formed  to  give  us  in  all  the 
artless  simplicity  and  beauty  of  truth,  life-like 
pictures  of  the  faith  of  our  fathers,  and  as  such 
we  recommend  them  to  our  readers. 


How  Saint  Francis  of  Sales  disliked  Praise. 


Saint  Gregory  has  aptly  remarked  that  when 
praise  is  bestowed  on  a  wise  man  in  his  presence, 
his  heart  is  wounded  and  his  cars  afflicted.  Such 
was  our  Saint.  He  who  lovingly  embraced  those 
who  insulted,  would  willingly  have  rebuked  those 
who  i)raised  him. 

Preaching  one  day  at  Annecy.  in  his  presence, 
I  recalled  the  words  which  the  Bishop  of  Solnes 
had  addressed  him  :  Tu  ml  e«,  e^o  rero  neque  sal 
neque  lux.  1  t(X)k  the  liberty  of  making  a  slight 
allusion  to  his  name,  and  to  say  that  he  was  the 
sjilt  (»itl  es)  which  seasoned  the  whole  mass  of 
this  congregation.     He  was  so  disedified  at  this 

{)raise,  that  he  reprove<l  me  in  a  manner  that  would 
lave  been  severe,  could  he  have  been  capable  of 
severity. 

"  You  were  doing  so  well,  you  were  sailing  so 
fairly,  what  pos.sessod  you  to  take  such  a  freak  ? 
Do  you  know  that  single  word  has  destroyed  all 
the  merit  of  your  sermon  ?  Is  it  not  alloying  the 
pure  gold  of  the  word  of  God  by  introducing  the 
word  of  man,  and  is  not  the  prai.«e  of  the  living 
the  wf)rd  of  man  ?  Is  it  not  written  :  '  Praise  no 
man  before  his  death  t'  I  am  a  fine  salt,  indeed  ; 
without  flavor,  and  only  fit  to  be  thrown  in  the 
street  and  to  be  tram]iled  under  foot  by  the  pass- 
ers-by. How  I  regret  that  so  much  good  seed 
has  been  choked  by  a  handful  of  c<x;kle!  Snrely, 
if  your  intention  was  to  humble  me,  you  have 
certainly  succeeded," 


LEGENDS  OP  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIU. 
No.  1— The  Prisoner  of  War. 

CHAPTER  THE   FIIIST — GOD   WILLS  IT. 

It  was  the  heroic  age  of  Christianity ;  the  Spirit 
of  God  had  made  tlie  nations  of  Western  Europe 
Hif  chosen  people.  In  the  heart  of  these  nations, 
still  young  and  full  of  vitality,  the  noble  fire  of 
heroism  was  kindled,  and  faith  covering  the  earth 
with  miracles,  had  changed  the  savage  hardihood 
ot  barbarians  into  that  admirable  Christian  valor 
which  is  the  ornament  of  modern  history. 

Europe  was  agitated  to  its  very  foundations. 
Saint  Bernard  was  summoning  the  brave  for  a 
second  time  to  the  Crusade.  Ilis  eloquence  re- 
newed, so  it  is  said,  the  prodigy  which  accompa- 
nied the  first  preaching  of  the  Gospel ;  Belgians, 
Germans,  natives  of  Provence  and  of  Normandy, 
inhabiting,  as  they  did,  different  lands,  and  speak- 
ing different  dialects,  each  one  of  his  auditors  un- 
derstood clearly  the  language  of  the  Holy  Abbot. 
From  the  banks  of  the  l3anube  to  the  foot  of  the 
Pyrenees,  but  one  sole  cry  was  to  be  heard,  a  cry 
flying  from  mouth  to  mouth,  and  repeated  by  the 
answering  echoes:  "  God  wills  it." 

Yes,  God  willed  it,  for  Asia  and  Africa  were 
groaning  under  the  yoke  of  the  Koran,  and  the 
foul  creed  of  Mahomet  menaced  the  Emi:)ire  of 
Christ  on  the  south,  and  on  the  west ;  for  the 
Christians  were  exhausting  their  own  strength  in 
fratricidal  war;  for  the  nobility,  who  were  the 
only  land-owners,  were  crushing  their  vassals, 
and  thereby  ultimately  impoverishing'  themselves. 
Communities  must  be  multiplied,  to  purchase  Ijack 
with  money  their  own  rights  and  liberties.  The 
serf  must  be  made  the  companion  in  aims,  and  the 
friend  of  his  lord,  he  nmst  lie  beneath  the  same 
tent,  and  drink  the  water  of  the  same  torrent 
from  the  same  cup.  The  Crusader  must  bring 
back  from  l>eyond  the  sea,  that  taste  for  the  arts 
and  for  poetry,  which  the  West,  since  the  dissolu- 
tion of  the  lioman  Empire,  had  lost.  Chivalry, 
in  fine,  must  establish  a  new  right,  more  powerful 
than  the  blind  right  of  arms,  and  of  brute  force, 
that  weakness  and  infancy  may  have  their  cham- 
pions and  protectors. 

The  spirit  of  adventure  boiled  in  the  blood  of 
Europeans.  The  warriors  who  fought  and  bled 
with  Godfrey  de  Bouillon,  and  founded  the  king- 
dom of  Jerusalem,  had,  on  their  return,  vaunted 
the  marvels  of  Oriental  cities,  and  the  charms  of 
the  delightful  climes  they  had  visited. 

Their  tales,  embellished  by  the  poetry  of  ro- 
mance, had  inflamed  the  fancy  of  all ;  besides,  a 
religious  motive  prompted  every  baron  to  take  the 
cross.  Was  there  one,  who,  looking  sincerely  into 
his  conscience,  found  there  no  crimes  to  be  expia- 
ted? Multitudes,  therefore,  armed  themselves  for 
the.'e  warlike  pilgrimages.  The  emjjeror  of  Ger- 
many led  the  van  ;  the  king  of  France  wore  the 
cross  as  his  proudest  insignia.  Dukes,  earls  and 
barons,  published  the  Crusade  through  their  ter- 
ritories. The  peasants  rallied  round  their  feudal 
lords,  and  the  towns-people  contributed  their 
money  toward  the  expenses  of  the  holy  expedition. 

Berenger  de  Montier  could  not  stay  shut  uj)  in 


the  gloomy  walls  of  his  ancestral  castle,  whilst 
his  neighbors  were  flocking  to  Palestine  to  earn 
glory,  indulgences,  and  perhaps  kingdoms.  But 
spurred  as  he  was  to  emulation  by  the  glorious 
examples  around,  his  heart  could  scarce  consent  to 
part  from  his  beloved  wife,  Etiennette.  He  could 
not  bring  himself  to  mention  the  subject  to  her ; 
but  the  courageous  lady  herself  took  the  initia- 
tive. She  had  early  suspected  the  design  of  her 
husband  ;  he  was  constrained  and  embarrassed  in 
her  presence.  She  saw  him  make,  in  secret,  prep- 
arations for  war,  buying  horses,  accumulating  re- 
sources, and  she  would  not  stop  the  warrior  by 
her  unworthy  tears,  but  summoning  all  her  cour- 
age, she  addressed  him  thus : 

"  My  lord,  I  know  that  you  have  formed  the  de- 
sign of  going  to  fight  the  infidels.  Although  to 
part  with  you  will  grieve  my  inmost  heart,  it 
would  be  a  sin  for  me  to  be  an  obstacle  in  your 
way.  Depart  then  !  If  your  absence  exposes  me 
to  danger,  I  shall  look  to  the  Church  for  refuge 
and  aid.  I  am  too  weak  to  follow  you ;  but 
whilst  you  serve  God  by  your  valor,  I  shall  pray 
Saint  Hubert  and  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  guard  you 
from  wounds  and  captivity ;  and  when  you  return 
covered  with  glory,  the  Baroness  of  Montier  will 
be  proud  to  call  you  husband !" 

She  embroidered  with  her  own  hands  the 
silken  cross  upon  her  husband's  shoulder;  aad 
when  the  day  of  departure  arrived,  after  having 
received  with  firmness  his  last  farewell  kisses  at 
the  castle  gate,  she  ascended  a  turret  to  watch 
him  gallop  over  the  i)lain  at  the  head  of  his  es- 
quires and  men-at-arms,  until  he  was  completely 
out  of  sight. 

Berenger  was  one  of  the  liardiest  warriors  of 
his  time.  He  was  tall  in  stature,  and  possessed 
of  prodigious  bodily  strength.  His  coat  of  steel- 
ringed  mail  was  no  weight  upon  his  robust  frame, 
riis  mighty  arm  was  equally  skillful  in  the  use  of 
the  battle-axe,  the  sword  and  the  lance.  Among 
all  the  most  redoubtable  heroes  of  Provence,  there 
were  very  few  that  would  dare  to  enter  the  lists 
against  him,  for  he  had  never  been  overcome. 

He  had  raised  his  visor  and  the  sun  shone  full 
upon  his  noble  countenance,  embrowned  by  the 
toils  of  war ;  his  forehead  and  his  raven  locks 
were  hidden  by  his  helmet,  but  the  lightnings 
flashed  from  his  black  and  sparkling  eyes.  A 
rough  beard  covered  the  lower  part  of  his  face,  but 
did  not  conceal  his  firui-set  mouth  ;  and  such  was 
the  martial  appearance  of  his  whole  figure,  that 
the  most  phlegmatic  could  not  contemplate  it 
without  admiration,  and  his  very  look  was  suffi- 
cient to  inspire  terror. 

His  was  a  fierce  and  still  half  savage  nature. 
The  energetic  passions  of  his  barbaric  ancestors 
were  not  entirely  stifled  within  his  breast.  The 
politeness  of  a  count  had  not  enervated  his  char- 
acter. The  science  of  arms  had  been  the  sole 
study  of  his  life,  and  constant  practice  had  con- 
tinually increased  his  natural  courage. 

But,  nevertheless  among  these  savage  instincts 
his  heart  was  truly  noble ;  hatred  and  resentment 
found  no  plac6  in  his  bosom.  Terrible  and  im- 
placable during  the  strife,  when  he  had  overcome 
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he  raised  lii«  fallen   foe,  and  frvrpjot  his  anger.  I 
DangiT  liiul  an  irresiHtaMe  attruction  for  him,  and  i 
hi'  I't'h  continually  impelled  hy  an   interior  force  ' 
to  attt-mpt  the  impossible;  he  di-sdiiine)!  an  easy 
triumph,  and  tin-  weak  had  nothinj;  to  fear  from 
him.     He   loved  to  wander,  a-s  a   knight  errant, 
in  search  of  ailvcntures,  to  avenge  the  opprefwod, 
to  humble  tyrants,  and  to  .sustain  his  honor  against 
all  wlio  presumed   to  defy  him.     OI)8tinate  and 
intrepid,  when  he  had  resolved  upon  any  enter- 
prise, nothing  could  turn  him  aside  from  it.     He 
despised  all   fraud  or  stratagem,  and  met  every 
obstacle  face  to  face,  prefering  to  die  rather  thaa 
to  surrender. 

There  was  but  one  person  in  the  world  capable 
of  ruling  this  indomitable  spirit :  it  was  the  Lady 
Etiennette  ;  she  was  fragile  and  delicate,  but  she 
could  make  this  giant  treml)le.  Docile  to  her  as 
a  slave,  he  bowed  to  her  will  in  every  event ;  he 
read  his  duty  in  the  eyes  of  his  wife,  ashamed 
when  she  found  any  thing  to  blame,  proud  and 
happy  where  she  thought  lit  to  prai.se.  During 
the  winter  festivities  when  the  lady  Etiennette, 
appeared  in  the  banqueting  hall,  drunkenness 
itself  became  mute  ;  she  raised  her  finger  to  com- 
mand and  the  most  insolent  dare  not  disobey. 
The  devotion  of  the  soldiers  to  her  bordered  on 
fanaticism ;  there  was  not  one  of  her  husband's 
vassals  but  would  have  leaped  from  the  topmost 
tower  upon  upturned  pikes,  at  the  slightest  nod 
of  her  head. 

It  was  to  her  weakness  that  the  Baroness  owed 
her  power.  Still  young,  lovely  and  graceful,  she 
was  all  the  world  in  the  eyes  of  her  husband. 
He  set  but  a  low  value  on  the  strength  and  manly 
virtues  with  which  he  was  himself  so  largely  en- 
dowed, but  he  carried  to  idolatry  hia  worship  of 
modesty  and  grace. 

The  same  sentiments  ruled  his  faith.  He  adored 
God  because  he  believed  Hira  more-powerful  than 
himself,  and  he  feared  Him,  although  he  could 
not  understand  how  He  could  have  permitted  His 
Only  Son  to  have  been  murdered  by  despicable 
Jews.  He  laughed  at  hell,  and  the  devils;  but 
the  image  of  our  Blessed  Lady  wjvs  to  him  the  sym- 
bol of  all  his  faith.  He  desired  Heaven  because 
it  was  blessed  with  her  sweet  presence.  Ho  cared 
not  for  the  society  of  angels,  whose  incorporeal 
shapes  were  beyond  his  comprehension  ;  Paradise 
was  to  him  the  vision  and  the  presence  of  the 
Holy  Virgin.  He  loved  to  recommend  himself  to 
her:  God  appeared  so  much  above  him,  and  he 
had  but  slender  cimfidence  in  the  celestial  credit 
of  the  saints.  It  is  true  that  Mary  had  never 
been  deaf  to  his  prayera  When  any  one  men- 
tioned her  name,  his  usual  sternness  gave  way  to 
a  more  tender  air.  He  would  have  joyfully  shed 
every  drop  of  his  blood  for  her,  and  perhaps  it 
was  l)ecause  he  recognized  her  fonn  under  that  of 
Etiennette,  that  he  submitted  so  completely  to  the 
dominion  of  his  wife. 

These  two  affections,  the  only  ones  rooted  in 
bis  heart  since  the  death  of  his  mother,  had  taken 
entire  possession  of  the  bosom  of  Berenger,  no 
other  creature  had  discovered  the  way  to  inspire 
him  with  attachment     He  did  not  love  his  esquire 


Rayboul,  in  spite  of  many  services  receivetl  from 
him.  Haylxiul  was  brave,  but  cunning  and  sly, 
and  the*  blackest  treachery  would  have  a^wt  Iiim 
but  little  r-morse,  if  he  could  gain  any  thing  by 
it.  Bcrenger  had  frequently  owed  l)oth  his  suc- 
cess and  his  safety  to  the  stmtagems  of  his  e.'«quire ; 
but  he  despised  him,  even  for  the  very  craft  that 
contrived  them. 

He  had  more  regard  for  the  noble  courser  upon 
which  he  rode.  This  fiery  animal,  the  compan- 
ion of  all  his  labors,  coated  with  mail  like  his 
master,  but  gaUoping  as  if  untrammeled,  inhaling 
the  free  air  with  dilated  nostril,  and  curveting 
nobly,  dashed  on  in  advance  of  the  other  horses, 
which  he  took  pride  in  keeping  in  the  rear. 

[to   be   CONTINIED.] 

«> 

A  Terrible  Example. 

Cartegena,of  the  Order  of  Saint  Francis,  relates 
the  following:  "While  the  venerable  Sprenger 
and  his  Religious  were  laboring  with  great  /-eal 
to  reestablish  the  devotion  of  the  Rosary  in  Col- 
ogne, two  priests  [how  different  from  those  whose 
presence  blesses  our  dear  land,  so  jealous  of  the 
rapid  progress  of  this  holy  Confraternity.]  sought, 
by  every  means  in  their  power,  to  check  it.  As 
they  possessed  a  good  deal  of  influence,  they  pre- 
vented many  from  joining,  and  cooled  the  devo- 
tion of  many  who  had  inscribed  their  names,  by 
saying  it  was  an  abuse,  that  there  were  many 
other  ways  of  honoring  Mary,  etc.,  so  that  the  de- 
votion sensibly  diminished,  and  the  faithful  of 
Cologne  scarcely  dared  to  say  their  beads. 

"  One  of  those  two  priests  resolved  to  preach 
from  the  pulpit  against  the  Rosary.  An  eloquent 
sermon  was  consequently  announced  for  the  fol- 
lowing Sunday.  When  the  moment  for  deliver- 
ing the  oration  arrived,  the  orator  did  not  appear. 
After  waiting  some  time,  they  sent  for  him,  but 
he  could  not  be  found.  The  crowd  finally  be- 
came impatient,  and  commenced  to  murmur.  At 
that  moment  a  messenger  appeared,  announcing 
that  the  preacher  no  longer  belonged  to  this  world ; 
he  was  found  dead,  with  the  pen  in  his  hand; 
dead  without  the  Sacraments,  without  any  spirit- 
ual or  human  aid ;  dead  while  writing  against 
the  Rosary  of  Mary. 

"  The  second  priest,  in  his  blindness,  saw  in  this 
nothing  but  a  natural  accident,  and  he  resolved 
to  carry  out  the  intention  of  his  colleague.  There- 
fore he  announced  a  second  sermon,  but  when  be 
ascended  the  pulpit  his  tongue  became  paralyzed 
and  his  body  powerless.  He  was  forced  to  un- 
dergo one  of  the  most  shameful  humiliations  that 
could  po8sil)ly  happen  to  him.  Recognizing,  then, 
the  finger  of  God,  and  understanding  that  this 
aflliction,  as  well  as  the  sad  death  of  his  compan- 
ion, was  the  cha.stisement  of  their  impiety,  he  in- 
voked Mary  in  his  heart  deeply  contrite  for  hav- 
ing wished  to  prevent  her  praises.  He  besought 
her  to  obtain  bis  cure,  promising  to  do  all  in  bis 
power  to  extend  the  devotion  of  the  Rosary. 
Scarcely  had  he  made  the  vow  when  he  was  en- 
tirely cured.  Then,  rising  like  a  second  Saul,  be 
became  the  panegyrist  and  ardent  missionary  of 
the  devotion  of  tlie  Rosary. 
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Oomfortress  of  the  AfBicted. 


Softly  on  the  bending  blossoms, 
The  lengthening  shadows  fall ; — 

Shadows  weigh  on  thousand  blossoms, 
Heavier  on  mine  than  all, 
Heavy  as  some  trailing  pall, 

To  think  this  sweet  sky  is  bending 
Dver  a  blood-trampled  plain  ! 

And  to  fear  a  heart  is  spending 
All  its  cherished  life  in  pain, 
While  I  weep  and  weep  in  vain  I 

How  can  I  soothe  my  heart's  asking 
Of  things  which  I  cannot  know  ? 

How  strive,  human  power  o'ertasking, 
Human  bonds  to  burst  and  go. 
Where,  perchance.  Tie  lieth  low. 

Oh !  skill,  that  draws  down  the  lightning 
Your  messages  sweet  to  bear. 

Science,  whom  there  is  no  fright'ning 
From  searching  earth,  sea  and  air, 
Find  a  way  to  take  me  there  ! 

There,  where  all  my  thoughts  are  flying. 
Where  all  my  heart  burns  to  be, 

Ah !  vain  my  soul's  frantic  crying. 
Science  here  must  pow'rless  be, 
There  can  be  no  help  for  me ! 

Beyond,  beyond  all  human  power 
I  dare  to  lift  my  sad  eyes. 

In  the  agony  of  this  hour 
Swiftly  up  my  thoughts  arise 
To  the  gates  of  Paradise. 

All  my  fears  intensely  human. 

Vanish  at  His  great  white  throne  ; 

One  stands  there  intensely  woman. 
Who  has  woman's  sorrows  known. 
And  now  makes  my  cause  her  own. 

By  the  Cross  I  see  her  standing 
Powerless  to  aid  or  save. 

Not  so  much  as  water  handing 
That  thorn-pierced  brow  to  lave, 
Ere  she  gives  him  to  the  grave. 

Her's  the  land  that  He  is  shielding, — 

Sweetest  land  beneath  the  sun  ! 
So  to  her  His  dear  life  yielding. 

Though  it  should  be  lost  or  won, 

My  repinings  all  are  done. 
Her's  from  high  mount  to  far  prairie. 

Forest,  river,  land  and  sea, 
Consecrate  are  to  thee,  Mary, 

America  belongs  to  thee.; 

Oh,  keep  thy  land  pure  and  free ! 

Bend  down  thine  eyes,  tender,  loving, 
As  a  queen  upon  her  knights ; 

From  all  hearts  all  stains  removing. 
Raise  them  to  the  Christian's  bights, 
Where  no  foe  but  sin  affrights, 

That  if  the  shadows  lengthening. 
Our  all  of  earth  life  must  take. 

In  thine  thus  true  hearts  strengthening. 
Will  not  feel  that  all  forsake. 
And  sleep,  in  thy  home  to  wake. 


THE  VIEGIN  AND  THE  PEIEST ; 
Or,  The  New  Month  of  Mary. 

PUEFACK. 

The  first  time  that  there  appeared  to  my  young 
soul  the  possibility  of  being  a  Priest,  in  other 
words,  of  exercising  here  upon  earth  the  functions 
of  ambassador  of  Christ,  of  appearing  as  another 
Word,  a  messenger  of  the  divine  will,  chief  of  a 
faithful  i)eople,  defender  of  the  truth,  father  of 
the  poor  and  of  those  who  suflfer,  official  mediator 
between  the  guilty  creature  and  the  angered 
Creator ;  of  being  the  guardian  of  the  mystic  keys 
which  open  so  that  no  one  can  shut,  and  which 
shut  so  that  no  one  can  open  ;  of  enjoying  the  in- 
effable right  of  approaching  God,  of  confining 
Him  in  an  humble  symbol  by  uttering  words  of 
consecration.  *  *  *  I  was  conscious  of  my 
vocation. 

Another  thought  influenced  me,  and  I  confess 
that  it  influences  me  still ;  it  was  to  fulfill  a  mis- 
sion which,  under  a  multitude  of  considerations, 
coincided  with  that  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 
The  choice  of  this  Virgin  of  Israel,  among  the  ob- 
scure ranks  of  the  people,  her  retreat  to  the  tem- 
ple, her  vow  of  virginity,  her  divine  maternity, 
the  part  she  has  taken  in  the  redemption  of  men, 
the  ideal  of  Christian  perfection  which  she  has 
realized  and  which  she  desires  to  see  realized  in 
others,  all  this  existence,  finally,  was  for  me  the 
anticipated  picture  of  what  the  Priest  of  the  New 
Law  should  be.  We  need  not  reflect  long  to  see, 
in  fact,  the  similitude  of  these  two  destinies ;  the 
one  is  nothing  but  the  reproduction  of  the  other, 
they  have  the  same  point  of  departure  and  the 
the  same  point  of  arrival,  and  in  their  mysterious 
courses  they  always  keep  side  by  side,  and  some- 
times unite. 

This  thought,  which  the  Immaculate  Virgin 
has  caused  to  arise  in  my  heart,  has  appeared  to 
me  grand,  beautiful  and  productive,  and  for  the 
first  time  I  have  experienced  regret  for  not  hay- 
ing the  profound  genius  which  comprehends,  and 
the  brilliant  eloquence  which  compels  to  under- 
stand, in  order  to  attract  the  attention  of  ray 
brethren  in  the  priesthood  with  respect  to  the 
admirable  relations  between  the  Mother  of  God 
and  ourselves,  her  devoted  servants. 

I  do  not  present  the  work  to  those  who  search 
after,  even  in  their  meditations,  beauty  of  style 
and  elevation  of  thought,  but  rather  to  those  who 
tenderly  love  the  good  Virgin,  and  take  delight 
in  contemplating  the  grandeur  of  their  own  des- 
tiny, in  order  to  conform  their  own  conduct  to  it. 

From  the  first  page  the  reader  will  perceive 
that  I  have  endeavored  to  give  only  the  opinion 
of  the  Holy  Fathers.  You  are  witness  to  me  Holy 
Virgin,  that  I  do  seek  neither  glory  of  originality, 
nor  the  praises  of  men,  but  the  extension  of  your 
veneration,  of  your  love  among  the  sacerdotal 
orders,  for  myself  a  smile  of  your  compassion  now 
and  at  the  hour  of  my  death. 

CHAPTER  I. 

General  relations  of  similitude  "between  Mary  and 
tlie  Priest. 
•'  There  are  three  things,"  says  Saint  Thomas 
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Aquinas  "which  derive  from  infinite  good  a  sort 
of  hi  finite  (li<;nity,  ntmu-ly  :  the  holy  liiiiniinity  1>y 
this  alone  thiit  it  is  uuitcii  to  tlie  Word  of  Gixl; 
the  HU'sst'd  Vir^^in  hy  this  alone  tliut  she  is  tlie 
Motiu-r  of  God ;  tlie  cri-attd  beatitude  by  thia 
ah>ne  that  it  is  the  inunediate  intuition  of  G<mI. 
So  that  nothing  can  be  better  or  more  excellent 
than  these  things." 

As  is  seen,  the  question  here  is  concerning  the 
supernatural  world  and  the  three  chefxiVaucre 
that  the  creation  of  the  new  world  embraces.  Christ 
Mary,  Heaven,  constitute  then  the  sacred  hier- 
archy established  by  an  angelic  mouth ;  to  the 
two  extremities  of  the  mysterious  scale,  God  giv- 
ing Himself  to  be  known  and  enjoyed;  in  the 
middle,  an  incomparable  being,  surpassing  all 
created  nature,  and  enrapturing  by  her  supernat- 
ural l>eauty  the  enthusiasm  and  love  of  mortals. 

But  the  Priest,  also,  is  a  chef-d'a'iicre  of  the 
New  Law ;  and  if  the  angelic  Doctor  does  not 
mention  him  in  the  quotation  we  have  given 
above,  it  is  because  he  wished  to  designate  the 
great  and  last  manifestation  of  God  by  these  cul- 
minating points.  But  in  not  naming  him,  he  has 
not  pretended  to  exclude  him ;  for  these  three 
words,  Jesus  Christ,  Mary,  the  intuitive  vision, 
express  all ;  the  Church,  the  dogma,  the  sacra- 
ments, the  beginning,  the  means  and  the  end,  the 
primordial  cause  and  the  final  term  the  conse- 
quence of  all  the  rest.  Now,  the  Church,  in  one 
sense,  is  the  Priest,  ubi  Petrtis  ihi  eccle^ia, — ''where 
Peter  is,  there  is  the  Church  ;"  the  dogma  is  the 
Priest,  Jide^  ex  auditn, — "faith  from  hearing  ;"  the 
Sacraments  are  the  Priest,  dixjtensatores  mysterio- 
rum  Dei, — "dispensers  of  the  mysteries  of  God." 

The  Priest  was  as  necessary  to  spread  the  knowl- 
edge of  Jesus  Christ  as  Mary  to  give  birth  to  Him. 
He  is,  then,  included  in  the  grand  Christian  eyto- 
pee,  and  he  there  acts  with  the  Blessed  Virgin  a 
principal  part.  This  truth  cou^d  not  have  es- 
caped the  penetrating  look  of  the  Fathers  and 
Doctors  of  the  Church;  and  they  have  expressed 
it  in  a  thousand  circumstances  and  in  a  thousand 
manners.  We  can  even  say  that  if  they  have  had 
enthusiasm,  it  is  principally  for  these  two  privi- 
leged creatures,  the  Mother  and  the  Priest  of  Jesus 
Christ.  They  have  accumulated  in  some  degree 
around  these  two  august  characters  all  that  Svas 
exalted  in  their  language,  brilliant  in  their  imag- 
ination, sweet  and  tender  in  their  piety ! 

Let  us  listen  to  Saint  Peter  Damian  speaking 
of  the  Immaculate  Virgin  :  Taceut  et  contremincat 
omnia  creatura  et  vix  aud&U  aspieere  tanta  dignita- 
tis immensitatem,  (Serm.  de  Nat.  Virg.)  "  Let 
every  creature  bo  silent  and  tremble  and  scarcely 
dare  to  gaze  upon  the  immensity  of  such  dignity." 

The  picture  of  a  woman  exercising  power  over 
God,  and  of  a  God  submissive  to  a  woman,  as- 
tounds Saint  Bernard:  Utrinque  stupor,  utriiique 
tniraeulum  !  (Super  Miss.)  "  Everywhere  amaze- 
ment and  wonder !" 

"  If  I  call  you  Heaven,"  says  Saint  Jerome,  "you 
are  still  higlier;  if  I  call  you  Mother  of  nations, 
you  are  more  than  that :  Living  form  of  God,  you 
are  worthy  of  it ;  Quetn  of  Angels,  you  will  verify 
it !"     (Feast  of  the  Assumption). 


In  a  word,  according  to  the  Holy  Fathers,  Mary 
in  not  G(m1,  but  she  is,  after  God,  superior  to  all 
others. 

Is  the  qtiestion  concerning  the  Priest?  They 
use  the  same  ideas  and  almost  the  8ar.ie  expres- 
sions :  S<icerdo»  est  mirurulum  dupmdum  !  (Saint 
Ephrem  de  Saa'rd).  "  The  priest  is  an  anuizing 
wonder !" 

0  Saeerdos  Dei,  »i  aUitudinem  eali  eontemplaris, 
nltior  es  .  .  .  sidiseretif/nemangelorum,disere- 
tior  es  ;  $i  omnium  Dominorum  Hublimitntem,  sub- 
limior  es.  (Cassian,  in  Catal  glor.)  "  O  Priest  of 
God,  if  you  you  contem^ilate  the  hight  of  heaven, 
you  are  higher  .  .  .  if  the  discretion  of  angels, 
you  are  more  discreet;  if  the  sublimity  of  all  the 
earthly  rulers,  you  are  more  sublime." 

"  God  h;i8  elevated  y»)u,"  says  Saint  Bernard  to 
the  Priests,  "over  the  angels  and  archangels, 
thrones  and  dominations."     (Ad  past  in  Syn.) 

And  Pope  Saint  Clement  has  said  all  by  this 
word  :  Pout  Duem,  tcrrenus  Dcus.  (Constit.  Apost.) 
"After  God,  God  terrene." 

These  comparisons  which  we  could  have  multi- 
plieil  ad  injinitum,  already  astonish  by  singular- 
ity; they  will  astonish  us  much  more  if  we  re- 
mark that  their  reason  of  being  consists  in  their 
identity  of  motives.  Why,  in  fact,  this  immense 
enthusiasm  for  the  Blessed  Virgin?  Because  all 
her  existence  relates  to  our  redemption,  because 
she  has  personally  wintributed  to  it  by  giving 
birth  to  Jesus  Christ,  and  because  such  privileges 
have  given  her  a  power  an  authority  unlimited, 
and  because  she  has  devoted  this  power  and  in- 
fluence to  the  service  of  tlie  Church  militant,  and 
the  whole  human  race ;  in  other  terms,  because 
"in  the  holy  and  admirable  purchase,  which  God 
came  to  make  upon  earth,"  as  Saint  Augustin 
says,  "she  has  been  His  principal  instrument." 
Now,  all  this  can  be  said  of  the  Priest.  In  as- 
cending to  Heaven,  Chri.«it  has  not  interrupted 
His  purchase,  His  ransom  of  sinners  ujjon  earth. 
He  has  deposited  among  us  the  cause  of  our  safe- 
ty ;  He  has  left  to  us  His  blood,  the  price  of  our 
redemption ;  individuals  and  nations  can  invoke 
Him  to  the  end  of  time,  and  they  should  invoke 
Him  even  Iwcause  He  alone  possesses  the  repara- 
tive and  redemptive  power  of  original  sin. 

Therefore,  it  was  necos.sary  for  God  to  have 
some  agents  to  represent  Him  among  men,  to 
gjither  together  souls  from  all  parts  of  the  universe 
and  communicate  to  them  the  benefit  of  divine 
mercy  and  love.  The  Priests  are  these  divine 
agents,  these  intendants  of  Jesus  Christ.  While 
Christ  near  His  Father  in  Heaven  is  transacting 
the  affairs  of  men.  the  Priests  among  men  trans- 
act those  of  God  ;  they  continue  his  work,  or  rather, 
as  Saint  Thomas  says,  it  is  Jesus  Christ  who  con- 
tinues to  act  in  making  use  of  the  Priests. 

As  well  as  Mary,  the  Priest  is,  then,  the  instru- 
ment of  God,  instrumentum  Dii  tanqunm  princi- 
palis agent  is  ;  he  is  the  arm  of  God,  the  mouth  of 
God,  the  heart  of  God,  His  representative.  His 
vicar,  the  F/V#- Cex/,  according  to  the  bold  trans- 
lation of  Father  Ventura,  sneerdotes  sui  ipsius  ti- 
carios  reliquit.     (Council  of  Trent). 

Besides,  the  life  of  the  Priest,  similar  to  that 


of  the  august  Virgin,  gravitates  only  around  the 
same  center,  Jesus.  It  is  for  Jesus  that  he  is  in 
the  world  ;  it  is  in  view  of  Him  that  he  crosses 
the  threshold  of  the  Sanctuary.  His  mission  is 
also  to  implant  Him  in  souls,  to  erect  for  Him  a 
throne  in  every  heart,  and  cause  Him  to  be  adored 
in  the  manger,  to  bring  Him  to  Egypt,  to  follow 
Him  to  Golgotha. 

By  her  sublime  functions,  Mary,  already  great 
in  the  eyes  of  God,  is  exalted  and  becomes  ele- 
vated in  the  eyes  of  men.  Her  countenance  ap- 
pears in  the  Church  of  Christ  as  a  vivifying  sun  ; 
the  generations  of  men  become  civili/X'd  under 
her  influence ;  she  becomes  the  Queen  of  all  hearts; 
France,  in  particular,  glories  in  being  her  coun- 
try, Begiium  Oullm,  re<jnum  Maricp, — "  The  King- 
dom of  Gaul  is  the  Kingdom  of  Mary."  By  his 
functions,  not  less  sublime,  the  Priest,  already 
great  in  the  eyes  of  God,  grows  equally  great  in 
the  eyes  of  men.  The  people,  dazzled  by  the  halo 
of  glory  with  which  his  divine  character  sur- 
rounds him,  come  to  throw  themselves  into  his 
arras.  At  the  contact  of  his  heart  the  ferocity  of 
barbarians  makes  room  for  evangelical  mildness ; 
he  produces  civilization  as  the  rose  bush  produces 
the  rose ;  and  an  English  Protestant,  in  other 
words,  a  man  a  double  enemy  to  France,  is  com- 
pelled by  the  force  of  evidence  to  confess  that 
France  is  the  work  of  the  Priests  as  the  hive  is 
the  work  of  the  swarm. 

In  whatever  light  we  view  Mary,  either  in  a 
moral,  dogmatic,  or  historic  point  of  view,  in  the 
divine  plan  or  in  herself,  in  her  privileges  or  her 
destiny,  the  same  phenomena  are  reproduced  by 
an  analogy  in  the  Priest,  and  almost  identically. 
One  could  say  they  are  as  two  rivers  issuing  from 
the  hollow  of  the  same  rock,  Christ  Jesus,  Petra 
autem  erat  Christus, — "But  the  rock  was  Christ," 
and  whose  abundant  waters  carry  to  mankind 
life  and  fecundity.  It  is  from  Mary  and  the 
Priest,  that  we  possess  every  spiritual  blessing 
that  we  have  ;  from  Mary,  as  the  primitive  chan- 
nel of  every  grace ;  from  the  Priest,  as  actual  dis- 
penser of  the  same  favors.  So  that  we  can  apply 
to  the  Priest  as  well  as  to  Mary,  these  words  of 
Saint  Bernard :  Qui  (Beus)  totius  lord  plenitudi- 
nem  jwsuit  in  Maria  ;  ut  j>roinde,  si  quid  spei  in 
nobis  est,  si  quid  gratike,  si  quid  salutis,  ab  ea  no- 
verimus  redundare.  .  (Serm.  de  Aquaductu).  "Who 
(God)  placed  the  plenitude-of  every  good  in  Mary ; 
that  therefore,  if  there  is  any  hope  in  us,  if  any 
grace,  if  any  safety,  we  may  know  that  it  abounds 
through  her." 

O,  Virgin !  our  pride  takes  delight  in  setting 
forth  the  sublimity  of  the  sacerdotal  character 
with  which  we  are  invested;  with  ardor  we  cull 
the  amplifications  of  piety,  in  order  to  elevate  our- 
selves, to  magnify  ourselves,  and  we  leave  in  the 
shade  that  which  would  humiliate  us.  It  is  just 
that,  before  showing  in  their  details  the  mysteri- 
ous relations  of  our  mission  and  of  yours,  we  re- 
sume our  place.  We  are  only  ashes,  dust,  noth- 
ingness, sin;  to  you,  honor,  praise,  virtue  and 
glory  belong :  tibi  virtiis,  honor  et  gloria  / 

[to  be   CONTINTJED.] 


The  power  of  Our  Lady  at  the  hour  of  death. 

It  has  ever  been  a  holy  custom  with  the  saints 
and  devout  servants  of  God  to  piously  invoke  the 
Mother  of  Sorrows,  who  stood  at  the  foot  of  the 
Cross  and  received  the  last  sigh  of  her  Divine  Son, 
to  assist  them  (and  those  for  whom  they  offered 
their  praiyers)  at  the  supreme  hour  of  death. 
Many  wonderful  conversions  have  been  obtained 
by  such  petitions.  Permit  us  to  relate  one  that 
came  under  our  observation. 

Among  the  crowd  of  wounded  that  was  brought 
to  a  military  hospital  in  tbe  Mississippi  Valley, 
after  one  of  the  Ijloody  battles  of  the  late  war, 
was  one  whom  all  the  surgeons  declared  could  not 
live  twenty-four  hours.  The  poor  man  knew 
nothing  of  God,  and  seemed  to  care  little  for  that 
eternity  toward  whi<;h  he  was  fast  hastening. 
The  Sisters  in  the  hospital  in  vain  tried  to  pro- 
duce some  impression  uptm  him,  he  ever  turned  a 
deaf  ear  to  all  they  said ;  but  they  were  not  dis- 
couraged. Too  often  had  they  seen  the  wonder- 
ful effects  of  Mary's  intercession  and  God's  grace 
to  be  so  easily  repulsed,  and  in  proportion  to  the 
near  approach  of  death  and  the  soldier's  dislike 
to  speak  of  the  affairs  of  his  soul,  so  did  they  re- 
double their  prayers  and  devoutly  recite  their  Beads 
of  the  Seven  Dolors  in  their  little  chapel,  beseech- 
ing t'he  Mother  of  Sorrows  to  save  his  poor  soul 
and  enable  him  to  love  God  through  all  eternity. 

The  next  day  the  man  was  still  alive,  and,  con- 
trary to  all  expectations,  remained  in  the  same 
state  for  over  two  weeks ;  the  surgeon  in  his 
daily  visits  expressed  his  astonishment  to  see  him 
living,  but  the  Sisters  in  their  hearts  felt  that  he 
must  live  until  the  waters  of  baptism  should  open 
for  him  the  gates  of  Heaven,  and  so  they  redoubled 
their  prayers  for  him  to  the  Mother  of  Sorrows. 

While  he  still  lingered,  a  great  flood  in  our 
Western  rivers  inundated  all  the  lower  floors  of 
the  hospital,  and  the  patients  who  occupied  them 
were  obliged  to  be  hastily  removed,  and  sent  to 
St.  Louis,  our  soldier  among  the  rest.  The  doc- 
tors observed,  as  he  was  carried  out :  "  It  is  really 
most  wonderful  how  that  man  can  live  in  such  a 
dreadful  condition !"  Several  of  the  Sisters  ac- 
companied these  poor  wounded  men  to  the  St. 
Louis  hospital.  A  few  hours  after  the  steamboat 
had  left  the  wharf  with  its  sad,  heavy  freight  of 
human  suffering,  this  soldier  called  to  one  of  the 
Sisters  who  had  watched  over  him  so  anxiously, 
and  prayed  for  him,  fervently  recommending  him 
to  our  Mother  of  Sorrows. 

"  Sister,"  said  he,  "  I  am  dying,  and  I  want  you 
to  baptize  me."  You  may  imagine  her  joy.  He 
listened  eagerly  to  what  she  told  him  was  neces- 
sary to  believe,  and  told  lier  that  from  the  first 
day  at  the  hospital  he  would  not  listen  to  any 
thing  the  Sisters  said  because  his  father  had  made 
him  promise  when  a  boy  never  to  become  a  Cath- 
olic, and  he  had  feared  to  break  his  word,  "  but 
now,"  he  continued,  "  I'll  do  just  what  you  tell  me 
is  right."  We  all  know  what  must  have  been 
the  Sisters  answer.  She  baptized  him,  and  a  few 
lK)urs  after,  with  the  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary  on 
his  lips,  he  expired. 
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MAY. 

Arise  ye,  O  my  brothers,  for  the  dawning  of  the 

mom 
Calls  U8  to  the   feast  of   flowers,   of  the  joyous 

spring-time  Imrn, 
Heaven  is  smiling  sweetly  o'er  us;  earth,  beneath 

our  gladsome  tread, 
yields  her  wealth  of  floral  jewels  over  vale  and 

upland  spread. 

Let  us    twine    the    brightest  blossoms    for  our 

Mother  Mary's  shrine, 
From  the  wotnllund  und  the  homestead  whereso- 

e'er  their  beauties  shine; 
Here  the  pure  majestic  lily  with  her  chalices  of 

snow. 
There    the    sweet    and    lowly    violet  doth   her 

choicest  virtues  show. 

Then  the  rose,  of  all  the  fairest,  we  will  twine 
amidst  our  wreath. 

And  the  fragile  little  harebell,  and  the  many- 
colored  heath, — 

Lend  your  beauty  and  your  fragrance,  O  coy  lily 
of  the  vale. 

Showing  forth  our  Mother's  sweetness,  modest 
flow'rct,  fair  and  pale. 

All  the  thousand  blossoms  round  us,  in  their  va- 
ried form  and  hue. 

Mirror  forth  the  sweet  perfections  that  her  chiK 
dren  love  to  view — 

As  the  little  drops  of  ocean  faintly  image  to  our 
sight, 

In  their  tiny,  changeful  sparkle,  all  its  glory  and 
its  light. 

But  the  welcome  call  is  sounding  from  the  sweets 

voiced  belfry  towers — 
To  our  Holy  Mother's  altar  go,  yo  lovely  radiant 

flowers; 
Let  your  little  perfumed  censers,  as  ye  nestle  at 

her  feet, 
Mingle  with  our  loving  worship,  her  luunaculatc 

to  greet. 

Devotion  of  Sailors  to  Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea. 

CACDEBEC  .\XD  OREENWICIT. 

One  of  the  most  favorite  of  the  resorts  of  aged 
seamen,  after  having  passed  a  toilsome  and  weary 
life  on  the  stormy  ocean,  is  the  town  of  Caudebec, 
in  Normandy,  situate  on  the  banks  of  the  Seine, 
the  river  which  flows  through  the  French  capital, . 
The  gem  of  this  town  is  the  Church,  which  Henry 
IV  declared  to  be  "the  most  beautiful  chapel  he 
had  ever  seen."  This  church  is  a  rich  specimen 
of  French  decorated  gothic,  and  is  covered  with 
beautiful  scuplture,  and  delicate  lace-like  carving. 
Its  parapet  is  composed  of  letters,  forming  the 
hymn  "  Salre  Reijina"  and  it  is  sunnounted  by  a 
lovely  crcKheted  spire,  which  forms  one  of  the 
most  striking  oljects  seen  by  the  traveler  sailing 
up  the  Seine.  The  chapel  of  our  Blessed  Lady, 
in  this  Church,  is  dedicated  to  her  under  the  in- 
vocation of  "  IStar  of  th£  »Sffl,"  and  great  is  the  de- 
votion of  the  old  sailors  of  Cauuel)ec  to  their 
sweet  guide.    Here,  when  tempestuous  weather 


threatens,  they  flock  in  crowds,  to  pray  to  her  to 
calm  the  wavta;  here  come  wives  to  pray  for  the 
safe  return  of  their  husbantls — mothers,  to  beg  her 
to  guard  their  scms — and  blushing  maidens  to 
pray  for  the  constancy  and  safety  of  their  lovers. 
No  country  in  the  world  ever  gave  a  nobler  re- 
treat to  her  old  seaman  than  England.  Situated 
on  the  Thames,  the  river  which  flows  past  Lon- 
don, stands  Greenwich,  and  towering  over  the 
domes  of  its  splendid  palace  hospital,  may  be 
seen  a  spire,  with  a  crown-surmounted  star,  which 
rises  from  the  side  of  Greenwich  park.  The  spire 
belongs  to  the  "  Church  of  our  Lady,  Star  of  the 
Sea,"  justly  esteemed  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
of  modern  Churches  erected  after  the  style  of  old 
merry  Catholic  England.  It  is  alsoof  the  second 
pointed,  or  decorated  period,  with  a  noble  tower 
and  graceful  spire,  with  a  lovely  figure  of  our 
Lady,  star-crowned,  smiling  sweetly  down  upon 
all  who  enter  her  sanctuary,  while  amid  rich  fo- 
liage, boldly  stands  forth  many  an  "  Ace  Maris 
Stella"— 

"  Hail !  Queen  of  Heaven  !  the  ocean  Star  •" 
This  Church  is  destined  to  be  the  house  of 
prayer  for  the  Catholic  seamen  of  England  and 
Ireland,  who  have  fought  Britannia's  foes  and 
won  the  victory,  and  now  are  laid  by  to  spend 
the  remainder  of  their  days  in  working  to  secure 
a  safe  and  sure  passage  to  the  haven  of  their 
hopt«,  through  Mary's  intercession  : 

"  Mother  of  Christ,  Star  of  the  Sea ! 
Pray  for  the  tseamen,  pray  for  me  !'' 

Beview  of  European   Journals  in  Honor  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin. 

LE  ROSIEU  OK  MAUIE. 

1.  Correspondence  from  Rome. 

2.  AiHociiUion  of  Fiimilies  Consecrated  to  the 
Holy  Family  of  Je^tus,  Mury  and  Jomeph. 

The  character  of  Saint  Joseph  is  beautifully 
portrayeci  as  being  in  the  det-ign  and  by  the 
choice  of  God  the  head  of  the  holy  family.  In 
our  next  number  we  will  give  the  translation  of 
this  admirable  article. 

3.  Tfte  Glory  of  t/ie  Immaculate  Mary — I'he fu- 
ture Triumpfm  of  the  Church,  (continued).  Mo- 
tives for  Hope.  Motives  for  Hope  in  the  Social 
Order.     The  Depravity  of  Morals. 

4.  l^he  Month  of  iSt.  Joseph,  (conclusion). 

5.  Antiquity  of  Dewtion  to  Mary,  (continued). 
Evangelical  Devotion.  3Iary  honored  by  her  Di- 
vine Son. 

6.  News  from  tfie  Departments. 

7.  Uistorical  aceouni  of  the  Sttnetuary  of  St.  Jo- 
seph of  Valence. 

8.  Foreign  News. 

9.  Oriental  Missions. 

10.  The  Parterre  of  Jesus,  (poetry). 

11.  Religitrus  Record. 

IL  OIARDUiETTO  Dl  MARI.V. 

1.  The  Annunciation,  (a  pastoral  dialogue). 

2.  Oloriea  of  Mary  in  the  First  and  Second  Ages 
of  the  Church,  (ccmtinued). 

In  this  number  is  commenced  the  list  of  the 
Fathers  and  Doctors  of  the  Church,  whose  writ- 


ings  and  lives  have  praised  the  Mother  of  God. 
The  first  names  given  are  St.  Ignatius  of  Antioch, 
who  is  so  eloquent  on  the  sulvject  of  the  divine 
maternity  of  Alary,  and  St.  Denis  the  Areopagite, 
■who  had  the  happiness  of  seeing  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  The  appearance  of  Mary  to  this  il- 
lustrious convert,  the  first  time  he  saw  her,  caused 
him  to  write  the  following  sentence,  which  has 
since  become  so  celebrated  r  "  The  sight  of  Mary 
produced  such  an  impression  upon  me  that  I 
would  have  taken  her  for  a  God,  and  adored  her 
as  such,  if  I  had  not  known  by  faith  that  she  was 
not  God." 

3.  Miraculous  Image  of  the  Greek  Madonna  at 
Ravenna. 

4.  Account  of  the  Statue  of  our  Lady  of  Fire. 

5.  Beligious  Record. 

IL  6ERTO  DI  MARIA. 

1.  One  Word  more  tipon  the  First  Paragrajyh, 
(continuation  of  the  Refutation  of  Pantheism). 
Absurd  consequences  which  would  result  from 
the  false  principles  upon  which  Pantheism  rests. 

2.  Glories  of  Mary  in  the  Bilde.  The  Garden 
of  Delights.  Symbolism  applied  to  Mary  in  the 
Moral  and  Mystical  sense. 

3.  A  Lesson  upon  the  Sad  End  of  the  Impious. 

4.  Poetry. 

5.  ElimDesprez,  or,  Novel  Reading,  (contiDned). 

6.  Religiaus  Record. 

THE  VIROIN. 

1.  Lisette  and  the  Virgin  Mary  ;  imitated  from 
the  German,  by  Father  Ciiezza. 

An  idyl  in  strophes  and  prose,  wherein  is  poet- 
ically depicted  the  piety  of  a  young  girl  toward 
the  Blessed  Virgin. 

2.  The  Holy  Mountain  of  Varallo  ;  or  the  New 
Jerusalem  Founded  by  Father  Caimo. 

3.  Devotion  of  the  Learned  to  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
(continued).  Bocacio,  author  of  very  obscene 
writings,  finally  converted.  He  himself  attrib- 
uted his  return  to  God  to  the  mercy  of  Mary,  and 
proclaims  it  in  famous  satire  on  wom^n." 

LE  MESSAGER  DU  SACRE  CCEUR  DE  JESUS. 

A  Monthly  Bulletin  of  the  Apostleship  of 
Prayer. 

1.  I'he  Heart  of  Jesus. 

2.  2'he  Friends  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus. 
The  life  of  Blessed  Nicholas  of  Flue,  the  heroic 

Swiss  patriot  and  servant  of  God,  who  defended 
his  country  with  his  arms,  and  saved  it  by  his 
counsels.  In  turn,  shepherd,  soldier  and  states- 
man, engaged  in  the  bonds  of  marriage,  then  a 
penitent  and  anchorite;  he  gave  brilliant  proof 
that  religion  accepts  and  purifies  all  the  noble 
affections  of  life,  and  that  no  devotedness  is 
strange  to  the  heart  tliat  loves  Jesus  Christ. 

3.  Progress  of  the  Catholic  Religion  in  England. 

4.  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

5.  Foreign  Corresjjondcnce. 

6.  Conversions,  Fruits  and  Progress  of  the 
Apostleship.     Chronicles  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus. 

7.  Tlie  Benediction  of  Pius  IX. 

This  striking  incident  has  been  repeated  by  so 
many  Roman  correspondents  that  we  cannot  re- 
frain from  giving  it  in  detail  to  our  readers. 


"  It  is  rumored  and  believed  in  Rome  that  a 
miracle  has  just  been  operated  by  the  prayers  of 
Pius  IX, — the  instantaneous  cure  of  the  princess 
Sophia  Odescalchi.  The  princess,  who  is  one  of 
the  most  pious  and  charitable  ladies  of  Rome, 
suffered  from  a  most  complicated  and  dangerous 
sickness.  The  medical  faculty  were  unanimous 
in  their  opinion  that  she  could  not  possibly  live. 
When  her  agony  commenced,  her  trieuds  sent  to 
the  Holy  Father  to  ask  for  her  the  benediction 
in  articulo  mortis.  Pius  IX  immediately  knelt 
down  to  pray  for  her,  and  the  effect  of  his  pray- 
ers was  instantaneous  and  wonderful ;  the  prin- 
cess, in  the  midst  of  the  general  stupefaction,  arose, 
dressed  herself  and  walked  to  the  Church  of  the 
Holy  Apostles,  opposite  to  her  palace,  in  order  to 
return  thanks  to  God  ;  then,  without  any  delay, 
accompanied  by  her  husband,  she  repaired  to  the 
Vatican,  in  order  to  thank  the  Pope  for  the  strik- 
ing miracle,  which  she  attributed  entirely  to  him. 
The  Princess  Odescalchi  is  greatly  esteemed  by 
His  Holiness  on  account  of  her  eminent  virtues, 
and  her  boundless  devotedness  to  the  Holy  See. 
We  may,  therefore,  imagine  the  joy  of  Pius  IX 
on  seeing  her.  The  princess  relates  that  during 
the  sleep  which  preceded  her  miraculous  cure,  she 
saw  the  Pope  ajiproach  and  touch  her,  saying  to 
her,  '  Arise.' " 

'■ 4» 

Saint  Prancis  of  Sales  Talent  for  Encouraging. 

In  1609,  on  the  30th  of  August,  I  was  conse- 
crated, in  the  Cathedral  of  Belley,  by  our  Saint, 
having  previously  obtained  a  dispensation,  which 
was  granted  me  by  the  Pope  on  account  of  the 
destitute  condition  of  the  church,  which  had  been 
for  four  years  deprived  of  a  Bishop,  caused  me 
considerable  uneasiness,  and  I  manifested  my 
scruple  to  the  blessed  director  of  my  soul,  who 
comforted  and  strengthened  me  by  the  following 
reasons  :  "  The  necessity  of  the  Diocese,  the  favor- 
able testimony  of  so  many  persons  of  piety  and 
learning,  the  opinion  of  the  great  Heniy,  and,  in, 
fine,  the  order  of  His  Holiness, — after  these  you 
ought  not  to  look  behind  you,  but,  according  to 
the  advice  of  the  Apostles,  endeavor  to  stretch 
forward  to  that  which  is  before  you.  You  have 
come  to  the  vineyard  at  the  first  hour  of  your  day. 
Be  careful  not  to  labor  so  slothfully  that  those 
who  come  at  the  last  surpass  you,  both  in  labor 
and  reward." 

One  day  I  said  to  him :  "  Father,  although  I 
deem  you  veiy  holy  and  very  exemplary,  never- 
theless you  have  been  guilty  of  the  fault  of  hav- 
ing consecrated  me  too  soon."  He  replied  :  "  It 
is  true  I  am  guilty  of  that  sin,  and  I  fear  God  will 
not  forgive  it  me,  for  up  to  the  present  hour  I 
have  not  repented  of  it;  but  I  conjure  you,  by  the 
charity  of  our  common  Master,  to.  live  in  such  a 
manner  that  you  may  cause  me  never  to  regret  the 
deed.  I  have  frequently  assisted  at  the  consecra- 
tion of  other  Bishops,  but  I  never  consecrated  any 
one  but  you  ;  you  are  my  unique — my  apprentice- 
ship and  my  master-piece.  Keep  up  your  cour- 
age, God  will  help  us;  He  is  our  aid  and  our  sal- 
vation, what  have  we  to  fear?  He  is  the  protector 
of  our  lives,  what  have  we  to  dread?" 
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DEVOTION  TO  MAEY. 

[We  take  pleasure  in  offering  to  the  readers  of 
the  Ave  ]V[aki.\.  ahuost  an  entire  chanter  from 
the  valuable  addition  made  to  Orsini  s  Life  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  by  Kev.  X.  D.  Macleod.  We 
have  a  two-fold  object  in  giving  this  interesting 
chapter.  First,  we  wish  to  draw  the  attention  of 
Catholics  to  this  exquisite  edition  of  the  Life  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin.  Too  much  praise  cannot  be 
given  the  author  for  his  zeal  in  collecting  the  ac- 
counts of  "  Devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  in 
North  America."  It  is  the  only  record  of  the  kind 
ever  given  to  American  Catholics,  consequently 
it  should  be  read  by  all ;'  but  the  elegant  and 
necessarily  expensive  style  in  which  the  volume 
is  issued  from  the  press,  prevents  it  from  being 
accessible  to  tlie  multitude;  we  shall,  therefore, 
endeavor  to  make  all  familiar  with  the  work  by 
frequently  giving  extracts  from  it  in  the  columns 
of  the  AvK  Makia.  Second,  it  embodies,  to  the 
letter,  our  idea,  which  is  not  only  to  exhibit  our 
Blessed  Mother  as  we  know  she  is,  "all  fairness 
and  perfection,"  not  only  to  fill  the  mind  with 
love  for  her,  but  to  go  one  step  further  and  to 
pray  to  Jur, — at  the  end  of  the  chapter  we  will  de- 
fine our  ground,  and  say  for  wluit  we  desire  her 
clients  to  pray.] 

A  history  of  the  devoticm  to  Blessed  Mary  is 
after  all  but  a  chapter  of  Church  history.  Where 
the  Church  goes,  there  goes  the  devotion ;  they 
|frow  togtfther,  they  stand  or  fall  together.  There 
18  no  iHKssible  separation  of  Mary  and  the  Church. 
The  Mother  of  the  Bridegroom  is  the  Mother  of 
the  Mystical  Bride.  But  still  every  century  can 
furnish  new  illustrations;  every  generation  of 
men  will  find  novel  expressions  of  the  perpetual 
idea,  and  the  accumulation  of  such  illustrations  and 
^expressions  will  constitute  each  age's  history  of 
the  devotion. 

For  instance,  the  Immaculate  Conception  of  the 
Mother  of  G(kI  is  an  old  and  endless  truth  ;  I  nit 
its  dogmatic  definition  by  the  glorious  Pontiff 
who  now  wears  the  signet  of  the  Fisherman,  is  a 
part  of  the  history  ot  this  century.  Note  now 
the  example  of  this  fact,  in  our  little  book  here. 
On  pages  609  and  613  you  have  descriptions  of 
two  churches  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  in 
North  America,  as  early  as  1666  and  1675 ;  on 
page  564  you  have  the  life  of  the  heroic  disaiv- 
erer  of  the  Northern  Mississippi,  a  life  wholly 
given  to  the  worship  of  this  sublime  mystery  from 
early  childhood.  And  in  the  sketch  of  the  oblatcs 
of  Mary  Immaculate,  the  Mariasts,  and  other  new 


Orders,  you  have  to-day's  manner  of  expressing 
the  old  idea.  The  historic  truth  stands  immut- 
able, and  even  the  utterance  of  it  by  the  varying 
generations  is  less  remarkable  for  variety  than  for 
religious  fervor  and  consistency. 

So  then,  the  collation  of  such  facts  as  church 
dedications,  founding  of  Orders,  sayings  of  men  ; 
acts  of  men  and  women,  directly  ref«rring  them- 
selves to  ilary,  make  np,  with  the  known  devo- 
tion of  all  Catholics,  what  we  have  to  offer  as  our 
l)e8t  attempt  at  a  History  of  the  Devotion  in 
North  America.  But  there  is  something  else  to 
be  added.  Not  merely  what  is  peculiar  to  North 
America  makes  it  history,  but  that  also  which  it 
has  in  common  with  the  rest  of  the  Catholic  world. 
The  extreme  proportion  of  Churches  which  seek 
the  benediction  of  Mary's  name,  is  more  remark- 
able by  its  publicity,  but  not  by  its  popularity, 
than  the  Sodalities,  Confraternities,  me«ial-wear- 
ing,  saying  of  Rosarys,  and  other  devout  foniis  of 
showing  love  for  the  Mother  of  God.  We  have 
already  alluded  to  the,  so  far  as  we  know,  vni- 
veTHality  among  all  classes  of  Catholicsi,  of  carry- 
ing, and,  we  naturally  presume,  of  »iying  the 
l)eads.  Furthermore,  not  to  judge,  but  simplv  to 
offer  an  individual  oljservation,  it  is  the  Ameriain, 
and  not  the  old  Catholic  emigrant,  who  is  most 
prone  to  this  devotion.  Catholics  of  the  oldest 
European  fidelities,  will  8»iy  to  you,  when  you 
speak  of  the  bea<ls :  "  Oh,  I  can  read."  Americans 
of  two  centuries  of  American  born,  educated  an- 
cestors, of  nantes  world- revered  in  science  ^d  art, 
show  what  Protestants  would  call  a  su|)emition 
about  saying  their  chaplet.  Generals  and  admi- 
rals, ship|)ing  merchants  of  New  York,  promi- 
nent lawyers,  favorite  and  most  successful  physi- 
ciau.s,  known  to  this  writer  as  fervently  jmrticu- 
lar  aix>ut  that  simplest,  most  child-like  and  sweet- 
est of  devotions  to  our  gentle  Mother.  Of 
course,  in  these  remarks  we  do  not  speak  of  con- 
verts to  the  faith,  for  the  zeal  of  a  convert  is  gen- 
erally excessive. 

Another  point  is  the  observable  piety  during 
the  month  of  May — the  month  of  Mary.  There 
is  scarcely  a  missionary  parish  so  small  as  not  to 
celebrate  it  Every  cathedral,  college,  chapel, 
parish,  church,  and  convent  chapel,  has  an  altar 
especially  decorated  iot  those  thirty-one  days. 
The  month  is  ojwned  and  closed  by  especial  so- 
lemnities. A  preacher  is  audible  at  least  once  a 
week  ;  the  sunset  devotions  are  nearly  invariable 
throughout  the  land,  and  the  large  number  of 
worshipers  is  surprising.  The  immense  major- 
ity of  Catholics  wear  the  swipular;  you  will,  with 
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difficulty,  find  here  and  there  one  without  the 
medal  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 

Then,  again,  many  thousands  belong  to  an 
Association,  established  in  1858,  lately  approved 
by  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  and  recommended  by 
several  Prelates,  which  has  for  its  object  the  con- 
version of  souls;  an  object  so  holy  that  the  Eter- 
nal Son  of  God  became  man,  and  remained  on 
earth  thirty-three  years,  to  seek  the  strayed  sheep 
and  redeem  them  with  His  Precious  Blood.  How 
consoling  for  us  to  be  able,  by  means  of  prayer 
and  other  good  works,  to  co-operate  with  God  in 
the  salvation  of  souls — the  most  divine,  as  Saint 
Denis  calls  it,  of  all  employments.  Saint  Chry- 
sostom  assures  us  that  there  is  nothing  more  pleas- 
ing to  God  than  the  salvation  of  souls.  "  Though 
your  riches  should  be  ever  so  great,"  says  he,  "yet, 
by  converting  one  soul,  you  would  do  far  more 
than  by  giving  all  you  have  to  the  poor." 

Now,  to  co-operate  in  this  glorious  work,  prayer 
is  one  of  the  most  efficacious  means.  "  Pray  for 
one  another,  that  you  may  be  saved ;  for  the  con- 
tinual prayer  of  a  just  man  availeth  much.  (Saint 
James,  v,  16). 

"  There  is  nothing  more  powerful  than  a  man 
who  prays,  because  such  a  one  is  made  partaker 
of  the  power  of  God."     (Saint  Chrysostom). 

The  members  are  most  earnestly  recommended 
to  offer  up  frequently  their  good  works  for  the 
end  of  the  Association  ;  and  also  for  the  conver- 
sion of  some  of  their  friends,  chiefly  for  those 
already  favorably  disposed.  It  is  much  to  be  de- 
sired that  the  members  prepare  themselves  for  the 
reception  of  the  Sacraments  on  all  those  Festivals 
on  which  a  plenary  indulgence  is  granted.  When 
any  member  dies,  he  shall  be  recommended  to  the 
prayers  of  the  Association  in  the  place  where  he 
resided ;  and  every  member  there  residing  shall 
say  three  times  "  Our  Father"  and  "  Hail  Mary," 
for  the  repose  of  the  deceased.  All  priests,  mem- 
bers of  the  Association,  are  requested  to  say  two 
Masses  a  year,  one  for  the  deceased  members,  and 
the  other  for  the  conversion  of  America. 

PRATERS   FOR   THE    CONVERSION    OF    AMERICA. 

First  Prayer,  with  indulgence. — "Almighty  and 
Eternal  God,  who  wisheth  to  save  all,  and  wilt 
have  none  to  perish,  have  regard  to  those  souls 
who  are  led  astray  by  the  deceits  of  the  devil, 
that  the  hearts  of  those  who  err,  rejecting  all 
errors,  may  be  converted,  and  return  to  the  Unity 
of  Thy  Truth,  through  Christ  our  Lord.     Amen." 

Second  Prayer. — Memorarr.  (300  day's  indul- 
gence every  time,  if  said  with  ooutrite  heart). 

"Remember,  Mary,  tenderest  hearted  Virgin, 
how  from  of  old  the  ear  hath  never  heard  that 
he  who  ran  to  thee  for  refuge,  implored  thy  help, 
and  sought  thy  prayers,  was  forsaken  of  God. 
Virgin  of  virgins.  Mother,  emboldened  by  this 
confidence,  I  fly  to  thee ;  to  thee  I  come,  and  in 
thy  presence,  I,  a  weeping  sinner  stand.  Mother 
of  the  Word  Incarnate,  Oh,  cast  not  away  my 
prajer ;  but,  in  thy  pity,  hear  and  answer  me. 
Amen." 

"  O  IVIary,  Mother  of  Mercy,  Help  of  Christ- 
ians, Refuge  of  Sinners,  lest  I  perish,  take  upon 
thyself  the  care  of  my  salvation,  and  the  salva- 


tion of  all  those  in  whose  behalf  I  implore  thy 
powerful  mediation,  in  order  that  all  may  be 
brought  to  the  One  True  Fold,  in  which  Jesus 
Christ,  thy  Son,  wishes  us  all  to  live  and  die. 
Amen." 

"  O  Mary,  conceived  without  sin,  pray  for  the 
conversion  of  this  country." 

"  Queen  of  Apostles,  conceived  without  sin,  pray 
the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  He  send  laborers 
into  His  harvest."  "  Our  Father,"  "  Hail  Mary," 
"  Glory  be  to  the  Father,"  etc. 

To  become  a  member  of  the  Association,  noth- 
ing more  is  required  than  to  have  the  name  reg- 
istered in  a  book  by  a  priest  of  the  Diocese  in 
which  it  is  established,  and  to  say  daily,  in  honor 
of  the  Immaculate  Conception  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  for  the  conversion  of  America,  one  "  Hail 
Mary,"  with  this  ejaculation :  "  O  Mary,  con- 
ceived without  sin,  pray  for  .the  conversion  of 
this  country."  No  special  meeting  is  requisite ; 
but  it  will  be  sufficient,  wherever  the  Association 
is  established,  that  the  prayers  appointed  by 
the  Archbishop,  or  BishoiJ  of  the  Diocese,  be 
said  by  the  pastor,  either  immediately  before  or 
after  high  Mass,  vespers,  or  any  public  service 
on  Sundays.  It  is  most  ardently  desired  that 
once  every  month,  every  member  go  to  confes- 
sion and  Communion,  for  the  conversion  of  Amer- 
ica. Should,  however,  any  member  receive  the 
Holy  Sacraments  monthly  in  compliance  with  the 
regulations  of  any  other  Society  or  Confraternity, 
he  may  by  such  reception,  comply  with  the  rule, 
by  adding  the  intention  of  the  Association  to 
the  intention  or  intentions  he  may  have  already 
formed. 

A  plenary  indulgence  has  been  granted,  1st.  On 
the  day  of  admission.  2nd.  On  the  16th  of  May, 
the  day  on  which  the  association  was  established. 
3rd.  Once  a  month,  to  those  who  confess  and  re- 
ceive Holy  Communion.  4th.  On  the  Nativity  of 
our  Lord,  the  feast  of  Saint  Joseph,  (19th  of 
March),  on  the  feasts  of  the  Purification,  Annun- 
ciation, Assumption,  Nativity,  and  Immaculate 
Conception  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  One  hundred 
days  indulgence  to  memliers  who  assist  at  the 
weekly  meetings,  provided  they  say  the  prayers 
appointed  by  the  Archbishop  or  Bishop  of  the 
Diocese.  The  prayers  of  the  Diocese  of  Cincin- 
nati arc  three  "  Hail  Mary's."  One  hundred  days 
indulgence  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Cincinnati  only, 
are  granted  to  those  who  bring  a  member  into 
the  association  ;  and  a  hundred  days  to  those  who 
say  the  ejaculatory  prayer:  "O  Mary,  conceived 
without  sin,  prav  for  the  conversion  of  this  coun- 
try." The  propagation  of  this  good  work  is  most 
earnestly  recommended  to  the  zeal  of  every  one, 
and  especially  to  those  charged  with  the  care  of 
souls. 

We  do  not  know  positively  but  that  the  discour- 
agement of  writers  who  might  furnish  American 
books  of  devotion,  may  be  from  the  zeal  for  her 
honor  in  the  hearts  of  older  and  better  informed 
Catholics.  It  may  be  from  a  spirit  of  nationality ; 
it  may  be  from  the  wisdom  attained  by  author- 
ity ;  it  may  be  from  charity,  lest  the  humility  of 
the  Christian  should  be  injured  by  some  notice  of 
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the  writt-r;  but  the  consistent  discourngement, 
altliough  generally  negative,  is  n  fact.  And,  so 
far  as  I  know,  this  is  ii  fact :  that,  while  prayer, 
pnxise,  alms,  private  feeling,  puMio  religious  hon- 
or, are  f  lithful  in  acts  of  devotion  to  Mary,  art  is 
most  silent  of  all  forms  of  expressiim. 

But  for  all  tliiit,  the  land  is  Mary's.  Why  shall 
I  not  advance  thus  modestly  her  claim  to  it,  when 
nations  have  buttled  and  are  battling  for  it? 

Who  then  has  the  true  claim  to  the  ownership 
of  North  America  ?  The  red  Indian  steps  noise- 
lessly forward  and  says  :  "  It  is  I !  For  ages  im- 
memorial my  fathers  fished  these  waters,  or  struck 
down  the  game  in  these  yet  undesecrated  forests." 
But  all  the  strong  otticers  of  civilization,  all  the 
remoraele.s.s,  onward-sweeping  children  of  the  Cau- 
casus, laugh  at  the  savage,  and  he  steps  backward 
and  disappears,  haughty,  mindful,  and  silent,  as 
he  came.  "  I  claim  the  land,"  saith  the  Span- 
iard ;  "  I,  who  redeemed  those  Southern  pampas, 
and  first  taught  the  Gulf  and  the  lagoon  the 
sounds  of  Christian  praise."  "It  is  mine,"  says 
the  fiery  Gaul.  "  The  snow-wastes  of  Canada 
were  crimsoned  with  French  blood ;  it  was  a 
French  sword  which  tamed  the  fierce  Iroquois, 
and  tribes  of  every  tongue,  the  roaming  Algon- 
quin, from  the  mighty  ocean  to  the  mysterious 
great  lakes."  "  The  land  is  mine,"  says  the  Eng- 
lish Puritan  from  Berks  or  Huntingdon  ;  or  the 
English  Cavalier  from  Derbyshire,  York,  and 
Cumberland.  The  Iliglander,  in  gutturals  deep 
as  those  with  which  h<!  turned  away  from  the  red, 
red  field  of  Culloden,  demands  at  least  the  moun- 
tains of  the  Carolinas  and  Georgia,  the  cold  coasts 
of  Nova  Scotia,  and  part  of  the  shores  of  St.  Law- 
rence. The  later  immigration  puts  in  no  feeble 
detqand ;  the  Irishman  and  the  Gennan  assert,  if 
not  a  freehold  title,  at  least,  a  very  strong  -claim 
to  the  improvements. 

But  we  cannot  grant  to  any  otfe  of  these  the 
fullness  of  his  claim.  Wherever  they  are  found 
as  agents  acting  subserviently  to  the  fullness  of 
our  own  claim  ;  wherever  they  shall  seem  to  have 
advanced  and  aided  that,  we  will  give  them  the 
praiee  of  worthy  servants.  Where  they  have  re- 
tarded it,  we  will  debar  their  asserted  right,  ask- 
ing our  own  by  a  higher  power  and  in  a  loftier 
name  than  theirs. 

Reverence,  then,  for  the  silent  Indian  !  Though 
the  brick-built  city  stands  where  the  forest  once 
echoed  to  the  war-cry  of  his  fathers, — though  his 
red  skin  fades  fast,  off  westward,  like  the  glories 
of  the  sunset  till  the  pale  twilight  bids  them  sink 
in  the  Pacific, — bids  the  Indian  sink  there  until 
God's  judgment  day  shall  put  the  pale-face,  eye 
to  eye  with  his  victim, — reverence,  deep  as  justice, 
mute  as  himself,  for  the  olden  lord  of  this  land ! 
Honor  to  the  swarth  Iberian,  who  planted  the 
yellow  standard  of  Castile  on  the  shores  of  the 
Mexican  Gulf;  honor  to  the  chivalric  Frank  who 
swung  the  lilies  out  to  the  icy  air  of  Canada ,  hon- 
or to  the  broad-chested  Briton,  for  he  named  his 
first  town  St.  Mary's ;  honor  to  the  sinewy  son  of 
the  green  old  Island  of  Erin ;  honor  to  the  patient 
toiler  w^ho  came  singing  harmonious  choruses, 
from  the  arrowy  rush  of  the  Rhine, — but  glory 


supreme  to  the  Lord  of  IIosU  from  whom  all  blefli- 
ings  are!  For  whom  and  for  His  Mother,  we 
claim  as  Theirs  by  right  of  first  discovery  and 
seizure,  this  North  American  Continent. — Glory 
to  God,  the  Eternal,  and  honor  perpetual  to  Im- 
maculate Mary. 

We  have  seen  in  1600,  the  noble  Champlain 
declaring  to  his  king,  that  the  salvation  ot  one 
soul  was  worth  more  than  the  conquest  of  an  Em- 
pire. Thirty  years  later  we  watched  the  w^orks 
of  the  Ursuline  and  Hospital  Sister  of  Charity. 
We  have  learned  not  to  be  surprised  that  the  first 
far  Northern  names,  which  the  sailor  learns  is 
Saint  Mary's  Isle,  Saint  Mary's  Bay,  Saint  Mary's 
Kiver.  We  know  that  the  first  town  built  there 
was  Ville  Marie,  or  Mary's  City ;  that  the  first 
grant  of  land  from  the  Due  de  Ventadour,  was 
the  Seigneuire  of  Our  I.,ady  of  Angels.  And,  there- 
fore, we  are  prepared  to  pass  westward  by  Joseph's 
Isle  and  Mary's  Lake,  and  Stations  of  Assump- 
tion and  Annunciation  to  that  grand  river  now 
known  by  its  Indian  name  Mississippi,  but  called 
by  the  Christian  discover,  Immaculate  Conception. 

Let  us  make  the  sign  of  the  Cross  over  North 
America,  the  land  of  the  Holy  Cross ;  let  us  make 
the  United  Cross  of  Saint  Andrew  and  Saint 
George.  Begin  with  Saint  Andrew  from  North- 
west to  Southeast.  Your  line  will  start  from  the 
Oregon  Archbishopric;  and,  illustrated  by  the 
names  of  Badin,  BrutC,  Henni,  Blanchet,  Demers, 
De  Smet,  will  pass  through  the  old  and  new  Car- 
olina Missions  of  Saint  Augustin  and  Pensacola, 
where  the  first  grand  statue  of  Our  Lady  was 
erected  by  the  Spaniards  of  old,  on  to  the  sources 
of  Saint  Mary's  river  in  green  Florida.  Then  the 
transecting  line  shall  leave  the  coasts  of  Labrador 
and  pass  through  Mary's  City,  Montreal,  to  Lo- 
retto,  on  the  Gulf  of  California,  or  through  the 
land  of  Our  Lady  of  Guadelupe  to  the  Mission  of 
Our  Lady  of  Mount  Carmel,  the  Vineyard  of  God, 
on  the  edge  of  the  blue  Pacific. 

Then  draw  the  Latin  Cross.  Take  upon  the 
map,  for  the  downward  stroke,  the  source  of  the 
Mississippi,  from  its  very  head-waters,  from  Slave 
Lake  and  the  chill-blue  waters  of  Athabaska, 
where  Bishop  Tasch6  and  his  oblates  of  Mary  have 
their  central  Miasion  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion. Thence  down  the  yet  clear  waters,  until  we 
meet,  stealing  out  from  the  reeds  of  two  centuries 
ago,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Illinois,  the  birch-bark 
canoe  of  Father  Marquette.  Sail  with  him  down 
Red  river  in  Arkansas,  while  he  consecrates  every 
stretch  of  the  Father  of  Waters,  by  Mass  on  shore, 
by  the  divine  office,  by  beads  and  litanies  and 
chanted  hymns  to  the  mystery  he  had  sworn  to 
honor.  Then  for  the  cross  line  leave  the  old  Span- 
ish Missions  on  the  Pacific,  pass  through  the  ter- 
ritory of  Our  Lady  of  Guadelupe,  and  reach  that 
cradle  of  the  Church  of  the  Northern  States,  which 
we  call  Baltimore,  and  which  Baltimore  called 
Saint  Mary's. 

This  beautiful  chapter  embodies  to  the  letter, 
one  of  our  most  cherished  ideas,  namely :  to  unite 
pious  souls  in  prayer.  In  union  is  strength,  or  as 
we  say  now-a-days,  is  power.  It  is  the  same  thought 
that  pervades  our  opening  article  in  the  first  num- 
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ber  of  the  A"\^  Maria,  from  the  pen  of  the  ven- 
erable Bishop  of  Buflfalo.  "We  tliereforc  gladly 
take  this  opportunity  to  congratulate  our  fervent 
associates  who,  since  1858,  pray  for  the  conversion 
of  America.  We  love  to  think  that  they  zealously 
fulfill  the  few  and  easy  conditions  of  their  admis- 
sion. We  say  our  associates,  for  as  early  as  1853, 
we  had  the  same  association  established  at  Notre 
Dame.  But  upon  hearing  of  the  Avonders  which 
the  apostleship  of  prayer  was  working  in  Europe, 
we  entered  into  communication  with  its  pious 
founder,  and  with  our  Rt.  Rev.  Bishoi)'s  permis- 
sion, we  merged  our  little  association  into  tlie  great 
army  of  fervent  souls  praying  for  the  conversion 
of  the  world,  making  however,  the  conversion  of 
America  our  first  object,  our  first  intention. 

Nearly  a  year  has  elapsed  since  Ave  received 
from  its  pious  founder,  Rev.  11.  Rami&re,  S.  J.,  a 
number  of  Diplomas  of  Association  for  the  Apos- 
tleship of  Prayer,  with  a  long  letter  urging  us  to 
establish  it  among  and  around  us,  but  we  post- 
poned until  we  had  a  regular  medium  not  only  to 
make  it  known,  but  to  keep  it  before  the  as.sociates. 

We  will  be  happy  to  distribute  the  diplomas 
already  signed  by  Father  Rami&re,  and  to  propa- 
gate this  admirable  Apostleship  of  Prayer.  AH 
it  requires  is  the  permission  of  the  Ordinary. 

V/e  copy  the  following  article  on  the  Apostle- 
ship of  Prayer,  from  the  Ihihlia  Eeview,  January, 
1865. 

The  Aposti.eship  of  Pkayer:  a  Holy  League  of 
Christian  hearts  united  with  the  Heart  of  Jesus, 
to  obtain  the  Triumph  of  the  Church  and  the 
Salvation  of  Souls ;  preceded  by  a  Brief  of  the 
Sov^ereign  Pontiff,  Pius  IX.     By  the  Rev.  H. 
Rami&re,  of  the  Society  of  Jesus.     Translated 
from  the  latest  French  edition. 
It  is  now  twenty  years  since  this  "  league  of 
Christian  hearts"  was  first  formed  in  a  religious 
seminary,  in  order  to  assist,  by  united  intercession, 
in  the  conversion  of  souls  and  the  promotion  of 
Christ's  Kingdom.     For  some  time  the  Associa- 
tion was  little  known,  being  almost  confinded  to 
religious  communities.     Within  the  last  few  years, 
however,  it  has  been  rapidly  and  widely  extended, 
owing  much  to  an  improved  organization,  to  the 
spiritual  privileges  conferred  upon  it,  and  to  its 
being  made  known  through  a  monthly  periodical, 
Le  Messager  du  Sacre   Qeur.     It  is  now  spread 
through  the  whole  Church,  and  in  every  quarter 
of  the  world.     In  the  first  six  months  of  the  year 
1864,  half  a  million  of  certificates  of  association 
were  distributed  beyond  the  limits  of  France. 

The  tn  iitise  now  translated  has  doubtless  con- 
tributed nmeh  to  this  great  development.  Its 
circulation  has  been  extensive.  Three  large  edi- 
dions  havr  heen  sold  almost  as  soon  as  published; 
it  is  from  the  fourth  and  most  complete  edi- 
tion that  the  English  translation  has  been  made. 
It  has  also  l^een  translated  into  the  German  and 
Italian. 

The  design  of  the  treatise  is  simple  and  un- 
pretending, but,  in  the  hands  of  a  writer  of  phil- 
osophical mind,  deeply  imbued  with  Catholic 
theology,  it  Las  assumed  the  character  of  a  com- 
plete and  solid  work  on  intercessory  prayer.  Father 


Ramifere  was  not  content  without  treating  the 
suliject  thoroughly,  and  grounding  the  sentiments 
and  practices  he  recommends,  on  a  basis  of  sound 
reasoning  and  Catholic  dogma. 

In  a  very  valuable  and  thoughtful  Introduction, 
he  dwells  on  that  great  mystery,  the  actual  spirit- 
ual condition  of  the  world,  as  contrasted  with 
the  known  will  of  God  and  the  infinite  efficacy 
of  the  Saviour  8  Passion.  IIow  is  this  seeming 
contradiction  to  be  accounted  for  ?  An  answer 
sufficient  to  silence  our  objections  is,  indeed,  sup- 
plied by  the  consideration  of  the  unsearchable- 
ness  of  God's  judgments.  But  there  is  another, 
Avhich  is,  at  least,  the  true  practical  answer,  sug- 
gested by  the  words  of  the  Apostle  which  form 
the  ground-work  of  the  treatise.  Saint  Paul  de- 
sires that  Christians  should  pray  for  all  men,  and 
gives,  as  a  reason  for  their  doing  so,  that  God 
wills  the  salvation  of  all,  and  that  Christ  died 
for  all.  That  is,  God  has  made  the  carrying  out 
of  His  own  work  dependent  on  our  co-operation. 
This,  indeed,  is  but  in  accordance  with  a  law 
that  pervades  the  whole  of  His  dispensations  of 
nature  and  grace.  God  would  have  all  men  to 
be  saved,  l)ut  their  salvation  is  to  be  brought 
al)out  by  the  instrumentality  of  His  Church  ; 
not  only  by  the  Apostolic  ministry  and  Sacra- 
ments, but  by  means  which  are  within  the  reach 
of  all,  and  in  which  all  ought  to  take  a  part — 
prayer. 

On  this  foundation  the  treatise  jjroceeds :  show- 
ing first  the  assured  efficacy  of  the  Apostleship 
of  Prayer  from  the  power  of  intercession,  espe- 
cially as  connected  with  the  doctrine  of  grace  and 
the  promises  of  Christ ;  from  the  influence  of  asso- 
ciation in  the  supernatural,  as  well  as  the  natural 
order ;  and  especially  from  the  power  obtained 
by  union  with  the  Heart  of  Jesus.  A  second  part 
treats  of  the  advantages  of  such  united  prayer  to 
the  individuals  who  practice  it,  to  the  Church, 
and  to  the  world,  the  peculiar  need  for  it  which 
exists  at  the  present  time.  The  mode  of  carry- 
ing out  these  principles,  in  our  devotions  and  by 
the  int(;ntion  given  to  all  the  actions  of  our  daily 
life,  with  some  account  of  the  organization  of  this 
particular  Association,  concludes  the  work. 

Two  features  strike  us  particularly  in  this 
work :  its  thoroughly  dogmatic  character,  and  the 
tone  of  confident  hope  which  pervades  it.  As 
a  specimen  of  the  former,  we  would  refer  to  the 
manner  in  which  the  doctrine  of  our  union  with 
Christ  is  treated :  His  dwelling  in  us  and  making 
Himself  one  with  us  by  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  so 
that  our  prayers  are  His  prayers,  while  the  Holy 
Spirit  ever  prays  and  intercedes  in  us.  The 
questions  of  the  efficacy  of  the  prayers  of  those 
who  are  not  in  a  state  of  grace,  and  of  the  causes 
of  the  inefficacy  of  our  prayers,  whether  existing 
in  ourselves,  or  in  those  for  whom  we  pray,  are 
also  treated  with  great  theological  exactness. 
But  this  dogmatic  character  is  combined  with  a 
most  practical  and  devout  spirit.  The  treatise 
recalls  those  words  of  Father  Fabcr,  where  he 
speaks  of  "  certain  sunniness  and  liglrt-heartedness 
observable  in  those  who  devote  themselves  to  in- 
tercession."   The  hopefulness  of  the  author  with 
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rcsiKJct  to  the  future  of  the  Church  is  in  entire 
accordttuee  with  faith  in  the  unlimited  jx>wer  of 
prayer.  His  views  on  this  subject  have  lieen  de- 
velo|)cd  more  at  large  in  an  important  treatise  on 
the  hopes  of  tlie  Church. 

Wc  will  not  venture  to  cite  the  letter  of  the 
Ahhf*  Gratry  in  recommendation  of  the  Apostle- 
Bhip  of  Prayer,  lest,  as  he  himself  fears,  his  ex- 
pressions of  admiration  should  seem  exagfjerated. 
But  we  concur  in  the  substance  of  his  judgment, 
as  to  the  great  value  of  the  work,  its  appropri- 
ateness at  the  present  time,  its  comprehensive 
reasoning,  and  its  thct^logical  solidity. 

The  Love  of  Poverty. 

Piety,  which  is  content  with  sufficiency,  is  a 
great  revenue,  say  the  Scriptures.  Saint  Francis 
of  Sales  was  satisfied  with  the  little  that  remained 
to  him  of  the  income  of  his  Bishopric. 

"Are  not  twelve  hundred  crowns  a  large  amount, 
and  very  considerable  remnants?  The  Apostles, 
wlio  were  far  better  Bishops  than  we,  had  not  so 
much.  We  do  not  deserve  to  be  so  lil)erally  paid 
in  the  service  of  God.  Would  to  God  that  we 
were  deprived  of  this  remnant  of  revenue,  and 
that  the  Catholic  religion  had  as  many  entrances 
into  Geneva  as  at  R(.x;helle;  that  we  had  there  a 
little  chapel,  as  in  the  latter  place  (this  was  sev- 
erel  years  before  it  was  taken),  then  would  our 
holy  religion  rapidly  extend  itself  The  people 
are  better  disposed  than  is  supposed.  Reason  of 
State,  under  the  cloak  of  an  imaginary  Liberty, 
reigns  there  more  than  Reason  of  Religion." 

He  resided  at  Annecy,  in  a  fine  large  house 
which  he  rented.  His  chief  apartment  was  very 
elegant,  but  he  had  a  small  dark  room  in  which 
he  slept ;  this  he  called  Francis'  room,  and  the 
former,  in  which  he  received  visitors,  the  chamber 
of  the  Bishop.  This  reminds  one  of  Saint  Charles 
Borromco,  who,  in  imitation  of  Judith,  had  a  small 
cell  in  the  attic  of  his  palace.  Here  he  prayed, 
and  slept  on  straw,  ailling  this  cell  the  room  of 
Charles,  and  the  audience-room  the  apartment  of 
the  Cardinal. 

He  told  me  one  day,  showing  me  a  garment 
that  had  been  made  for  him,  and  which  he  wore 
tinder  his  ca^isock :  "  My  servants  work  little  mir- 
acles; for  out  of  an  old  gown  they  have  wrought 
a  new  garment.  Sec  how  fine  they  have  made 
me!"  " This  miracle,"  said  I,  "surpasses  that  of 
the- children  of  Israel,  whose  garments  did  not 
wear  out  during  the  forty  years  of  their  stay  in 
the  desert.  Your  servants  change  old  ones  into 
new." 

Sometimes  his  treasurer  complained  he  had  no 
money.  "Do  not  be  displea.sed  at  this,"  he  would 
say,  "since  wc  are  more  conformable  to  our  Divine 
Master,  who  had  not  a  stone  on  which  to  rest  His 
head." 

"  But,"  retorted  the  poor  steward,  "where  am  I 
to  find  funds  V" 

"  My  sou,"  replied  the  holy  Bishop,  "  we  must 
economize" 

"  Truly,"  said  the  other,  "  it  is  high  time  to 
economize  when  there  is  nothing  left." 

"  You  do  not  understand  me.    I  mean  we  mtist 


.•M'll  or  pawn  some  article  of  furniture  to  live.     Is 
not  that,  my  friend,  living  on  economy?" 

I  often  wondered  how  he  could  maintain  an 
establishment  like  his  with  so  little  income; 

"It  is  Go<l,"  said  he,  "who  multiplies  the  five 
loaves."  As  I  pressed  him  to  tell  me  in  what 
way  :  "  It  wcmld  no  longer  l)e  a  miracle  if  it  could 
l>e  explained,"  replied  he,  in  his  usual  gracious 
manner.  "Are  we  not  truly  blessed  thus  to  live 
by  miracle !  It  is  the  mercy  of  God,  if  we  are  not 
consumed." 

"  You  destroy  my  prudence,"  said  I,  "  in  refer- 
ing  me  to  that  source." 

"  You  see,"  resumed  he,  "riches  are  real  thorns, 
as  the  Gospel  teaches;  they  wound  in  a  thousand 
ways  whilst  acquiring  them,  cause  still  more  dis- 
quietude to  preserve  or  to  spend  them,  and  a 
thousiind  regrets  when  we  lose  them.  In  truth, 
we  are  only  farmers  and  stewards,  particularly  if 
the  goods  belong  to  the  Church  and  are  the  pat- . 
rimony  of  the  poor ;  the  important  point  is  to  find 
faithful  stewards.  Having  wherewith  to  live 
and  to  clothe  ourselves,  what  can  we  desire  more  ? 
Quod  amjdius  ent,  a  mnlo  eM.  To  be  candid  with 
you,  I  know  very  well  what  I  will  do.  My  pieces 
are  cut  rather  short.  Had  I  more,  I  might  have 
some  anxiety  a-s  to  their  proper  employment.  Am 
I  not  happy  to  be  able  to  live  like  a  little  child, 
without  any  carthly«6olicitudc  ?  "  Sufficient  for 
the  day  is  the  evil  thereof."  He  who  has  most, 
greater  will  be  the  account  he  will  have  to  render." 

To  Oar  Blessed  Lady. 

Mother  of  Mercy,  day  by  day 

My  love  of  thee  grows  more  and  more  ; 
Thy  gifts  are  strewn  upon  my  way, 

Like  sands  upon  the  great  sea  shore. 
Though  poverty  and  work  and  woe, 

The  masters  of  my  life  may  be. 
When  times  are  worst,  who  dost  not  know 

Darkness  is  light  with  love  of  thee? 
But  scornful  men  have  coldly  said 

Thy  love  was  leading  me  from  God ; 
Aud  yet  in  this  I  did  but  tread 

The  very  path  my  Saviour  trod. 
They  know  but  little  of  thy  worth 

^Vho  speak  these  heartless  words  to  me; 
For  what  did  Jesus  love  on  earth 

One-half  so  tenderly  as  thee  ? 
Get  me  the  grace  to  love  thee  more, 

Jesus  will  give  if  thou  wilt  plead. 
■     And  Mother !  when  life's  cares  are  o'er, 

Oh,  I  shall  love  thee  then  indeed! 
Jesus,  when  His  three  hours  were  run, 

Bequeath'd  thee  from  His  Cross  to  me; 
And  Oh,  how  can  I  love  thy  Son, 

Sweet  Mother,  if  I  love  not  thee? 

StTFFEK  me  not  to  judge  according  to  the  sight 
of  the  outward  eyes,  nor  to  give  sentence  accord- 
ing to  the  bearing  of  the  ears  of  men,  that  know 
not  what  they  are  about ;  but  to  determine  both 
of  visible  and  spiritual  matters  with  trua  judg- 
ment, and  above  all  things  ever  to  seek  thy  good 
will  and  pleasure. 
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"  Inoipe,  parve  puer,  risu  Oognoscere  Matrem." 

Every  Latin  scholar  knows  by  heart  this  l)eau- 
tiful  verse,  and  readily  pronounces  it  one  of  the 
happiest  lines  of  the  immortal  poet.  The  picture 
it  presents  is  one  of  excjuisite  beauty;  it  depicts 
nature  herself  to  perfection  in  one  of  her  loveliest 
moods.  We  see  the  young  babe  recognizing  its 
mother  by  her  smile,  or,  as  the  text  also  admits, 
testifying  by  its  own  smile  that  it  acknowledges 
and  knows  its  mother.  "Begin,  sweet  boy,  to  ac- 
knowledge thy  mother  by  smiling  upon  her." 

Will  not  the  Christian  parent  be  allowed  to 
transfer  the  same  scene  to  a  loftier  stage,  where 
a  mysterious  and  far  more  entrancing  recognition 
takes  place,  and  unites  in  an  unspeakalile  embrace, 
a  frail  child  of  sorrow  to  his  heavenly  Mother, — 
a  Mother  whom  generations  have  called  Blessed, 
nay,  the  Mother  of  God  Himself! 

Thus  sang  the  poet  of  Mantua  :  "  Begin,  sweet 
boy,  to  recognize  thy  mother  by  her  own  smile." 
In  nature,  such  is  the  first  dawn  of  reason,  when 
the  babe  begins  to  recognize  its  mother.  The 
teachings  of  our  holy  faith  allow  the  same  pro- 
cess. Hence,  how  important  for  those  dear  little 
ones,  whom  Jesus  so  tenderly  loved,  early  to  com- 
mence their  life  of  faith  and  grace  ! 

Would  to  God  they  were  all  favored  with  the 
means  to  know  first  of  all  their  glorious  Mother 
by  her  own  smile  ;  to  knoWher  as  she  is  full  of 
grace  and  perfection,  loving  and  devoted  beyond 
all  cohception !  How  enrapturing  the  smile  of 
such  a  Mother  upon  the  innocent,  the  artless,  the 
evangelical  soul  of  a  child !  Oh,  Christian  mothers, 
did  you  but  know,  or  rather,  did  you  not  forget 
what  may  be  the  result  of  a  first  image,  or  of  a 
first  sentiment  on  your  child's  memory,  how  solic- 
itous your  own  tenderness  would  make  you  in 
shielding  your  darling  from  even  a  shadow  of 
peril !  See  how  admirably  nature  has  fitted  you 
to  protect  his  frail  existence  of  a  day  against  all 
imaginable  dangers.  Will  not  your  faith  enable 
you  to  do  at  least  as  much  for  his  immortal  soul  ? 
But  you  sometimes  forget  that  on  your  knees  you 
form  the  man  ;  you  forget  that  under  that  beau- 
tiful little  form  lies  concealed  a  heaven-born  soul, 
far  more  deserving  your  care  and  devotedness. 
That 'child  whom  you  press  to  your  bosom,  has 
another  Mother  in  Heaven,  who  also  loves  him, 
and  yet,  you  allow  your  claims  to  be  set  aside, 
and  the  result  of  this  is,  that  even  in  a  Christian 
family,^  far  from  beginning  by  the  recognition  of 
his  glorious  Mother  as  she  is,  he  will  for  years  see 
her  and  hear  her  reviled,  mocked  and  despised. 
♦  *  *  Poor  earthly  mother,  how  much  you 
will  regret  the  chance  you  lost !  Tardy  tears  will 
scarcely  wipe  away  those  baneful  impressions. 
They  were  the  first,  and  there  they  will  remain, 
unless  a  miracle  takes  place,  until  life  departs. 

When  we  first  thought  of  the  Ave  Maria,  we 
expected  comparatively  but  little  from  its  influ- 
ence on  the  present  generation.  God  alone  can 
change  the  heart  of  man.  But  our  most  san- 
guine hopes  rested  upon  the  little  ones  to  whom 
we  desired  to  offer  the  best  means  of  preservation 
we  knew.  Our  first  ambition  was  to  see  the  mes- 
senger of  Mary  in  the  spotless  hands  of  children ; 


to  know  that  it  was  read  by  pure  eyes,  heard  by 
chaste  ears,  and  its  sweet  teachings  treasured  in 
hearts  as  yet  unpolluted,  nay,  the  living  taber- 
nacles of  the  Holy  Ghost.  We  fancied  that  many 
a  pious  mother,  having  at  heart  the  salvation  of 
her  child,  would  rejoice  at  the  appearance  of  the 
Ave  Mauia  in  her  family  as  a  token  of  benedic- 
tion, peace  and  security  against  all  dangers.  We 
fancied  that  as  soon  as  the  child  could  read,  he 
would  find  the  messenger  of  Mary  coming  in  his 
own  name,  and  therefore  claiming  the  first  fruits 
of  his  learning.  We  imagined  that  we  saw  the 
child  growing  in  years  and  in  virtue,  and  mak- 
ing his  Ave  Makia  the  daily  companion,  the 
mentor,  the  treasure  of  his  youth.  Was  all  tliis 
a  dream,  or  a  just  appreciation  of  a  Christian 
mother's  true  character  ? 

But  even  if  we  are  forced  to  admit  that  many 
disregard  or  ignore  their  responsibilities  as  par- 
ents, we  must  not,  on  this  account,  despair  of  so- 
ciety; it  is  written  that,  even  should  a  mother 
forsake  her  child,  God  would  not  forsake  His 
people.  In  the  actual  state  of  society,  we  see  this 
loving  declaration  receiving  every  day  a  progress- 
ive fulfillment ;  more  generally,  indeed,  than  in 
any  previous  age.  Parents  place  their  children, 
at  an  early  age,  in  schools,  and  when  they  have 
made  a  conscientious  choice  of  an  institution  of 
learning,  they  rest  in  peace,  fully  convinced  that 
their  religious  training  is  in  safe  hands, — perhaps 
even  more  so  than  in  their  own.  Hence  a  frans- 
fer  of  responsibilities  from  parents  to  those  whom 
they  invest  with  their  rights  and  duties.  To 
these,  therefore  the  above  remarks  apply  with  as 
much  force  as  to  parents  themselves. 

We  would  .delight  to  dwell  a  while  upon  the 
other  version  of  our  poetic  text,  had  we  not  al- 
ready rested  so  long  upon  the  first. 

A  mother,  perceiving  for  the  first  time,  by  the 
sniile  of  her  babe,  that  it  recognizes  her,  is  a  sweet 
tableau.  "  Begin,  Oh  little  boy,  to  acknowledge 
thy  mother  by  thy  smile." 

Among  human  joys,  we  imagine  none  that 
can  fill  the  human  heart  more  delightfully  than 
the  one  to  which  we  have  just  alluded.  But  it 
is  not  for  us  to  attempt  a  description  of  senti- 
ments which  probably  no  language  can  adequately 
express.  We  can  give  a  more  correct  idea  of 
what  we  mean  by  an  example  which  will  be  found 
equally  interesting  and  to  the  point. 

In  the  summer  of  1863,  immediately  after  "the 
annual  distribution  of  our  jjremiums,"  a  little 
lx)y,  whose  name  we  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  pub- 
lish, left  Notre  Dame,  where  he  had  spent  one 
year,  and  in  company  with  his  mother,  sister,  and 
youngest  brother,  went  down  to  the  camp  near 
Vicksburg,  where  his  father.  General ,  was  vig- 
orously pushing  the  siege  of  the  city.  Soon  after 
the  fall  of  Vicksburg,  the  child  fell  sick,  and 
after  an  illness  of  two  weeks  grew  worse  and 
died.  He  had  not  yet  completed  his  ninth  year, 
and  upon  him  had  already  been  centered  all  the 
aflfections  of  his  illustrious  father.  Although  the 
impression  made  upon  the  General  by  this  heavy 
blow,  was  no  secret,  yet  very  few,  probably,  knew 
to  what  an  extent  it  preyed  upon  him. 
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More  tlian  a  year  after  the  sad  event,  a  letter, 
written  by  the  General  himself,  in  perfect  inti- 
niary,  was  kindly  handed  us  for  perusal.  A  more 
touching  mununtent  of  parental  love  we  have 
never  seen.  It  was  all  on  the  loss  of  his  dear  Ixiy, 
whose  image  was  not  even  dimmed  in  liis  mem- 
ory either  by  time  or  by  the  absorbing  care  of  a 
great  army,  or  the  fatigues  of  incessant  engage- 
ments with  the  enemy,  or  even  by  the  brilliancy 
of  his  great  exploits.  We  read  the  letter  with 
deep  emotion,  and  tears  filled  our  eyes  at  the 
words,  "I  would  give  all  my  fame  and  all  I  pos- 
sess, for  one  smile  from  Willy.* 

Brave  hero!  history  will  tell  remote  genera- 
tions your  unparalleled  achievements,  and  place 
upon  your  brow  the  wreath  of  glory  which  the 
heart  of  a  nation  has  awarded  you.  Let  this 
hidden  gem  adorn  it;  time  will  never  dim  its 
eclat.  And  we  fervently  pray  that  when  your 
noble  career  shall  close  upon  earth,  you  may  meet 
the  smije  of  your  dear  little  angel  above. 

We  most  cordially  thank  the  illustrious  Gen- 
eral for  so  touchingly  expressing  such  noble  senti- 
ments, not  only  because  it  makes  their  author  an 
honor  to  humanity,  but  because  it  has  aided  us 
not  a  little  to  form  an  estimate  of  the  love  which 
must  be  overflowing  in  the  heart  of  Mary  for 
every  one  of  us. 

If  a  warrior,  admits  the  horrors  of  war,  like 
ours,  where  for  years  he  has  battled  for  our  na- 
tion, and  where  victory  has  crowned  his  every 
step,  values  above  all  fame  and  all  glory,  the 
smile  of  his  child,  may  we  not  judge  of  the  de- 
light which  the  heait  of  our  Heavenly  Mother  will 
realize  from  the  smile  of  her  beloved  children  » 

Hasten  then,  Oh  dear  children,  Iiasten  to  cheer 
your  Mother's  heart  by  your  own  smile.  Hither- 
to, perhaps,  she  has  been  anxiously  waiting  for 
a  sign  of  recognition  ;  and  up  to  tlie  present  she 
has  not  received  it.  Perhaps  many  do  not  even 
know  what  it  is  to  smile,  from  their  dreary  and 
sorrowful  path  in  a  life  of  exile.  The  smile  she 
loves  above  all,  is  to  see  her  Divine  Son  acknowl- 
edged, adored,  and  served  with  devotedness  and 
unfaltering  fidelity.  The  next  is,  to  see  her  chil- 
dren turn  and  nm  to  her  in  all  their  wants  and 
dangers  and  sorrows ;  to  .see  them  strive  for  her 
maternal  protection  by  the  reprtxluction  of  her 
own  virtues;  to  behold  their  desires  and  their 
earnest  efl''orts  to  procure  her  glorj';  from  such 
loving  children  every  step  is  a  .smile,  bringing  joy 
to  the  heart  of  the  best  of  Mothers. 

Happy  indeed  the  parents  and  teachers  who 
direct  the  first  attention  of  their  l>eloved  ones  to 
these  saving  doctrines ;  we  say  saving,  for  such 
they  are  ;  even  if  they  are  for  a  while  forgotten, 
they  can  scarcely  ever  be  lost.  Youth  may  devi- 
ate, but,  as  Count  de  Maistre  hassq  well  expressed 
it,  they  may  describe  a  curve,  but  "  unecourberen- 
trantey 

In  the  article  on  the  next  page,  the  great  Bishop 
of  Orleans  furnishes  us  with  a  most   interesting 

*  ^^'  iliat  fircnin(<tance(«  beyond  our  control  have 

I""'  otn  rdnipli'tiiii;  a  i^hort  blofjrapliy  wc  arc  pre- 

pai'  Dear  little  Willy."    But  we  hupn  b<^fore  loogr 

to  L'u  (■  it  tu  ttio  public,  M  an  accompliahed  model  for  young 
children. 


proof  of  this  rotirbe  rentranU,  even  after  the  tan- 
gent had  gone  far,  far  away  from  the  curve ;  the 
grace  oj'  early  im])res8i(ms,  the  jiower  of  the  Pater 
and  the  Ace  Maria,  flushed  across  more  tlian  half 
a  century,  and  brought  it  back  to  it«  center,  the 
Holy  Catholic  Church. 

Sacrifice  of  Human  Bespect. 

In  the  year  1640,  some  soldiers  who  were  quar- 
tered at  Novian,  in  France,  having  drunk  to  ex- 
cess, began  to  gamble.  One  of  them,  losing  heav- 
ily, suddenly  rose  in  a  rage,  and  seeing  an  image 
of  the  holy  Virgin  near  by,  he  turned  ujwn  it,  as 
though  it  had  been  the  cause  of  his  losses,  and 
struck  it  several  blows,  uttering  the  most  horri- 
ble blasphemies.  Scarcely  had  he  done  so  when 
he  fell  to  the  floor,  convulsed  with  such  violent 
torture,  thai  for  four  or  five  days  he  could  take 
no  nourishment.  The  tnnips  being  ordered  to 
march,  the  wretched  soldier  was  fastened  on  a 
horse,  that  he  might  go  with  the  rest;  but  it  was 
afterward  known  that,  having  thrown  himself 
down  in  his  torments,  he  died  on  the  road,  biting 
the  ground  and  foaming  with  rage.  Two  years 
after  the  event,  a  missionary  persuaded  the  inhab- 
itants to  repair  the  horrible  sacrilege;  but  when 
the  procession  arrived  at  the  place  of  profanation, 
no  one  presented  himself  to  cjirry  the  holy  image, 
although  the  pastor  made  signs  to  several  i>er- 
sons  to  fill  that  office.  The  Marquis  of  Novian, 
indignant  at  such  coolness  for  the  service  of  the 
Queen  of  Heaven,  was  moved  interiorly  to  take 
the  image  himself;  and  although  the  spirit  of 
vanity,  and  the  fear  of  appearing  simple  in  the 
eyes  of  the  world,  ntade  him  shrink  from  doing 
so,  he,  nevertheless,  bore  it  to  the  chapel  of  the 
castle,  where  it  was  htmorably  placed ;  that  tri- 
umph obtained  over  human  respect,  was  followed, 
as  the  Marquis  himself  c<jnfessed,  by  an  abun- 
dance of  extraordinary  graces.  He  was  converted, 
became  a  Religious,  and  die<l  in  the  odor  of  sanc- 
tity, a  model  of  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

«»■ 

The  Just  Man. 

The  just  man,  like  Saint  Joseph  the  foster-fa- 
ther of  Christ  upon  earth,  flourishes  in  splendor 
like  the  palm  tree,  and  raises  his  majestic  head  to 
heaven  like  the  lofty  cedar  of  Libanus.  He  has 
within  him  impulses  too  celestial  to  pemiit  him 
to  be  deceived  by  the  flowery  pR'ans  sung  to  im- 
morality, by  the  praises,  enriched  with  a  halo  of 
romance,  which  the  world  lavishes  on  pride ;  he 
has  within  him  strength  of  God  and  power  of 
grace  to  withstand  temptation,  and  though  in  the 
midst  of  where  sin  is  taught  and  iniquity  abounds, 
with  God  dwelling  in  his  bosom,  the  meek  and 
faithful  follower  of  Joseph  stands  up  a  noble  hero. 

He  knows  his  origin,  and  he  is  not  proud  ;  he 
knows  that  man  was  made  for  God,  and  he  is 
just;  he  knows  that  man  is  weakness  of  intellect 
and  will  as  to  his  immortal  soul,  dtist  and  ashes 
as  to  his  body.  Emphatic  words  are  these  writ- 
ten on  every  grave,  "dust  thou  art,  and  into  dust 
thou  shalt  return."  "  Why  is  dust  and  ashes 
proud  ?" 
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The  Power  of  the  Pater  and  Ave  Maria. 
Extract  from  an  instruct  ion  to  the  Pontifical  Zoumes. 

In  1836,  while  connected  with  the  Cfturch  of 
Saint  lloch,  I  was  for  a  longtime  engaged  in  giv- 
ing catechetical  instruction  to  the  children ;  not 
onh"^  the  ordinary  catechism,  but  what  we  called, 
and  what  is  still  called,  catechism  of  jierseverance, 
at  which  young  persons  of  both  sexes  attended 
until  their  marriage.  One  day  I  was  called  upon 
to  solemnize  the  marriage  of  one  of  these  young 
persons,  who  was  very  pious  ;  she  had  most  assid- 
uously followed  our  instructions  until  the  hour  of 
this  great  engagement ;  her  betrothed  was  a  prac- 
tical Catholic,  so  that  it  was  one  of  those  mar- 
riages which  we  can  bless  with  hope  and  conso- 
lation. 

Ordinarily  an  exhortation  is  given  on  these 
occasions ;  I  said  a  few  words  according  to  the 
custom,  and  I  still  remember  that  while  speaking 
I  had  a  distraction  ;  it  was  caused  by  a  tall  man, 
at  least  six  feet  high,  who  stood  erect  while  every 
one  else  was  seated,  looking  at  me  with  a  fixed, 
intense  gaze,  and  as  he  was  one  of  the  first  wit- 
nesses at  the  ceremony,  he  stood  scarcely  three 
steps  from  me.  This  proximity,  his  great  hight, 
his  original  manner,  and  his  fixed  look,  had,  as 
you  may  readily  understand,  attracted  my  atten- 
tion, for  a  moment,  and  then  I  cast  the  impression 
aside.  After  the  ceremony  all  retired,  and  I 
thought  all  was  finished;  far  from  it.  At  five 
o'clock  the  next  morning  my  bell  was  rung  by  the 
bridegroom,  who  came  in  great  haste  to  summon 
me  to  a  dying  man,  his  uncle,  the  same  tall  man 
who  had  so  singularly  distracted  me  the  previous 
evening.  He  was  quite  aged,  seventy-four  years 
old ;  he  had  taken  cold  at  the  wedding  ceremony, 
and  the  physician  declared  that  he  could  not  live. 
I  started  immediately,  and  as  we  went  along  the 
street  I  asked,  "  Was  .your  uncle  a  good  Chris- 
tian ?"  "  He  was  a  good  man,  but  we  fear  that 
he  has  greatly  neglected  his  religious  duties." 
"  Has  he  any  idea  of  his  dangerous  condition  ?" 
"Yes,  he  is  fully  sensible  of  it."  "Does  he  wish 
to  see  me?"  "Yes,  when  we  saw  that  he  was 
struck  by  death,  we  asked  him  if  he  would  not 
like  to  see  a  priest,  and  he  did  not  refuse.  After 
a  moment  he  said,  '  bring  me  the  one  I  heard  yes- 
terday; he  pleased  me,  and  he  will  arrange  my 
aflFairs.' " 

The  bridegroom  also  informed  me  that  his 
uncle  had  come  from  the  couutry  to  attend  his 
wedding,  and  he  was  then  at  a  hotel  in  a  ci'oss 
street.  (I  have  never  since  passed  that  hotel 
without  emotion).  We  entered,  and  I  was  left 
alone  with  him.  Before  me  lay  this  poor  old  man 
dying.  I  approached,  and  he  immediately  held 
out  his  hand.  There  was  something  very  frank 
and  noble  in  his  manner.  "  I  am  going  to  die," 
he  said,  "and  I  wish  to  do  whatever  is  done  at 
such  a  time.  I  am  seventy-four  years  old,  and  for 
sixty  years  I  have  not  been  to  confession.  At 
fourteen  I  enlisted ;  I  have  been  in  all  the  wai-s 
of  the  Revolution  and  the  Empire;  I  never 
thought  of  God  during  all  that  time,  and  I  know 
not  why.     I  now  feel  that  I  ought  not  to  leave 


the  world  before  being  reconciled  to  Him,  just  as 
if  I  had  always  known  Him."  Touched  by  his 
frankness  and  his  e.xtraordinarily  sincere  expres- 
sion, I  replied,  "  I  will  aid  you  to  know  Him,  and 
God  will  aid  us ;  such  things  are  easy  for  those 
of  an  upright,  candid  heart."  But  it  was  not  so 
very  easy  after  all,  as  you  will  readily  perceive. 
When,  by  the  assistance  of  many  questions,  I  had 
finished  his  confession  for  him,  "  Now,"  I  said, 
"  I'll  give  you  a  penance."  "  A  penance,"  he  re- 
plied, looking  intently  at  me,  "  What  is  that.  I 
have  not  the  least  idea  of  it."  And  in  truth  he 
had  not  the  first  idea  of  religion,  of  the  Sacra- 
ment of  Penance,  or  of  any  other  Sacrament.  * 
*  *  A  jjoor  dying  man,  whose  hairs  were 
bleached  by  the  snow  of  almost  four-score 
winters,  was  passing  from  earth  w'ithout  having 
a  single  idea  of  Christianity  ;  merely  an  instinct 
prompted  him  to  wish  for  a  reconciliation  with 
God  before  his  death. 

I  explained  the  meaning  of  penance,  and  said : 
"  You  suffer  very  much ;  oflfer  your  suffering  to 
our  Blessed  Lord,  and  that  will  enable  me  to  give 
you  an  easy  penance ;  you  need  only  say  the  Our 
Fatlvtr  and  the  Hail  Maryy  He  looked  at  me  for 
a  moment  with  the  most  intent  and  piercing  gaze, 
for  although  so  exhausted  by  age  and  sickness, 
he  had  a  most  extraordinary  energy  in  his  eye, 
and  then  said,  "  Our  Father,  Hail  Mary  !  What 
do  they  mean  ?  I  have  never  heard  anything 
about  them."  Yes,  this  was  the  state  which  the 
poor  miserable  man  had  reached  ;  seventy-four 
years  old,  and  he  had  forgotten  even  the  prayers 
that  infants  in  their  mother's  arms  lisp  in  child- 
ish accents.  Religion  was  utterly  obliterated 
from  this  soul !  There  remained  absolutely  noth- 
ing !  nothing !  I  cast  a  look  toward  Heaven, 
and  I  felt  that  a  miracle  was  needed  to  bring 
back  the  past,  or  to  enlighten  his  darkened  soul. 
•  "  You  ought  to  know,"  I  said,  "  that  those 
prayers  are  the  most  beautiful  in  religion.  I  will 
assist  you;  I  will  say  them  myself;  you  will  say 
them  afterward  with  me,  and  then  we  will  find 
all  you  have  lost." 

Kneeling  down  by  his  bedside,  and  holding 
his  hand  in  both  of  mine,  I  commenced.  He 
let  me  say  the  two  or  three  first  invocations  of 
the  Our  Failier,  but  when  I  said  forgive  us  our 
tresspasses  as  ice  forgive  t/iern  icho  tresspass  against 
us,  he  suddenly  pressed  my  hand,  and  as  one 
arousing  from  a  long  sleep,  he  exclaimed :  "Oh !  I 
remember  that.  Yes !  I  think  when  I  was  a  lit- 
tle boy  my  mother  taught  me  something  like  that. 
Will  you  please  commence  it  again  ?"  I  recom- 
menced, and  then,  instantaneously,  from  the  depths 
of  his  soul,  across  his  darkened  mind,  and  from 
far  away  in  his  early  childhood — across  seventy- 
four  years — i^ross  all  those  wars  and  all  those 
battle-fields  which  had  passed  over  his  life,  and 
effaced  from  his  soul  all  ideas  of  religion,  came 
back  to  this  old  soldier  the  remembrance  of  his 
mother,  and  the  prayers  she  had  taught  him  when 
he  was  a  little  boy,  and  he  commenced  unaided 
to  recall  the  words.  One  by  onp,  1  saw  them 
leave  his  soul,  as  if  they  had  all  been  engulfed 
and  were  now  rising  to  the  surface.     At  each  sen- 
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tence  he  interrupted  himself:  "  Oh !"  he  exclaimed, 
"  I  remember — Our  Fntfier  ttho  art  in  Uenteyi — yes, 
indeed,  that  is  it — /uilloiced  he  Thy  nnnie — that  is 
it  again! — I  remember  it  all  now — Thy  kingdom 
eome.  Yes,  yes,  I  rememlx;r  I  used  to  say  all  that 
—Oh !  isn't  that  prayer  beautiful !  And  when  he 
came  to  the  words  foryive  us  our  trestpasaea — Ah  !" 
he  cried,  "above  all  the  rest,  I  remember  that — 
those  are  the  words  that  brought  all  the  rest 
back  to  me ;  my  mother  used  to  make  me  say  that, 
whenever  I  did  any  thing  wrong."  And  in  this 
manner  he  finished  the  "  Our  Father,"  then  he 
asked  to  say  it  with  me,  and  learned  never  to  tire 
in  repeating  it. 

"But,"  he  exclaimed,  "is  there  not  another? 
Oh !  yes,  now  I  remember  my  mother  said  there 
was  a  Blessed  Virgin — stop — I  must  find  that 
prayer  also  I  Say  it  to  me  so  I  can  remember  all 
about  it."  And  when  I  repeated  the  ttrst  words, 
ho  interrupted  me  with  a  joyful  cry  :  "Oh  !  yes, 
that  is  it !  Hail  Mary."  And  then,  without  wait- 
ing for  me  to  take  the  lead,  he  continued,  yullof 
groM,  the  Lord  is  with  thee,"  and  all  the  words  seem- 
ed to  flow  miraculously  from  his  soul — and  with 
tears  flowing  down  his  cheeks,  he  repeated,  "Holy 
Mary,  Mother  of  Ood,  pray  for  us  poor  sinners  now 
and  at  the  hour  of  our  death." 

Behold  in  this  old  man  the  power  of  the 
prayers  which  a  pious  mother  had  taught  him  in 
his  childhood  !  Precious  germs  deposited  in  his 
soul,  and  a  long  time  buried  there — but  thank 
God,  tJiey  were  there — and  at  the  supreme  moment, 
under  a  favorable  ray  of  Divine  grace,  they  burst 
forth  to  support  him  in  his  last  hours,  and  to  open 
for  him  the  gates  of  a  happy  eternity !  He  never 
wearied  in  saying  them,  but  continued  constantly 
repeating  them. 

Finally,  seeing  that  he  was  fatigued,  I  left  him, 
promising  to  return  as  soon  as  he  had  taken  some 
repose.  And  I  did  return  very  soon,  for  I  was 
most  anxious  to  give  him  Uoly  Communion.  He 
received  the  Viaticum  with  the  most  lively  faith; 
all  had  been  revealed  to  him  with  those  two 
prayers.    I  had  nothing  more  to  teach  him. 

«»- 

Saint  Charles  Borromeo  had  the  most  lively  and 
tender  devotion  for  the  holy  Virgin.  Besides 
daily  reciting  on  his  knees  the  beads  and  office  of 
that  glorious  Virgin,  he  also  fasted  on  bread  and 
water  on  the  eves  of  our  Lady's  festivals.  Never 
was  any  one  more  exact  than  he  in  saluting  her 
when  the  bell  gave  notice  to  say  the  Angelus.  In 
his  Cathedral,  he  had  a  chapel  and  confraternity 
of  the  Rosary.  On  the  first  Sunday  in  every  month 
he  caused  a  solemn  procession  to  be  made,  in  which 
was  carried,  in  great  pomp,  a  picture  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  lie  placed  under  her  protection  all  his 
foundations;  he  ordered  that  throughout  his  en- 
tire Diocese  the  name  of  Mary,  as  often  as  it  was 
heard  pronounced,  should  be  honored  with  much 
respect ;  he  caused  to  Ixj  placed  over  the  portal  of 
every  parish  church  within  his  jurisdiction  a  pic- 
ture ofthe  Mother  of  God,  in  order  to  impress  U])on 
the  people  that  we  cannot  enter  the  temple  of 
eternal  glory  without  the  favor  of  her  whom  the 
Church  has  called  the  Gate  of  Heaven. 


We  have  just  received  a  beautiful  letter  from  the 
Very  Hev.  Cuaiu^eh  Constantinb  Pise,  D.D. 

Doubtless,  ere  long,  wo  will  Ix!  able  to  present 
the  readers  of  the  Ave  Maria  with  another  poem 
from  the  classic  pen  of  this  eminently  gifted  Di- 
vine. The  lines  we  give  below,  he  kmdly  sent 
ua,  with  the  accompanying  rcmark'that  they  were 
written  in  his  early  days.  Among  the  warm 
works  of  encouragement  which  ho  writes,  are  the 
following: 

"  With  hearty  congratulations  I  hail  your  en- 
terprise in  establishing  the  Ave  Maria,  and  trust 
that  your  most  sanguine  expectations  may  be 
realized." 


Benedicite  Omnia  Opera  Domini  Domino. 

Go,  ask  the  flow'ret  of  the  dale, 

When  in  its  bloom  arrayed. 
Who  bade  its  cup  such  sweets  exhale, 

Who  all  its  charms  displayed  ? 
Go,  ask  the  dew  that  glistens  bright 

Upon  the  scented  grass, 
Who  bids  them  drop,  like  tears  of  night, 

And  with  the  morning  pass  ? 
Go,  ask  the  brook  that  ripples  by, 

"VVhere  reeds  and  rushes  grow, 
Whose  hands  their  gentle  streams  supply, 

Who  bids  them  always  flow  f 
Gk>,  ask  the  zephyr,  as  it  sings 

Among  the  blooming  bowers, 
Who  bade  it  trim  its  vernal  wings 

And  fan  the  rising  flowers  ? 
Go,  wander  forth,  when  heaven's  blue  arch 

With  stars  is  studded  bright ; 
Who  guides  them  in  their  silent  march. 

Who  gives  them  all  their  light  ? 
The  flower,  the  zephyr,  and  the  stream, 

The  dew,  the  starry  skies. 
All  join  in  concert  to  proclaim 
Their  Author,  great  and  wise. 

•» 

We  learn  from  the  life  of  Saint  Mechtilde,  that 
while  this  great  Saint  was  one  day  reading  the 
divine  words  of  the  dying  Saviour :  "  Woman,  be- 
hold thy  Son,"  she  felt  inspired  to  ask  God  to 
grant  her  the  same  favor  that  he.bestowed  upon  St. 
John,  for  whom  these  words  were  pronounced  upon 
Calvary,  and  she  sought  Him  to  say  again  in  her 
behalf,  "Woman,  behold  thy  daughter!"  She 
had  no  sooner  uttered  the  prayer  than  it  was 
granted.  She  heard  the  adorable  Saviour  Him- 
self recommend  her  in  a  special  manner  to  the 
care  of  His  holy  Mother,  in  consideration  of  the 
blood  He  had  shed  and  the  death  He  had  suffered 
for  the  soul  of  that  virgin,  who  was  His  spouse 
in  virtue  of  the  holy  vows  she  had  made  to  Him. 
Mechtilde,  filled  with  joy  and  confidence  after 
such  a  favor,  was  encouraged  to  ask  of  our  Lord 
the  same  grace  for  those  who  should  sincerely 
pray  for  it,  and  the  divine  Saviour  graciously  re- 
plied that  He  would  never  refuse  it 

Let  us,  then,  beseech  Him  to  grant  it  to  us, 
and  let  us  pray  Him  to  give  us  to  Mary  for 
her  children,  we  ourselves  choosing  her  for  our 
Mother. 
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LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIKGIN. 
No.  1— The  Prisoner  of  War. 

[Continued.] 

CHAPTER  THE   SECOND. — THE   SUUI'KISE. 

Conrad,  Emperor  of  Germany,  would  not  wait 
for  the  Frencjj  Crusaders,  but  had  arrived  in  Asia 
before  them.  Betrayed,  however,  by  the  perfidi- 
ous and  designing  policy  of  the  Greeks,  he  had 
beheld  his  army  scattered  to  the  winds,  and  had 
only  reached  Jerusalem  with  the  greatest  difficul- 
ty. Louis,  King  of  France,  surnamed  Le  Jeune, 
or  "The  Young,"  collected  the  remnant  of  his 
troops  and  advanced  by  another  road  toward  the 
Holy  City. 

The  Moslems  were  entrenched  upon  the  steep 
banks  of  the  Meander,  and  in  their  defense  of  this 
pass  there  was  much  bloodshed.  On  arriving 
within  view  of  them,  a  Proven9al  knight  spurred 
his  foaming  steed  into  the  river.  The  enemy  as- 
sailed him  with  masses  of  rock,  arrows  and  javel- 
ins; he  mocked  their  fury,  while  his  horse,  swim- 
ming with  an  effort,  brought  him  safely  at  last  to 
the  bank. 

The  infidels  rushed  upon  him  and  opposed  a 
barrier  of  closely-serried  pikes  to  his  further  prog- 
ress. The  Crusader,  invulnerable  in  his  armor, 
flourised  his  heavy  sword,  cut  down  all  that  op- 
posed him,  and  made  a  bloody  road  for  his  war- 
horse,  which  bounded  on  ferociously,  crushing  the 
dying  and  wounded  under  his  hoofs.  The  Sara- 
cens would  not  flee ;  in  vain  the  Proven9al  rang 
upon  their  ear,  they  had  not  yet  learned  to  know 
the  Baron  de  Montier,  and  they  allowed  them- 
selves to  be  massacred  with  intrepidity. 

Following  in  the  steps  of  Berenger,  the  whole 
Christian  army  advanced.  It  was  not  a  battle — 
it  was  a  frightful  carnage,  which  raged  with  in- 
creasing fury  till  it  covered  all  the  plain.  The 
Europeans  penetrated  to  the  center  of  their  foes, 
and  the  field  was  covered  with  the  slain.  Routed 
and  dispersed,  the  Saracens  rallied  at  the  voice  of 
their  chiefs  and  arranged  themselves  again  in  line 
of  battle,  until  the  lances  and. battle-axes  of  the 
Western  warriors  put  them  to  flight  anew. 

The  Crusaders  lost  but  a  small  number  of  sol- 
diers, who  were  either  slaughtered  from  ambush, 
or  lost  in  the  fray.  But  the  Moslem  force  was  an- 
nihilated, and  •  a  century  would  not  suffice  the 
burning  wind  of  the  South  to  devour  the  multi- 
tude of  bones. 

Still,  Islamism  repaired  its  losses.  Profiting 
by  the  confidence  with  which  this  victory  had  iu- 
-  «pired  the  Franks,  the  Saracens  surprised  their  rear 
guard  and  massacred  them.  The  Christian  col- 
umns who  marched  in  front,  turned  back,  avenged 
the  death  of  their  comrades  and  changed  into  de- 
feat this  ephemeral  triumph  of  the  infidels;  but 
when  night  came,  and  the  Crusaders,  scattered 
over  the  country  in  pursuit  ot  the  vanquished,  re- 
assembled in  their  camp,  they  perceived,  to  their 
utter  confusion,  that  the  king  was  no  longer 
amongst  them. 

Louis  had,  in  fact,  allowed  himself  to  be  carried 
away  by  the  impetuosity  of  his  horse ;  when  the 
infidels  perceived  him  separated  from  his  own 
troops,  they  turned  upon  him  and  at  once  assailed 


him  on  every  side;  the  prince  returned  theirblows, 
without  losing  courage  for  a  moment,  and  was 
even  confident  of  victory,  until,  while  he  was 
spreading  death  around  him,  a  Saracen  slipped 
under  his  horse  and  plunged  his  poignard  into 
the  animal's  entrails. 

Louis  disengaged  himself  from  the  dying  body 
of  his  noble  charger,  seized  his  sword  and  jjre- 
pared  to  defend  himself  to  the  last.  A  circle  of 
iron  surrounded  him,  but  he  broke  through  it,  and 
took  refuge  beneath  a  palm  tree.  Placing  his 
back  against  the  trunk  of  the  tree,  so  that  he  need 
not  fear  an  attack  from  behind,  he  fought  man- 
fully against  the  troop  of  Saracens,  who  were  daz- 
zled by  his  golden  accoutrements,  and  who  ex- 
hausted themselves  in  the  furious  assault,  without 
being  able  either  to  wound  or  subdue  him. 

These  titanic  combats  of  a  single  man  against 
entire  armies,  would  deserve  to  Ije  ranked  among 
the  fairy  tales  which  are  at  once  the  delight  and  the 
terror  of  children,  were  it  not  that  history,  more 
marvelous  in  this  case  than  fable,  attests  their 
indubitable  truth;  however,  these  prodigious 
feats  will  not  astonish  any  one  who  has  measured 
and  weighed  the  coats  of  mail  to  be  found  in  our 
museums  of  arms ;  the  massive  cuirasses  and  the 
swords  of  that  age.  These  colossal  panoplies, 
which  would  weigh  down  our  feebleness  to  the 
earth,  must  have  been  the  armor  of  giants.  Cov- 
ered from  head  to  foot  with  plates  or  rings  of  iron, 
which  broke  in  pieces  the  fine  Moslem  sabers, 
the  vigor  of  their  arms,  and  the  effect  of  their  blows 
must  have  been  redoubled  by  the  consciousness 
that  they  were  almost  invulnerable. 

The  king  bravely  held  his  ground.  On  a  sudden 
there  appeared  in  the  distance  a  knight  who,  like 
himself,  had  lost  his  way ;  he  stopped,  and  gazed 
around  him  on  the  plain,  when  he  perceived  Louis 
defending  himself  against  the  party  of  infidels ; 
he  turned  his  horse's  head  toward  the  fray,  and 
flourishing  his  sword,  precipitated  himself  upon 
the  assailants,  shouting : 

"A  Montier  to  the  rescue!  Slay!  slay  the 
miscreants  1" 

The  Moslems,  taken  by  surprise  by  his  sudden 
arrival,  hesitated  and  made  a  movement  to  flee. 
Louis  profited  by  their  confusion,  jumped  upon 
a  horse,  made  good  his  retreat  and  gained 
the  camp,  where  Berenger  rejoined  him  on  the 
morrow. 

These  two  victories  opened  to  the  crusaders  the 
way  to  Jerusalem.  Berenger  prayed  in  the  gar- 
den of  Gethsemane,  and  in  the  church  of  the  Holy 
Sepulcher ;  performed  barefoot,  with  a  rope  about 
his  neck,  all  the  stations  of  the  Via  Dolorosa, 
and  swore,  as  he  arose  from  his  knees,  to  kill  as 
many  Saracens  as  our  Blessed  Redeemer  took  steps 
in  going  from  the  pretorium  to  Calvary. 

Louis  of  France  found  Corirad  at  Jerusalem 
They  resolved  to  besiege  Damascus,  which  was 
the  most  powerful  city  of  the  Moslems.  The  en- 
trenchments were  made  without  difficulty.  The 
Caliph  had  assembled  the  flower  of  his  army 
within  the  walls,  but  still  he  could  not  contem- 
plate the  future  without  anxiety^  The  besieging 
force  in  a  short  time  had  prepared  their  engines 


of  war ;  they  made,  almost  daily,  terrible  assaalts 
upon  the  city,  and  appeared  several  times  on  the 
very  point  of  entering. 

"NVhile  the  Christian  camp  waS  plunged  in  sleep 
one  night,  after  a  lttl>orious  day's  strife,  the  Sara- 
cens made  a  quiet  descent  upon  them.  A  pro- 
found midnight  darkness  veiled  their  approach. 
They  surprised  the  sentinels  and  cut  their  throats, 
and  penetnited  to  the  very  tents  of  the  soldiers. 
It  was  the  side  upon  which  the  Proven^aux  were 
encamped.  Bercuger,  e.xhausted  by  the  fatigues 
of  the  previous  day,  was  sleeping  heavily;  but 
one  of  his  soldiers,  who  had  been  wounded  in  the 
side,  was  lying  awake  in  his  bed,  a  prey  to  fever, 
he  heard  the  infidels,  and  gave  the  alarm. 

Montier  sprang  from  his  couch,  seized  his  armor, 
put  it  on  in  haste,  and  rushed  from  his  tent. 
Already  a  party  of  Crusaders,  panic-stricken,  are 
flying  in  disorder;  already  the  infidels  begin  to 
apply  their  incendiary  torches.  The  cries  of  the 
wounded  arid  dying  increase  the  horrors  of  the 
panic. 

After  having  listened  an  instant  to  this  tumult, 
Berenger  comprehended  the  danger,  and  rushed 
to  stop  the  way  of  the  Saracen  host,  crying,  in  his 
resounding  tones :  "  Provence  to  arms !  The  ene- 
my is  upon  us !" 

His  well-known  voice  arrested  the  fugitives. 
The  Crusaders  regained  courage,  and  facing  the 
enemy,  followed  their  indomitable  leader.  And 
then  followed  a  terrible  conflict  in  the  dark,  a 
mere  handful  of  Crusaders  trying  to  repel  that 
vast  invading  force,  already  flushed  with  their 
early  success. 

There  is  always  a  tragic  hafmony  in  the  mor- 
tal shock  of  anns.  When  the  sun  shines  upon  a 
battle-field,  and  his  beams  are  reflected  from  the 
flashing  rapiers,  and  burnished  shields ;  when  the 
soldier  can  behold  his  enemy  faoQ  to  face,  and 
follow  with  his  eyes  the  murderous  movements  of 
his  ami ;  when  adversaries  poignard  each  other 
locked  in  deadly  embrace;  when  brothers  fall  be- 
fore the  face  of  brothers  who  are  unable  to  defend 
them ;  then  the  scene  is  terrible,  and  neither  the 
excitement  of  the  strife  nor  the  ardor  of  victory 
can  diminish  its  horror.  But  how  much  more 
frightful  is  war  when  carried  on  in  the  darkness 
of  night,  when  the  combatants  strike  at  hazard, 
and  kdow  not  where  their  blows  may  fall. 

The  Proven^aux,  surrounded  by  Saracens,  re- 
sisted the  aggressors  with  heroic  intrepidity. 
Rallying  around  the  Baron  de  Montier,  they 
made  an  onslaught  which  their  assailants  could 
not  withstand.  The  infidels  recoiled  from  the 
shock  like  some  vast  projectile  hurled  from  a  cat- 
apult with  irresistable  violence,  leaving  the  ground 
strewn  with  corpses  as  they  fled.  But  receiving  a 
continual  increase  of  numbers  from  without,  they 
returned  repeatedly  to  the  strife. 

From  time  to  time  an  arrow  or  the  point  of  a 
lance  thrown  at  hazard  would  find  some  weak 
spot  in  the  Christian  armor,  and  pierce  the  flesh 
of  a  warrior.  Some  of  the  Crusaders  tottered  and 
fell  to  the  earth,  when  the  infidels  vAld  butcher 
them  without  mercy.  The  Christians  were  now 
becoming  weary,  and  the  wounds  they  inflicted 


less  deep.  They  suflfered  an  exhausting  perspira- 
tion, while  a  burning  thirst  consumed  their  bow- 
els. The  Saracens,  on  the  contrary,  appeared  to 
gain  vigor  as  they  saw  the  strength  of  their  oppo- 
nents diminish.  Their  number  had  now  increa.sed 
so  much,  that  it  seemed  as  though  their  whole 
army  had  united  to  overwhelm  the  Proven9aux, 
and  to  subdue  them  by  fatigue. 

Berenger  had  expected  that  the  Franks,  after 
having  freed  their  own  camp  from  the  enemy, 
would  come  to  the  assistance  of  the  Proven9aux. 
He  now  began  to  hear  loud  acclamations  from  be- 
hind. He  stopped,  and  covering  himself  with  his 
shield,  took  breath,  and  rested  for  a  moment. 

Just  then,  the  noise  becoming  greater,  and  the 
party  from  behind  coming  up  nearer,  he  could 
di.stinguish  the  voice  of  Christians  shouting : 

"  On !  on !  Drive  them  out !  The  battle  is 
won  !" 

Montier  could  not  contain  himself  any  longer. 
He  lifted  his  mace  and  struck  right  and  left, 
without  knowing  whether  his  companions  were 
following  or  not ;  ho  strode  forward  into  the 
midst  of  the  flying  horde  of  Saracens,  which  was 
pouring  down  the  way.  The  sun  had  not  yet 
risen ;  he  knew  not  where  he  was  going ;  he 
rushed  on  and  entered  the  gates  of  the  city  with 
the  fugitives. 

He  discovered  at  last  where  he  was  By  the 
lights  in  the  windows,  and  he  ran  through  the 
streets  exclaiming : 

"  The  city  is  ours ;  pillage !  slay — no  mercy !" 

The  Saracens,  terror-stricken,  precipitately 
closed  the  gates,  leaving  outside  half  of  their 
comrades,  whom  the  Crusaders  massacred,  with- 
out their  friends  daring  to  save  them  by  letting 
them  in. 

But  Berenger  was  accompanied  by  only  three 
esquires.  When  the  Saracens,  recovering  from 
their  fright,  perceived  that  they  were  the  only 
enemies  they  had  to  fight,  they  took  courage,  and 
attacked  them  with  fury. 

The  Christians  set  their  backs  against  the  wall 
of  a  palace,  and  immovable,  put  their  assilants 
at  defiance.  Already  the  heap  of  slain  formed  a 
bleeding  rampart  around  them.  It  b  not  possible 
to  say  what  might  have  been  the  issue  of  this  des- 
perate struggle.  But  the  occupants  of  the  palace 
cast  stones  and  heavy  pieces  of  furniture  from 
above  upwn  their  heads.  Two  of  Montier's  com- 
panions fell  in  their  turn  uixjn  the  heap  of  corpses 
that  they  had  made,  and  finally  the  hero  himself 
began  to  totter,  and  at  last  fell  to  the  ground, 
stunned,  and  vomiting  gore,    [to  be  cpimiarKD.] 


There  is  in  the  heart  of  every  human'  being, 
whether  bom  a  beggar  in  some  lowly  hut,  or 
springing  into  life  l)eneath  a  regal  palace,  a  heaven- 
bom  principle  which  prompts  him  to  admire  that 
which  ismeritorious  and  just,  a  noble  and  Christian 
feeling  that  incites  him  to  emulate  whatever  is  com- 
mendable, honorable  and  good.  Generous  attempts 
to  attain  worthy  objects  should  never  be  aban- 
doned, though  failure  stare  us  in  the  face  a  thou- 
sand times  ;  we  should  never  l>e  discouraged  and 
despair  of  final  success. 
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AVE    MARIA, 


Ave  Maria  from  Protestant  Lips ; 

OB,   MYSTICMi   ROSES   FROM  FOREIGN  GARDEK8. 

The  following  beautiful  verses  are  from  an  En- 
glish poet,  Cowley,  who  seems  to  have  been  one 
of  those  whose  sense  of  beauty  and  noble  feel- 
ing lead  them  to  the  Church,  though  unhappily 
they  fail  of  grace  to  enter  it.  His  words  may 
be  regarded  as  an  involuntary  homage  to  Cath- 
olic truth  : 

"  Fair  angels  passed  by  next  in  seemly  bands, 
All  gilt  with  gilded  baskets  in  their  hands. 
Some  as  they  went  the  blue-eyed  violet  strew, 
Some  spotless  lilies  in  loose  order  threw. 
Some  did  the  way  with  full-blown  roses  spread, 
Their  smell  divine  and  color  strangely  red, 
Not  such  as  our  dull  gardens  proudly  wear. 
Whom  weathers  taint  and  winds  rude  kisses  tear. 
Such,  I  believe,  was  the  first  rose's  hue. 
Which  at  God's  word  in  beauteous  Eden  grew, 
Queen  of  the  flowers  which  made  that  orchard  gay. 
The  morning  blushes  of  the  spring's  new  day. 
With  sober  face  a  heavenly  maid  walks  in, 
Her  looks  all  fair,  no  sign  of  native  sin 
Through  her  whole  body  writ ;  immoderate  grace 
Spoke  things  far  more  than  human  in  her  face. 
It  cast  a  dusky  gloom  o'er  all  the  flowers, 
And  with  full  beams  their  mingled  light  devours. 
An  angel  straight  broke  from  the  shining  cloud, 
And  prest  his  wings  and  with  much  reverence 

bow'd. 
Again  he  bow'd  and  grave  approach  he  made, 
And  thus  his  sacred  message  sweetly  said : 
'  Hail,  full  of  grace !  thee  the  whole  world  shall 

call 
Above  all  blest ;  thee  who  shall  bless  them  all. 
The  virgin  womb  in  wondrous  sort  shall  shroud 
Jesus  the  God,'  (and  then  again  he  bow'd). 
'Conception  the  great  Spirit  shall  breathe  on  thee. 
Hail  thou  who  must  God's  Spouse,  God's  Mother 

be!' 
With  that  his  seeming  form  to  Heaven  he  rear'd. 
She  low  obeisance  made,  and  disappear'd." 

w» 

Ora  Pro  Me. 

Ave  Maria/  bright  and  pure, 
Hear,  O  hear  me  when  1  pray ! 
Pains  and  pleasures  try  the  pilgrim 
On  his  long  and  dreary  way, 
Tears  and  perils  are  around  me — 

Ora  pro  me. 
Mary,  see,  my  heart  is  burdened ; 
Take,  O  take  the  weight  away. 
Or  help  me,  that  I  may  not  murmur 
If  it  is  a  cross  you  lay 
On  my  weak  and  trembling  heart — but 

Ora  pro  me. 
Mary,  Mary,  Queen  of  Heaven ! 
Teach,  O  teach  me  to  obey; 
Lead  me  on  through  fierce  temptations 
Stand  and  meet  me  in  the  way; — 
When  I  fail  and  faint,  my  Mother, 

Ora  pro  me. 
When  my  eyes  are  slowly  closing, 
And  I  fade  from  earth  away, 


And  when  death,  the  stern  destroyer, 
Claims  my  body  as  his  prey,. — 
Claim  my  soul,  and  then,  sweet  Mary, 
Ora  pro  me. 

THE  VIEGIN  AND  THE  PKIESTi 
Or,  The  New  Month  of  Mary. 

CHAPTER  n. 

THE  NAME  OP  MART  AND  THE  NAME  OF  THE 

PRIEST. 

Philosophy  does  not  permit  us  to  ignore  the 
importance  of  names  in  the  human  language ;  it 
is  by  means  of  names,  in  fact,  that  the  first  and 
clearest  notion  of  j^ersons  and  things  reaches  our 
perceptions.  Therefore  Tertullian,  ridiculing  the 
Pagans  because  they  had  given  to  men  the  name 
of  God,  accuses  them  of  wanting  logic,  and  de- 
parting from  the  rules  defined  by  good  sense; 
for,  said  he  to  them,  it  would  have  been  necessary 
for  the  name  to  coincide  with  the  quality,  in  or- 
der that  the  name  appropriate  to  the  divinity 
could  be  given  to  artificial  gods,  (debebat),  quali- 
tatis  inter  illas  esse  consortem,  ut  jure  consistat 
collegium  nominis  communione  suhdaMim,  (Lib.  1, 
adv.  Marc,  1).  The  name,  in  fact,  does  not  con- 
stitute the  nature  of  things ;  it  declares  only  the 
nature  in  which  tilings  are  constituted. 

This  logic,  which  consists  in  giving  to  persons 
and  to  things  names  expressing  their  proper  in- 
dividuality, is  especially  the  merit  of  Shemitic 
languages,  and  in  particular  the  languages  of 
which  God  avails  Himself  in  order  to  communi- 
cate His  thoughts  and  will.  Wherefore,  in  the 
Hebrew  language  the  history  of  certain  persons 
is  entirely  in  theif  names,  as  we  may  judge  by  the 
names  of  the  patriarchs  Abraham,  Isaac,  Jacob, 
Moses,  and  that  forever-adorable  name  of  Jesus. 

Now,  such  is  the  character  of  the  august  name 
of  Mary,  that  to  pronounce  it  is  sufiicient  to  em- 
brace in  one  view  all  the  phases  of  her  glorious 
destiny.  "This  name,"  says  Richard  of  Saint 
Lawrence,  "  has  been  given  to  her  expressly  by 
the  Holy  Trinity,  and,  as  that  of  Jesus,  it  has  the 
privilege  of  making  every  knee  bend,  in  Heaven, 
on  earth  and  in  hell."     {De  Laud.  Mar.,  lib.  5). 

In  so  far  as  it  determines  the  august  creature 
destined  to  give  birth  to  the  Saviour  of  the  world, 
this  name  is  the  summary  of  the  beauty,  the  grace, 
the  treasures  of  divine  wisdom,  and  eclipses  by  its 
splendor  the  most  illustrious  names  that  man  can 
give.  But  Christian  philology  finds  other  sig- 
nifications of  it  which  express  certain  particular- 
ities of  her  mission  here  upon  earth,  and  of  her 
supernatural  action  in  souls,  and  it  is  in  these  sig- 
nifications that  the  analogy  which  exists  between 
the  name  of  the  Priest  and  that  of  Mary  especially 
shines  forth.  Thus  the  name  of  Mary  signifies  at 
the  same  time  illuminator  and  illuminated.  Al- 
ready some  prophets  had  saluted  her  as  a  brilliant 
aurora.  The  aurora  precedes  the  sun,  it  seems  to 
produce  it,  it  causes  it  to  rise  up  from  its  lumin- 
ous bosom,  and  yet  it  is  by  the  sun  that  it  exists, 
it  is  from  the  sun  that  it  receives  the  magnificence 
of  its  blaziig  sheaves  and  beams.  Even  so,  the 
mystic  aurora,  Mary,  exists  by  the  Sun  of  Justice ; 
from  Him  she  receives  her  raiment  of  glory  and 
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her  trannplcnclcnt  brightness,  but  at  the  snDictimc 
she  announces  Hun,  hTio  brines  II im  forth,  and  in- 
undates thus  by  His  divine  light  the  physical  as 
well  as  the  mural  world,  illuminator  and  illuini- 
naied. 

Her  proximity  to  Christ,  the  source  of  this  re- 
ceived light,  was  at  once  the  principle  of  the  light 
that  her  name  diffused  in  souls.  Khe  was,  then, 
as  a  mirror  on  which  the  sun  darted  his  rays  in 
order  to  illuminate  by  reverberation  all  those  who 
would  i^lace  themselves  in  the  angle  of  its  focus. 
Now,  without  any  doubt,  the  first  who  approached 
this  luminous  focus,  who  surrounded  this  Teacher, 
in  order  to  receive  from  Him  His  sublime  and 
sacred  instructions,  were  the  faithful  Apostles  of 
tlie  nascent  Church.  This  tradition,  constant  in 
the  Church,  can  be  read  on  a  picture  drawn  upon 
the  walls  of  the  Catacombs  of  Rome.  The  imper- 
fection of  the  painter's  brush  only  shows  off  better 
the  grandeur  of  the  religious  idea.  The  scene 
represents  the  assembly  of  the  Ajxjstles  in  the 
ccpnaculum,  presided  over  by  Mary,  at  the  mo- 
ment when  the  Holy  Ghost,  promised  by  the  Sa- 
viour, descends  upon  them.  The  first  sheaf  of 
fire  apjxjars  over  the  head  of  the  Virgin,  then  from 
this  sheaf  are  detached  rays  in  the  form  of  tongues 
which  immediately  are  placed  over  the  head  of 
every  member  of  the  assembly.  Striking  symbol 
of  the  double  quality  of  illuminated  and  illumin- 
ator signified  by  the  name  of  Mary,  of  the  mis- 
sion which  she  lulfiUed  during  her  terrestrial  ex- 
istence, and  which  she  continues  through  centu- 
ries from  the  beginning  of  her  reign  in  Heaven. 

Therefore,  Saint  Ansclm,  asking  himself  the 
motive  cause  of  her  long  sojourn  at  Jemsalcra 
after  the  death  of  her  Sou,  daringly  aflimis  that 
it  was  in  order  to  be  "  the  instructress  of  the 
Apostlea"  {De  ExcelL  Virg.  Cap).  And  Saint 
Ambrose  admits  that  Saint  John,  whose  Gospel 
is  superior  to  any  of  the  three  others  by  the  eleva- 
tion and  particularly  of  details,  was  directed  in 
many  things  by  JIary.  "  I  do  not  wonder,"  says 
he  "that  Saint  John  has  spoken  more  admirably 
concerning  divine  mysteries;  he  was  near  the 
Court  0/  me  celestial  Sacraments.'*  It  is  thus  that 
he  calls  her  who  had  lodged  in  her  chaste  bosom 
the  King  of  kings,  the  Holy  and  the  Sanctifier 
par  excellence.  Never  has  there  been  a  court  so 
noble  or  so  brilliant.  It  was  the  court  of  Heaven 
inclosed  in  a  human  heart,  that  is  to  say,  the  su- 
pretoe  wisdom,  the  supreme  science,  the  most  sub- 
lime theology,  the  dogma  itself  in  all  its  clear- 
ness. The  Gospel  seems  to  give  confirmation  to 
this  traditional  opinion  that  the  Holy  Fathers 
have  embraced  with  so  much  ardor  concerning 
the  blessed  Virgin ;  for  it  says  that  Mary  treasured 
in  her  heart  all  that  had  been  done  by  the  Sa- 
Tiour  or  for  his  sake,  Maria  autem  consenabat 
omnia  verba  hoc,  conferens  in  eorde  suo.  (S.  Luc, 
chap.  8,  v,  19).  Without  doubt  she  retained  His 
deeds  and  words,  because  she  delighted  in  remem- 
bering them,  but  also  in  order  to  communicate 
them  to  the  Apostles,  to  the  Church  universal  and 
convince  our  intelligences  by  her  powerful  testi- 
mony. 

If  now  we  turn  our  eyes  to  the  Priest,  if  we  re- 


meml)er  that  he  bears  in  his  character  "the  sum 
of  all  the  blessings  that  hunuinity  can  reach ; 
S<tccr(Jotvm  est  »umma  boiiorum  omnium  qua  in 
liomihibm  cotmuAuTd"  (Saint  Ignatius  of  Smyrna)  : 
if  we  think,  with  Saint  Prosper,  that  he  is  the 
honor  of  the  Church,  for  it  is  tlirough  him  that 
the  Church  shines  the  most ;  that  he  is  the  gate 
of  the  Eternal  City,  causing  all  those  to  pass  to 
Christ  who  believe  in  him  *  *  ♦  and  that  fi- 
nally he  exercises  the  functions  of  steward  of  the 
royal  mansion,  we  shall  be  comiKiUed  to  acknowl- 
edge that  the  name  which  designates  and  deter- 
mines him,  sums  up,  as  the  name  of  Mary,  all  the 
treasures  of  divine  grace,  and  wisdom,  and  effaces 
by  its  effulgence  all  that  is  gorgeous  and  illustri- 
ous here  upon  earth.  But  his  similitude  with  the 
august  Mother  of  God  does  not  Ijreak  off  here. 
The  Priest  also  justifies  this  double  quality  of  the 
Virgin  figured  by  her  name,  illuminator  and  illu- 
miiuiteJ.  He  is  illumined  by  the  eternal  science, 
and  his  lips,  says  the  prophet  Malachi,  shall  be 
the  faithful  guardians  of  this  luminous  science  in 
order  to  transmit  and  to  spread  it  around  him ; 
labia  sacerdotis  cudoclient  scientiam  et  legem  requi- 
rent  ex  ore  ejus.  (Malch.,  2,  v.  7).  "  The  lips  of 
the  priest  shall  keep  knowledge ;  and  they  shall 
seek  the  law  at  his  mouth." 

The  lights  which  the  Apostles  received  from 
the  Holy  Ghost  through  Mary,  the  Priests  also  re- 
ceive through  Mary,  from  the  Church  which  is  in 
incessant  communication  with  the  same  spirit  of 
science  and  of  truth.  They  receive  them  from  the 
first  order,  gradually,  insensibly,  until  the  priest- 
hood, completing  in  their  soul  the  work  of  grace, 
fills  them  with  Divine  light,  and  concenters  in 
them  the  resplendent  beauty  of  the  doctrines 
taught  to  the  world  by  revelation,  illuminated. 
Alter  the  absorption  of  the  light  there  is  its  re- 
flection ;  quiti  luci  (ulhceserunt,  lux  esse  meruerunt. 
(Saint  Chrys.,  in  Epist.  ad  Phihm).  It  is  reflected 
from  the  Priest,  in  sheaves  and  in  sparks,  in  order 
to  give  light  to  the  multitude  seated  in  the 
shadow  of  death.  "  They  shall  shine,  says  the 
prophet  Daniel,  as  the  brightness  of  the  firma- 
ment, and  they  that  instruct  many  to  justice,  as 
stars  for  all  eternity."  (Daniel  13,  v.  3).  And 
John  Chrysostom  adds :  Intuere  astra  et  illorum 
sjjlendorem  obslujH-sce.     (Homil.  de  S.  And). 

The  Priest  is,  then,  a  light-ship  of  humanity, 
the  illuminator  of  souls,  illtimiruitor.  The  Sa- 
viour promoted  the  realization  of  that  which  the 
prophet  announced.  One  day,  in  fact,  addressing 
the  Apostles,  and  in  their  person  all  Priests,  he 
said  to  them :  Vos  etAis  lur  mundi.  You  are  the 
light  of  the  world.  *  ♦  *  Go  then  and  teach 
all  nations,  euntes  tlocete  omnea  gentes,  that  it  is  to 
say,  since  you  are  light,  it  is  not  fitting  that  you 
remain  under  the  bushel  for  light  does  not  light 
itself,  but  that  you  ascend  the  candelabrum  in 
order  to  spread  your  rays  afar  off  and  dispel  dark- 
ness. And  ever  since  that  moment  the  sacerdotal 
light  displays  itself  like  the  sparkling  waves  of 
the  aurora.  It  never  dazzles,  for  it  is  as  serene  as 
the  visage  of  Mary ;  but  it  never  vacillates,  for  it 
is  sure  as  God  the  Father,  who  is  the  source  of  it ; 
it  is  true  as  the  Word,  which  is  the  sole  object  of 
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it ;  it  is  vivifying  as  the  Spirit  of  Grace,  which 
vivifies  it;  it  is  this  ampleness,  this  immobility, 
this  infallibility  of  the  sacerdotal  light  which 
renders  his  science  the  queen  of  sciences,  the  most 
beautiful,  the  most  profound,  the  only  one  which 
satisfies  in  man  his  immense  desire  for  research, 
his  insatiable  thirst  for  knowledge.  Apart  from 
this  light,  chaos  reigns.  Philosophy,  blinded  by 
its  pride,  gropes  in  the  night  of  the  various  sys- 
tems, and  whether  it  deceives  or  simply  loses  its 
way  in  its  own  labyrinths,  it  makes  humanity 
the  dupe  of  its  errors  or  its  illusions,  while  the 
j)riest,  even  the  most  humble  among  all  Priests, 
similar  to  a  lighthouse  placed  on  the  seashore  of 
life,  will  throw  light  afar  off  on  the  tenebrous 
surges,  and  will  never  be  mistaken  in  the  choice 
of  the  way  leading  to  the  port;  illuminator. 
Under  this  view,  the  Priest  realizes  the  second 
signification  of  the  name  of  Mary,  which  is  "  Star 
of  the  Sea,  Stella  Maris.''''  Saint  Bernard  indi- 
cates it  in  the  terms:  Nomen  Virginis  Maria, 
quod  interpretatum  Maris  Stella  dicitur,  ipsa  est 
prcEclara  et  eximia  stella  svper  hoc  mare  magnum  et 
spatiosum  sublevata,  micans  meritis,  illustrans  ex- 
emplis.  That  the  world  is  an  ocean  full  of  tem- 
pests and  abounding  in  shipwrecks,  is  an  experi- 
mental truth  which  obtrudes  itself  on  our  belief 
by  the  noise  of  the  falls  that  we  can  hear  every 
day,  and  by  the  frightful  traces  that  these  falls 
produce  in  the  Church.  But  why  these  daily 
disasters  ?  Because  the  people  shut  their  eyes  to 
the  light  of  the  priest,  to  the  light  of  his  science, 
of  his  word,  of  his  council.  They  turn  away 
from  him  in  order  to  attach  themselves  to  vain 
things,  and  they  come  in  collision  with  every 
reef.  Darkness  will  not  flee  from  the  earth  and 
happiness  will  not  return  to  it  until  it  responds 
to  this  appeal  of  Saint  Bernard.  In  the  name  of 
Mary  and  of  the  priest,  0  tu  quis  intelligis,  te  in 
hujus  soe^uli  projluvio  magis  inter  frocellas  et  tem- 
jyestates  Jluctuare,  quam  per  terram  ambulare,  ne 
avertas  oculos  afulgore  hvjus  sideris  si  nan  vis  obrui 
procellis,  respice  stdlam,  mca  Mariam.  The  name 
of  Mary  also  signifies  myrrh,  myrrha.  Myrrh  is  a 
resinous  and  oderiferous  substance  which  pre- 
serves from  corruption.  Accordingly  the  Orientals 
used  it  to  embalm  their  dead,  and  as  an  emblem 
of  sepulture. 

Mary,  in  becoming  the  natural  Mother  of 
Jesus  Christ  and  the  adoptive  Mother  of  men, 
becomes,  in  truth,  the  myrrh  of  humanity,  that 
is  to  say,  the  element  incorruptible  and  at  the 
same  time  the  principle  of  incorruptibility.  Her 
name  invoked  will  be  the  infallible  antidote 
against  the  venomous  bites  of  the  infernal  ser- 
pent ;  at  hearing  it,  the  demon  flees,  temptation 
loses  its  power,  and  the  human  heart,  about  to 
fall  into  dissolution,  raises  itself  up  full  of  youth 
and  strength,  renovabitur  ut  aquilcB  jumntus  tua. 
(Ps.  102,  V,  5).  "  Thy  youth  shall  be  renewed  like 
the  eagle's." 

A  name  analogous  and  possessing  the  same  prop- 
erties has  been  given  also  the  Priest  by  the  Sa- 
viour. Vos  estis  sal  terrce,  said  He  to  them :  "  You 
are  the  salt  olF  the  earth ;"  in  other  words,  the  ele- 
ment preservative  from  the  corruption  of  sin.   To 


deliver  man  from  the  corruption  of  sin  is  the  char- 
acteristic of  the  power  of  Jesus  Christ :  liberare 
quippe  a  jtutredine  peccatorum,  Christi  virtutis  est. 
(Homil.  Chrys.  15,  in  Matt.)  But  to  prevent  its 
return  is  the  province  of  the  Priest,  of  his  cares 
and  of  his  labors :  Ut  autem  ad  ilia  iterum  nan  rev- 
ertantur,  apostolornm  cur(e  est  et  lahoris.  (Ibid.) 
The  salt  of  which  Jesus  Christ  speaks  is,  then, 
purity,  zeal,  charity,  and  if  this  is  wanting  what 
will  prevent  the  earth  from  becoming  corrupted 
and  growing  mouldy  V  Quod  si  sal  evannerit  in 
quo  salietur  ?  In  tine,  the  name  of  Mary  signifies 
"a  bitter  sea," — amaruin  mare,  because  the  Lord, 
wishing  to  make  the  august  Virgin  the  Queen  of 
Martyrs,  collected  in  her  bosom  the  most  poig- 
nant bitterness,  in  making  her  a  witness  of  His 
suffering  and  death,  and  in  exhibiting  to  her  view, 
through  centuries,  the  abuse  that  men  would  make 
of  the  Redemption. 

Is  not  the  heart  of  the  good  Priest  also  very 
often  an  ocean  of  bitterness  when  lie  thinks  of 
the  rejection  of  grace,  of  the  blasphemies,  of  all 
the  vices  that  reign  upon  earth,  in  seeing  his  min- 
istration seized  with  sterility  by  the  proselytism 
of  evil,  in  seeing  his  name  devoted  to  the  anathe- 
mas of  impiety  ?  But  if  Providence  permits  that 
he  partakes  of  the  dolors  of  Mary,  it  also  wills  that 
he  partake  of  her  unalterable  joy.  At  the  side  of 
vice,  there  is  virtue;  at  the  side  of  those  who 
hate  him,  there  are  those  who  love  him ;  and  for 
these  last  his  name,  like  that  of  the  Virgin,  is 
blessed,  praised,  loved,  oleum  effusum  tuum,  (Cant. 
1,  V.  3).  It  diffuses  itself  through  their  souls  as  an 
odoriferous  oil  which  sanctifies  and  exhilarates. 
[to  be  continued.] 

Happy  Death. 

Saint  Bernadine  of  Sienna  relates  that  a  pi- 
ous gentleman,  whose  heart  was  full  of  love  for 
Jesus  Christ,  resolved  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
sacred  places  in  the  Holy  Land.  After  visiting  Naz- 
areth, Betliehem  and  Bethany,  he  repaired  to  the 
Garden  of  Olives,  where  his  heart  was  pierced 
with  sorrow  as  he  represented  to  himself  his  dear- 
Lord's  sweat  of  blood  and  bitter  Agony.  Follow- 
ing the  traces  of  the  way  of  the  cross,  he  seemed 
to  see  Him  dragged  through  the  streets  of  Jeru- 
salem, buffeted,  spit  upon,  scourged,  crowned  with 
thorns  and  condemned  to  death.  On  Mount  Cal- 
vary he  recalled  the  cross  lying  on  the  ground, 
and  our  Lord's  sacred  body  extended  upon  it, 
while  sharp  nails  pierced  His  tender  hands  and 
feet,  fastening  them  to  that  rough  wood.  Then 
the  instrument  of  torture  raised  in  the  air,  while 
the  blood,  gushing  from  those  adorable  wounds, 
fell  upon  His  Holy  Mother,  who,  broken-hearted, 
stood  at  the  foot  of  the  cross.  He  heard  the  con- 
soling words  of  his  crucified  Lord ;  and  while  his 
Own  heart  seemed  bursting  with  grief  and  lov*  at 
the  sight,  there  passed  before  his  eyes  the  death, 
the  stroke  of  the  lance,  the  opening  of  the 
wound  in  the  divine  side,  the  descent  from  the 
cross  when  the  body  was  placed  in  the  anns  of 
the  most  affectionate  Mother.  Then,  with  tears 
flowing  like  rain,  he  followed  the  traces  of  that 
mournful  procession  to  the  Sepulcher.     There  he 


entered,  placing  his  heart  by  the  side  of  his  dead 
Saviour.  Tlieii  rising  with  Him,  he  journeyed  to 
Emmaus,  reviewing  in  mind  all  that  piussed  be- 
tween the  Lord  and  His  two  disciples.  Finally, 
returning  to  Mount  Olivet,  he  lingered  with  love 
around  the  vestiges  of  his  Saviour's  last  steps 
upon  earth.  Falling  on  the  ground,  ho  kissed  a 
thousand  and  a  thoustind  times  those  loved  traces. 
Then  raising  his  hands  anil  eyes  to  heaven,  he  ex- 
claimed :  "O  Jesus,  sweet  Jesus,  where  else  can 
I  seek  Thy  traces  on  earth  ?  ()  Je.sus,  my  love ; 
permit  this  poor  heart  now  to  follow  Thee  and 
rest  near  Thee  on  high !" 

At  tliese  words  his  attendant**,  seeing  him  fall 
prostrate  on  the  earth,  ran  to  him,  but  their  ser- 
vices were  useless.  Life  had  fled.  They  ran  in 
haste  to  find  a  doctor,  who,  anxious  to  a.scertain 
the  cause  of  Po  sudden  a  death,  made  a  most  care- 
ful examination  of  the  body,  and  carefully  ques- 
tioned his  attendants  on  his  general  dispositions 
and  habits.  They  answered  that  he  was  most 
amiable,  gentle,  and  characterized  by  an  ardent 
love  for  God;  "  Then,"  replied  the  physician,  "his 
heart  has  broken  with  excess  of  love."  In  order 
to  decide  whether  his  opinion  was  correct,  the 
body  was  dissected,  and  this  brave  heart  was 
found  oi>en,  with  the  sacred  words  Jesus,  my  love, 
engraven  upon  it.  What  a  happy  death,  and 
what  a  glorious  ascension  must  have  followed  it ! 
If  such  can  be  the  effect  of  the  love  of  God  in 
hearts  that  never  saw  Jesus  in  Ilis  adorable  hu- 
manity, what  must  have  been  the  love  that  Mary's 
heart  felt  for  her  Son  and  her  God,  in  whose  visi- 
ble presence  she  dwelt  three  and  thirty  years,  and 
then  followed  Him  through  all  the  reality  of  that 
dread  agony ! 

Deyotion  of  Mozart  and  Hayden  to  the  Eosary, 

Ilayden  and  Mozart  were  sincere  Christians. 
In  their  lives  as  well  as  in  their  music,  we  find 
that  order,  nobility,  sweetness,  and  purity  which 
characterize  true  religious  musia  The  great  Hay- 
den did  not  fear  to  declare  that  he  considered  the 
Rosary  as  the  principal  secret  of  his  serene  and 
happy  inspiration.  When  he  felt  cold,  or  retard- 
ed by  insurmountable  difficulties,  he  arose  from 
the  piano  and  recited  his  beads,  and  received 
through  his  prayers  the  gift  which  he  wished  to 
present  to  God.  At  the  commencement  of  all  his 
compositions  he  wrote,  In  nomine  Domini,  and  at 
at  the  end  of  each,  Iaius  Deo. 

Mozart,  the  Raphael  of  music,  from  his  child- 
hood until  his  death,  wonderful  in  his  incompara- 
ble c/ufnd'aucre ; — ^ftlozart,  bearing  the  triple  l)ur- 
den  of  humiliations,  poverty  and  genius,  at  Sals- 
bourg  under  the  servitude  of  a  tyrannical  patron, 
at  Paris  ui  the  8<^iety  of  Grimm,  at  Vienna  amid 
the  seductions  of  brilliant  success,  ceased  not  for 
a  moment,  amid  his  joys  and  sorrows,  to  be  an 
humble  and  fervent  Catholiq.  He  prayed,  re- 
ceived the  Sacraments  and  said  his  Iwads.  After 
his  greatest  triumphs  at  the  o))era,  he  invariably 
recited  his  beads  in  thanksgiving  for  his  success. 
As  an  evidence  of  his  adnurable  religious  senti- 
ments, we  extract  the  following  letter  to  his  fath- 


er, from  his  correspondence  published  by  the  Abbe 
Goschel : 

"As  death,  after  all,  is  but  the  end  of  this  life, 
I  have  for  many  years  been  .so  familiar  with  this 
true  friend  of  man,  that  fur  from  finding  any  thing 
sad  or  appalling  in  the  thought,  to  me  tiicre  is  noth- 
ing sweeter  or  more  consoling.  I  thank  God  for 
having  granted  me  the  grace  of  recognizing  death 
a.s.the  key  of  our  true  beatitude.  1  never  retire 
at  night  without  thinking  that  as  young  as  I  am, 
I  may  never  see  the  coming  day.  And  neverthe- 
less, not  one  of  my  friends  can  say,  there  is  any 
thing  sad  or  mournful  about  me.  I  return  thanks 
to  my  Creator  every  day  for  this  happiness,  and  I 
wish  that  all  mankind  could  enjoy  it  as  I  do." 

The  coming  day  which  Mozart  awaited  with 
such  manly  courage,  was  not  long  delayed,  and  it 
found  him  as  grand  and  noble  in  his  faith  as  in 
his  genius.  He  received  the  last  Sacrament  with 
the  greatest  fervor,  and  with  his  beads  on  his  pil- 
low, passed  from  life  with  a  smile  on  his  face, 
without  giving  one  sigh  of  regret  to  the  world  or 
the  brilliant  future  it  held  out  to  him. 

Such  was  the  man  of  whom  Ilayden  said  :  "  I 
declare  before  God,  and  as  an  honest  man,  that  I 
regard  Wolfgang  Mozart  as  the  greatest  composer 
that  ever  lived." 


Devotion  of  Crowned  Heads  to  Mary. 

The  first  Kings  of  Denmark  were  fervent  ser- 
vants of  JIary.  Saint  Canute  dedicated  to  her 
three  superb  churches.  Vlademar  II  had  her 
image  placed  upon  his  shield.  It  was  under  the 
influence  of  the  most  tender  devotion  to  Mary 
that  Prussia,  and  all  the  Baltic  coast,  received 
the  light  of  the  Gospel.  Saint  Stephen,  the  first 
Christian  King  of  Hungary,  dedicated  his  king- 
dom to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  whom  he  declared 
Sovereign  of  his  dominions.  The  Palatinate 
princes  ever  carried  her  image  with  them  in  bat- 
tle, and  erected  oratories  for  it  in  their  tents. 
Long  before  Casimir  renewed  the  dedication, 
jNIary  was  solemnly  invoked  under  the  title  of 
Queen  of  Poland,  and  her  banner  guided  its  war- 
like legions. 

It  was  by  devotion  to  Mary  that  Saint  Clotilda 
obtained  tlie  conversion  of  Clovis,  first  Christian 
King  of  France;  the  royal  consort  of  Clovis  II, 
Bathilda,  that  fair  and  saintly  Princess,  founded 
the  superb  Abbey  of  Our  Lady  of  Chelles,  whither 
she  retired  when  her  glorious  regency  was  ended. 
Pepin  was  distinguished  for  his  devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin.  Charlemagne  enriched  Gaul 
with  magnificent  churches  dedicated  to  Mary. 
The  chapel  which  he  built  adjoininghis  vast  pal- 
ace, equaled,  in  extent,  the  basilicas  of  the  age. 
It  was  so  frequented  that  often  more  than  a  hun- 
dred thousand  pilgrims  visited  it  in  a  day.  Louis 
the  Good  always  carried  about  him  an  image  of 
the  holy  Virgin,  It  is  well  known  that  there  is 
no  practice  of  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God 
which  the  glorious  Saint  Louis  did  not  practice; 
he  never  let  a  day  pass  without  devoutly  reciting 
her  ofiice;  and  Louis  XIII  solemnly  dedicated 
France  to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

In  Spain  the  work  was  begun  by  Pelayo,  under 
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the  auspices  of  Mary,  to  deliver  the  kingdom 
from  tlie  Moors,  and  completed  under  her  banner 
by  Ferdinand,  "  who  had  engraved  in  gold  upon 
his  Toledo  blade  the  figure  of  our  Lady,  and  in- 
scribed upon  his  banner  Ave  Makia."  The 
crowned  heads  of  Germany  vied  with  the  rest  of 
Europe  in  their  devotion  to  the  Queen  of  Angels,  and 
Portugal  trod  in  the  same  path  with  equal  piety. 

The  English  kings  were  distinguished  for  tlieir 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  They  covered 
England  with  those  fine  Gothic  churches  and 
cathedrals,  which  still  remain  as  her  brightest 
gems  of  architectural  glory.  Her  great  law-giver, 
Edward  the  Confessor,  fasted  every  Saturday  in 
her  honor,  and  daily  implored  her  assistance.  Al- 
fred the  Great  placed  himself  under  her  especial 
protection.  Richard  CcBur  de  Lion  built  the  Shrine 
of  Our  Lady  of  Good  Haven,  before  departing  for 
the  Crusades;  when  mortally  wounded  and  death 
was  drawing  nigh,  he  directed  in  his  last  will  that 
his  heart  should  be  placed  at  our  Lady's  shrine. 

All  the  thrones  of  Europe  have  been  made  il- 
lustrious by  sovereigns  even  more  distinguished 
by  their  love  for  the  service  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
than  by  the  lofty,  kingly  qualities  whereby  they 
added  luster  to  their  diadem.  In  this  list  let  us 
add  Columbus,  whose  title  is  even  greater  than 
king,  since  he  added  a  new  world  to  the  nations 
of  the  earth.  It  was  under  the  auspices  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  that  he  undertook  the  discovery 
of  a  new  continent.  During  the  discovery  he  re- 
cited daily,  on  board  his  vessel,  her  beads  and  the 
Little  Office,  from  a  precious  manuscript  Which 
Pope  Alexander  VI  had  given  him  at  his  depart- 
ure, and  which  he  bequeathed  at  his  death  to  the 
Republic  of  Genoa. 

4I» 

THE  JOUENET  TO  BETHLEHEM. 

A  little  group  is  seen  to  advance  slowly  from 
the  mean  and  obscure  village  of  Nazareth,  on  its 
way  to  Bethlehem,  the  regal  city.  None  of  the 
pride  and  circ^iimstances  of  Oriental  traveling 
distinguishes  its  progress ;  no  swelling  retinue  of 
menials  and  dependents  surround  it,  to  anticipate 
the  wants  and  administer  to  the  gratification  of 
their  masters ;  no  well  appointed  train  of  camels 
follow,  to  convey  the  provisions  and  conveniences, 
almost  indispensable  in  such  a  journey. 

A  poor  artisan  with  aflfectionate  solicitude,  alone 
guides  the  steps  of  the  humble  beast,  whereon 
rides  a  tender  female,  apparently  unfit,  by  her 
situation,  to  undertake  so  long  and  fatiguing  a 
pilgrimage.  When  they  arrive  for  the  night's 
repose,  no  greeting  hails  them,  no  curiosity  gazes 
on  them ;  when  they  depart  to  renew  their  toil, 
no  good  wishes  are  heard  to  cheer  and  encourage 
them  on  their  way.  Humble,  meek,  and  unpre- 
tending, they  are  passed  unsaluted  at  every  step, 
by  the  crowds,  who,  boasting  the  same  descent, 
scorn  to  acknowledge  them  as  members  of  the 
royal  stock,  and  hasten  forward  to  secure  accom- 
modation till  they  leave  this  tender  maid  and  her 
coming  ofispring,  no  roof  but  a  stable,  and  no 
cradle  but  a  manger. 

And  yet   not  even  the  Ark  of  the  Covenant 


when  it  marched  forth  to  victory  over  the  enemies 
of  God,  escorted  by  the  array  of  the  Levites,  and 
greeted  by  the  plaudits  of  the  assembled  nation  : 
not  even  it  moved  with  half  that  interest  to 
heaven,  or  half  that  promise  to  earth  with  which 
this  humble  virgin  advances  bearing  within  her 
bosom  in  silence  and  neglect,  the  richest  work 
which  the  Almighty  had  yet  made,  and  the  most 
miraculous  benefit  which  His  wisdom  had  yet  de- 
vised. Upon  this  little  group,  the  angels  at- 
tended with  care  more  tender  tlaan  they  had  for 
the  ordinary  just,  lest  they  should  dash  their  foot 
against  a  stone,  for  on  its  safety  depends  the  ful- 
fillment of  prophecy,  the  consummation  of  the 
law,  the  manifestation  of  God's  truth,  and  the  re- 
demption of  the  world.  In  it  are  centered  all  the 
counsels  of  Heaven  since  the  creation  of  man  :  for 
it  the  whole  land  had  been  put  in  movement,  and 
the  Roman  Emperor  issued  his  mandate  from  the 
throne  of  the  world,  solely  that  this  maid  might 
be  brought  to  Bethlehem  of  Judea,  in  order  that 
from  it  might  come  forth,  in  fulfillment  of  proph- 
ecy, the  Ruler  who  should  govern  the  people  of 
God. — Cardinal  Wiseman. 
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THE  MONTH  OP  MARY,  FOR  ECCLESI- 
ASTICS. Translated  from  the  French.  Ap- 
proved by  the  Most  Reverend  Archbishop 
Spalding. 

The  highest  encomium  this  most  valuable  little 
work  could  obtain,  is  contained  in  the  following 
approbation : 

"  We  have  examined,  and  we  cordially  ap- 
prove the  publication,  in  an  English  translation, 
of '  Tlie  Month  of  Mary,  for  the  use  of  Ecclesiastics,^ 
and  we  recommend  it  to  the  Clergy  and  Semina- 
rians of  the  Arch-diocese." 

Martin  J.  Spalding,  Arclibishop  of  Bait. 
THE  LOVE  OF  RELIGIOUS  PERFECTION ; 
or,  how  to  awaken,  increase,  and  preserve  it  in 
the  religious  soul.     From  the  latin  of  Father 
Joseph  Bayma,  S.  J.     With  the  approbation  of 
the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Spalding. 
No  one  can  read  in  the  proper  spirit,  this  val- 
uable treatise  without  perceiving  it  well  deserves 
the  reputation  it  has  won.     Learning,  wisdom, 
and  piety  unite  to  recommend  it  to  all  who  wish 
to  advance  in  that  best  and  purest  of  all  sciences, 
the  Science  of  Salvation.     Like  two  other  similar 
works — the  Imitation  of  Christ,  and  the  Spiritual 
Combat — which  have  helped  to  enlighten  and  en- 
courage thousands  on  their  way  to  our  only  true 
home,  you  may  open  this  little  book   at  almost 
any    chapter,   and  find  something  to  turn  your 
thoughts  heavenward  ;  to  raise  your  heart  to  God, 
to  purify  its  affections,  to  warn  you  against  the 
deceitfulness  of  sin,  and  the  allurements  of  the 
world  in  the  midst  of  which  we  live,  and  must, 
nevertheless,  by  all  means,  work  out  our  salva- 
tion. 

Since  1851,  when  this  treatise  first  appeared  in 
Rome,  it  has  passed  through  many  editions,  in 
different  places,  and  has  been  translated  into  sev- 
eral languages. — Preface  to  the  American  Edition. 
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THE  VIRGIN  AND  THE  PEIEST. 

on, 

'The  New  Month  of  Mary. 

CHAPTEK    111. 

Propbfeif*  of  the  Old  Tentnment  relating  to  Mary, 
and  which  m^ty  he  applied  to  the  Priest. 
Saint  Thomas,  in  a  dissertation  concerning  the 
full  of  the  angels,  thinks  that  their  crime  was  a 
•want  of  faitli.  According  to  his  theory,  a  sum- 
mary of  which  we  give,  God  presented  to  the  im- 
mortal legions  which  he  had  created  an  image  of 
the  W'onl  made  flesh,  and  demanded  tiieir  adora- 
tion. Tlie  greater  part  of  the  spirits  acknowledged 
the  mystery,  and  therefore  they  were  established 
in  happiness.  But  the  others,  humiliated  at  hav- 
ing to  how  down  before  hun\an  nature  inferior  to 
their  own,  rebelled  at  the  sight  of  the  Incompre- 
hensible, uttering  the  ciyof  insubordination,  Non 
aertinm :  "I  will  not  serve."  No,  we  will  not 
believe  that  God  becomes  incarnate!  And  hell 
was  hollowed.  This  doctrine  of  the  Angelic  D«)C- 
tor  is  quite  reasonable,  and  has  since  been  univer- 
sally adopted.  Now,  however  little  we  reflect 
upon  it,  we  very  soon  perceive  that  the  revolt  of 
Lucifer  must  spread  out  to  all  the  mysteries  which 
have  an  essential  connexion  with  our  Saviour's  hu- 
manity; c<msequently  to  the  Immaculate  Virgin 
destined  to  give  birth  to  Him  who  was  presented 
for  their  homage  and  adoration.  Certainly,  since 
these  intelligences,  so  perfect,  were  disconcerted  at 
the  possible  fact  of  the  hypostatic  union  of  the 
divine  and  human  nature  in  the  pereon  of  the  Son 
of  God,  they  should  also  be  disconcerted — and 
even  more  so — at  the  idea  of  a  mortal,  of  an  hum- 
ble woman,  exempt  from  the  general  corruption  <U' 
humanity;  of  a  woman  who  should  l)e  virgin  and 
mother  at  the  same  time ;  of  a  woman  who  should 
be  called  the  Mother  of  God,  and  whom  they 
should  honor  as  their  .sovereign  Queen.  Their  act 
of  incredulity  and  impiety  went  still  further;  it 
reached  all  the  institutions  which  Redemption  was 
going  to  produce;  consequently  the  Church,  the 
Sacraments,  and  espi-cially  the  Priest,  the  official 
continuator  of  th(!  tlivine  work.  This  is  merely 
logic  and  simple  conunon  sense.  ^lary  was,  then, 
prophetically  announced  to  the  angels  at  the  same 
time  that  the  Messiah  was.  Now,  this  first  proph- 
ecy throws  a  bright  light  on  the  original  fall ;  it  is 
the  key  of  it.  SVe  understand  the  temptation  of 
the  one  who  was  "malicious  and  false  from  the 
beginning,"  near  our  first  pan-nts  in  the  terrestrial 
paradise.  The  woman  will  succumb  to  him,  but 
she  will  be  avenged  by  her  own  sex.  The  name 
of  another  woman  will  come  to  smite  Satan  in  the 


intoxication  of  his  triumph.  In  fact,  no  sooner  had 
the  demon  made  Adatn  yiehl  through  Eve,  than 
the  voice  of  the  Lonl  was  heard,  and,  addressing 
the  lost  archangel,  said  to  him:  "The  woman 
shall  crush  thy  head" — Ipxe  conteret  caput  tuum. 
(Gen.  iii,  15.)  Who  is  this  woman  so  |x>werful 
who  shall  vanquish  the  ablest  and  proudest  of 
the  damned  spirits?  The  Virgin  Mary.  And 
how  will  she  vanquish  him?  By  her  virtue  at 
first,  and  by  her  divine  maternity  afterward. 
This  is  what  the  Church  pnKilaims  in  the  sublime 
accents  of  the  liturgy:  CunctuJt  htereten  iiUercmititi 
I  in  vniterso  mundo. 

I       Now,  what  Mary  was  to  accomplish  by  her  min- 
istry, the  Priest  accomplishes  by  his  own.     The 
I  virtuous  Priest  keeps  the  infernal  serpent  at  a 
distance.     He  knows  not  his  bites:    humble,  he 
I  crushes  his  pride ;  chaste,  he  crushes  his  impure 
j  efforts ;    devoted   and    mortified,  he   crushes  his 
I  egotism.    The  virtuous  priest,  absorbed  in  his  di- 
vine  mission,  pursues   the  infernal   enemy,  and 
drives  him  from  the  souls  entrusted  to  his  solici- 
1  tude.     He  crushes  him  by  causing  vice  to  be  ab- 
i  horred ;  he  crushes  him  by  causing  virtue  to  be 
;  loved:  Ij/se  content  cajmt  tuutn. 
I  •    Since  this  prophecy  of  the  terrestrial  paradise, 
Mary,  closely  connected  with  her  Divine  Son,  be- 
coujes  with   Him  the  object  of  all  the  prophets 
and  of  all  the  servants  of  God.     All  looks  are 
j  fixed  u|>on  her;  and,  after  having  sjxluted  her  by 
I  their  homage,  .1  longe  aapieieutes  et  adorante«,  they 
I  announce  her  to  the  people  attentive    to   their 
[  preachings.     Sometimes  they  describe  her  power 
[  over  the  IlT-art  of  God  by  prayer:   "I  will   i)ring 
j  my  cause  before  her;   I  will  importune,  and  she 
I  will  answer  me  words  of  mercy  and  clemcncj'." 
j  (Job,  xxiii,  8 — Comment  of  Albert  the  Great.) 
I  Sometimes  they  speak  of  her  ascendency  over  hell : 
:  "At  the  sudden  appearance  of  the  Aurora  (that 
\  is  to  sjiy,  Maiy  at  her  entrance  into  the  worhi  in 
I  order  to  bring  forth  the  Sun  of  Justice,  or  her  en- 
I  tnince  into  Heaven  on  the  day  of  her  Assumption, 
\  to  intercede  for  us)  the  demons  will   Ik;  .struck 
I  with  terror,  and  will  flee  as  belore  the  shadow  of 
death."     (Job,  xxiv,  17.) 

What  Priest  is  there,  considering  his  character 
'  in  the  light  of  faith,  who  will  not  se*e  hihiself,  as 
'  in  a  mirror,  in  this  portniiture  of  the  destiny  of 
:  Marv.  The  prayer  of  the  Priest  ascends  imme- 
j  diately  toward  the  heart  of  God,  when  it  i.s  offered 
iu  his  capacity  as  Priest,  because  then  it  is  the 
Church  that  prays  by  his  moutii,  and  God  has 
!  promised  to  hear  His  beloved  Spouse  :  "Ask  all 
j  that  you  will  from  me,  be  it  half  of  my  kingdom, 
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and  I  will  give  it  to  you."  (Words  of  Assuenis 
to  Esther.)  King. David  spoke  of  Mary  when  he 
chanted  these  words,  "Our  earth  has  given  its 
fruit" — Terra  •nostra  dedit  frvctnm  suum.  This 
earth,  says  Saint  Jerome,  is  the  Blessed  Virgin  ; 
she  is  our  earth,  because  she  is  of  our  race — she 
proceeds  from  the  same  head.  Daughter  of  Adam, 
she  is  formed  out  of  the  same  earth,  of  the  same 
dust ;  one  can  say  to  her  as  to  our  first  parents : 
Pulvis  es  et  in  jmherem  reverter  is  (Gen.) — "Dust 
thou  art,  and  into  dust  thou  shalt  return."  She 
is  our  earth;  as  mother  of  men,  men  have  their 
abode  in  her ;  they  are  at  home  in  her  heart.  "We 
belong  to  her,  but  she  also  belongs  to  us.  Fi- 
nally, this  eartli  has  given  its  fruit :  Aperiatur 
terra  et  germinet  Salvatorem.  Its  fruit  is  the  Sav- 
iour of  the  world  ;  it  gives  it  to  us  to  make  of  it 
our  food  and  our  drink  :  Caro  enim  mea  rerc  est 
cibiis :  et  saiigids  vunis rere  est  potus.  (Saint  John.) 
The  priest  is  also  our  earth ;  he  has  been  made  of 
the  same  clay  as  ourselves :  Ex  homiiiibtis  assump- 
<w«  (Saint  Paul);  proceeding  from  the  same  be- 
ginning, he  returns  to.  the  same  end.  As  far  as 
Priest  of  the  Church,  he  exists  only  for  us — 2'^o 
populo  (Ibid) ;  he  is  at  our  sen'ice ;  lie  is  our  pos- 
session ;  we  have  the  right  to  use  him ;  and  Ave 
use  him  in  order  to  be  born,  to  live  and  to  die, 
to  instruct  ourselves,  to  sanctify  ourselves,  and  to 
attain  to  glory.  Therefore  it  is  of  the  Priest, 
after  the  august  Maiy,  that  the  prophet  speaks 
when  he  says  "  Reunite  us,  and  let  us  go  to  the 
city  strong  and  surrounded  with  Avails."  For 
Mary  is  very  often  called  the  City,  because  the 
Son  of  God  dwelt  in  her  :  Gloriosa  dicta  sunt  de 
te,  Civitas  Dei.  (Ps.)  This  appellation  also  be- 
comes the  Priest,  as  in  him  also  the  Lord  dwells, 
and  the  Doctors  of  the  Church  have  said  glorious 
things  of  him :  Gloriosa  dicta  sunt  de  te.  The  most 
glorious  thing  that  has  been  said  of  the  Immacu- 
late Virgin  is  that  she  would  conceive  and  bring 
forth  the  Emmanuel  or  God  with  us.  Ecee  rirgo 
concipiet  et  pariet  filium  ct  nomen  ejus  Emmanuel. 
(Isais.)  The  most  glorious  thing  we  can  say  of 
the  Priest  is  that  he,  equally  with  her,  does  not 
cease  from  bringing  God  into  the  worl^ ;  through 
him  we  have  Emmanuel  or  God  with  us. 

This  biblical  expression  is  also  applied. to  the 
Virgin :  "  What  seest  thou;  Jeremias  'i  I  see,  said 
he,  a  rod  watching."  Eighteen  centuries  of 
Christianity  have  proved  that  Mary  is  truly  the 
faithful  guardian  of  the  Church ;  that  she  is  at- 
tentive even  to  her  least  wants  and  her  least  dan- 
gers. She  not  only  watches  over  the  Church  as  a 
tender  mother  to  prevent  hell  from  prevailing 
against  her,  from  depriving  her  of  her  crown  and 
contaminating  her  dazzlingly  white  nuptial  robe, 
but  she  will  Avatch  over  each  one  of  us.  Sicut 
gallina  congregatit  pnllos  suos.  She  shfelters  us 
under  her  maternal  wing  as  the  hen  shelters  her 
little  ones.  From  the  bottom  of  our  conscience 
she  sends  forth  the  alaim-cry ;  in  the  midst  of  the 
moral  tempests  Avhich  assail  us  on  every  side, 
whether  through  our  indlfteronce  or  our  crimes 
we  have  penuitted  Jesus  to  fall  asleep  in  the  ves- 
sel which  carries  us  toward  eternity,  she  is  iilways 
ready  to  awake  Him,  crying,  Salva  nos,  p>erimiLs  ! 


"  Lord,  arise,  they  are  going  to  perish."  Mary  is 
the  true  rod  Avatching.  And  the  Priest,  then!. 
The  word  "bishop"  means  overseeing :  episkopein, 
to  watch  over.  The  Pope,  Avho  is  the  Bishop  of 
Bishops,  watches  over  the  entire  Church ;  he  has  . 
his  eye  upon  the  shepherds  and  the  flock,  and  he 
points  out  the  peril  even  to  the  extremities  of  the 
earth.  The  diocesan  Bishop,  subject  to  the  juris- 
diction of  the  successor  of  Saint  Peter,  exercises 
supervision  within  the  limits  of  his  Diocese;  the 
Priest,  subject  to  the  jurisdiction  of  both,  exer- 
cises it  witliin  the  sphere  wliich  is  to  him  assigned. 
And  all  return  to  each  other  these  words :  Ctistos 
quid  de  node?  Custos  quiddenoctef  Sentinel, 
what  say  you  of  the  night?  What  is  taking 
place?  Watch  and  pray — Vigilute  et  orate. 
Therefore  the  Priest  is  ahvays  on  the  alert,  watch- 
ing the  movement^  of  the  enemy,  carefully  ex- 
amining his  proceedings  and  his  doctrines;  he 
watches,  fle  is  responsible  for  the  soul  of  his 
brothers ;  he  unveils  hypocrisy ;  he  points  out  the 
poison  and  warns  innocence.  Virga  tigilans — 
the  rod  Avatching.  We  must  limit  ourselves;  for 
the  chain  of  prophetic  oracles  Avhich  relate  to 
Christ  at  fii'st,  and  in  concomitancy  to  Mary  and 
the  Priest,  embraces  all  the  Bible.  It  is  in  seeing 
it  displaying  itself  to  the  eyes  of  their  faith  that 
the  just  of  ancient  days  sweetened  the  bitterness 
of  their  exile  and  of  their  forfeiture.  Enraptured 
by  the  beauty  of  these  future  mysteries,  they 
breathed  forth  in  sweet  lamentations,  sighing 
after  the  coming  of  the  Great  Initiator:  mitte 
Dominc,  quern  missurus  es  ! 

[to  be  contdtubd.] 

Eve  and  Mary. 

Eve  and  Mary  will  live  forever  in  the  annals  of 
all  nations.  Eve  brought  ruin  which  Mary  re- 
paired. To  Eve  we  are  indebted  for  our  terrestrial 
life ;  to  Mary  we  owe  our  celestial  life.  Children 
of  Eve,  we  sigh  and  weep,  Avhile  waiting  for  death ; 
children  of  Mary,  we  shall  say  one  day  "  Oh  death, 
where  is  thy  victory  V"  A  fallen  angel  negotiated 
with  Eve  our  ruin ;  a  faithful  angel  negotiated 
Avith  Mary  our  salvation.  In  order  to  destroy  in- 
nocence, peace,  happiness,  and  to  make  man  an 
eternal  sla\'e,  Satan  spoke  of  independence  and 
greatness:  "you  will  be  as  Gods."  Tore-establish 
all,  and  place  man  upon  the  road  of  life,  glory 
and  happiness,  a  God  descends  from  heaven  and 
becomes  our  brother.  Eve  believed  a  lie  brought 
from  hell ;  Mary  believed  a  truth  brought  from 
Heaven.  In  great  sorrow  Eve  gave  birtli  to  Cain ; 
without  sorroAV  Mary  gave  birth  to  God.  The 
name  of  Eve  recalls  malediction,  the  name  of  Mary 
is  blessed  among  all  Avomen.  Eve  has  been  called 
the  gate  of  death,  Mary  the  gate  of  life.  In  the 
terrestrial  paradise.  Eve  opened  her  heart  to  Sa- 
tan, the  foot  of  Mary  crushed  eternally  the  head 
of  this  first  murderer  of  souls.  Eve  fallen,  pre- 
sents the  fruit  of  death,  Mary  faithful,  presents 
the  fruit  of  life.  "  O  Adam,"  exclaims  Saint  Ber- 
nard, "change  thy  excuse  into  thanksgivings  and 
say  to  the  Lord  :  the  Avoman  Avhom  thou  hastgiAcn 
me  presented  me  Avith  the  fruit  of  Iffe  and  I  have 
been  regenerated  by  it."  In  imitating  Eve  woman 
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descends  very  low,  in  imitating  Mary  she  asccnda 
to  Heaven. 


Festival  Oifts. 


"Why  do  yf)U  look  sad,  luy  Miunic  ? 

Tell  me  darling, — for  to-day 
Is  the  l»irthday  of  our  Lady, 

And  her  children  should  \)c  gay. 
What? — You  say  that  all  the  others, 

Alice,  Cyril,  Kffie,  Paul, 
All  had  got  a  fcift  to  give  her; 

Only  you  had  none  at  all. 

Well,  dear,  that  does  seem  a  pity  ; 

Tell  nie  how  it  came  about, 
That  the  others  bring  a  present. 

And  my  Minnie  comes  without. 
Alice  has  a  lovely  Imnner, 

All  embroidered  blue  and  gold : — 
Then  you  know  that  sister  Alice 

Is  so  clever  and  so  old. 

Cyril  has  his  two  camelias  ; 

One  deep  red,  and  one  pure  white; 
They  will  stand  at  Benediction 

On  the  altiir  steps  to-night. 
Effie,  steady  little  Effic, 

Stik;hing  many  an  hour  away, 
She  has  clothed  a  little  orphan 

All  in  honor  of  to-day. 

With  the  skill  the  good  Nuns  taught  her, 

Angela  herself  has  made 
Two  tall  stems  of  such  real  lilies. 

They  do  all  but  smell — and  fade. 
Then  with  look  of  grave  importance 

Comes  our  quiet  httle  Paul, 
With  the  myrtle  from  his  garden : — 

He  himself  is  not  as  tall. 

Even  baby  Agnes,  kneeling 

With  half  shy,  half  solemn  ajr. 
Held  up  one  sweet  rose  to  Mary, 

Lisping  out  her  tiny  prayer. 
Well,  my  Minnie,  say,  how  was  it? 

Shall  I  guess?     I  think  I  know 
All  the  griefs.  Well,  I  will  count  them  : — 

First,  your  rose-tree  would  not  blow ; 

Then  the  fines  have  been  so  many, 

All  the  pennies  melt  away ; 
Then  for  work — I  know  ray  Minnie 

Cares  so  very  much  for  play, 
That  these  little  clumsy  fingers 

Sc«"cely  yet  have  learnt  to  sew, 
Still  less  all  the  skillful  fancies 

Angela  and  Alice  know. 

Well,  my  darling,  there  are  many 

Who  have  neither  time  nor  skill. 
Gold  nor  silver!  yet  they  offer 

Gifts  to  Mary  if  they  will. 
There  are  ways — our  Lady  knows  them, 

And  her  children  all  should  know 
How  to  find  a  flower  for  Mary 

Underneath  the  deepest  snow. 

How  to  make  a  lovely  garland. 
Winter  though  it  be  and  cold ; 


IIow  to  buy  the  rarest  offering, 
Costing — something — but  not  gold; 

How  to  buy,  and  buy  it  dearly, 
Gifts  that  she  will  love  to  take ; 

Nor  to  grudgH  the  cost,  but  give  it 
Cheerfully  for  Mary's  sake. 

Does  that  seem  so  strange,  my  OTrling? 

Nay,  dear,  it  is  nothing  new ; 
All  can  give  her  noble  presents, — 

Shall  1  tell  you  of  a  few  ? 
What  were  those  the  Magi  offered, 

Frankincense  and  gold  and  myrrh ; 
Minnie  thinks  that  saints  and  monarcbs 

Are  quite  difierent  from  her! 

Sometimes  it  is  hard*  to  listen 

To  a  word  unkind  or  cold 
And  to  smile  a  loving  answer : 

Do  it — and  you  give  her  gold. 
Thoughts  of  her  in  work  or  j^ytime. 

Those  small  grains  of  incense  rare. 
Cast  upon  a  burning  censer, 

llise  in  perfumed  clouds  of  prayer. 

There  are  sometimes  bitter  fancies. 

Little  murmurs  that  will  stir 
Even  a  loving  heart : — but  crush  them 

And  you  give  our  Lady  myrrh. 
There  are  souls — alas !  too  many — 

Who  forget  that  Jesus  died, 
Who  forget  that  sin  forever 

Is  the  lance  to  pierce  His  side. 

Hearts  that  turn  away  from  Jesus ; 

Sins  that  scourge  Him  and  betray ; 
Cold  and  cruel  souls  that  even 

Crucify  Him  day  by  day. 
Ah  !  poor  sinners !  Mary  loves  them. 

And  she  knows  no  royal  gem 
Half  so  noble  or  so  precious 

As  the  prayer  you  say  for  them ; 

Or  resign  some  little  pleasure. 

Give  it  her  instead,  to  win 
Help  for  some  poor  soul  in  peril, 

Grace  for  some  poor  heart  in  sin, 
Mercy  for  poor  sinners, — pleading 

For  their  souls  as  for  your  own ; — 
So  you  make  a  crown  of  jewels 

Fit  to  lay  before  her  throne. 

Well,  my  ^linnie,  can  you  tell  me 

You  have  still  no  gift  to  lay 
At  the  feet  of  your  dear  Mother, 

Any  hour,  any  day  ? 
Give  her  now — to-day — forever. 

One  great  gift, — the  first,  the  best, — 
Give  your  heart  to  her,  and  ask  her 

How  to  give  her  all  the  rest. 


Many  unstable  and  weak  men  are  apt  to  say : 
behold  how  well  such  a  one  lives,  how  rich,  how 
great,  how  mighty  and  powerful !  But  attend  to 
heavenly  goods,  and  thou  wilt  see  that  all  these 
temporal  things  are  nothing,  but  very  uncertain, 
and  rather  burdensome;  because  they  are  never 
possessed  without  care  and  fear. 
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LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIU. 


No.  1.— The  Prisoner  of  War. 

[Conllnued.] 

Chapter  iu. — The  Temptation. 

The  SaruWhs  did  not  know  tlieir  prisoners' 
names,  but  on  account  of  the  Ijravery  they  had 
seen  them  display,  they  took  them  to  be  persons 
of  high  rank.  Some  inconsiderate  words  that 
Rayboul  let  tall,  made  them  even  think  they  had 
taken  captive  the  king  of  France.  The  rumor  was 
repeated  throughout  the  whole  city,  and  made 
amends  for  the  check  which  the  late  attemjit  on 
the  Christian  camp  had  met. 

The  Christians  were  stripped  and  bound.  They 
were  carried  in  triumph  upon  hurdles  through  the 
])rinci])al  streets.  Their  arms,  arranged  as  a  tro- 
phy, were  bor^  before  them.  The  infidels  danced 
around  their  captives  witli  a  wild  mirth,  and  in- 
sulted them  by  songs  of  defiance  and  derision. 

Wakened  from  his  figony  by  the  noise  of  their 
shouts,  Berenger  raised  his  bleeding  head.  His 
eyes  still  retained  so  terrible  an  expression,  that 
the  startled  mob  fell  back,  unable  to  sustain  tliat 
unearthly  fire. 

Having  beep  made  aware  of  his  mighty  deeds, 
and  struck  with  admiration  for*  his  valor,  the 
caliph  received  the  baron  into  his  own  palace, 
and  sent  surgeons  to  attend  to  his  wounds.  Thaidts 
to  their  skill,  and  to  the  l)everages  they  gave  him, 
the  lord  of  Montier  was,  at  the  end  of  a  few  days, 
out  of  danger. 

The  Moslem  prince  was  too  anxious  to  make  the 
acquaintance  of  his  captive,  to  allow  him  to  rest 
long.  As  soon  as  Berenger  was  able  to  speak,  an 
imaum,  one  of  the  caliph's  favorites,  was  sent  to 
him  with  an  interpreter,  to  question  him. 

"Allah  is  God,"  said  he,  "and  Mahoment  is  his 
true  prophet ;  may  he  obtain  for  me  the  grace  of 
salvation  !     Who  art  thou  ?" 

"Berenger,  Baron  of  Montier." 

"  May  Allah  renew  the  blossoms  of  thy  youth. 
What  rank  didst  thou  hold  in  the  armies  of 
France?" 

"  The  one  nearest  to  the  enemy." 

"After  piety,  courage  is  the  first  virtue  of  a  war- 
rior.    How  many  soldiers  didst  thou  command  ?" 

"  I  had  no  command.  I  led  the  way,  and  the 
most  valiant  followed  me." 

"  Deceit  is  fruitless  as  dew  upon  the  desert.  Do 
not  attempt  to  conceal  thy  rank;  we  shall  not 
oflfer  thee  to  be  ransomed." 

"Miscreant !    Am  I  a  knave,  that  I  should  lie?" 

"Oh  ho!  for  a  private  soldier  methinks  thou 
art  haughty  ! — Hunger  subdues  the  panther.  Cap- 
tivity will  bring  down  thy  pride.  At  least  thou 
wert  spoken  of  as  a  warrior  of  renown  ?" 

"  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  more  valiant  than  the 
noble  Franks,  my  companions ;  I  flatter  myself, 
however,  that  I  have  earned  a  little  glory." 

"  Modesty  is  a  gracious  and  beautiful  veil  that 
enhances  the  splendor  of  great  deeds.  We  have 
seen  thee  accomplish  actionsof  marvelous  heroism." 

"  Your  soldiers  know  only  how  to  use  their  heels. 
Among  the  Franks  who  know  how  to  use  their 


arms,  there  is  nothing  extraordinary  in  what  I 
have  done." 

"  Let  truth  ever  l)loom  upon  thy  lips !  What  is 
the  number  of  the  Crusaders?" 

"  If  you  count  by  the  men,  there  are  fifty  thou- 
sand— if  you  compare  them  with  the  infidels  they 
fight,  there  are  two  liundred  thousand." 

"The  edge  of  our  .scimitars  is  sharp.  It  has 
devoured  the  soul  of  many  Franks." 

"If  your  pestilences  and  the  heat  of  your  sun 
had  not  'oeen  more  murderous  than  your  arms,  we 
should  have  overwhelmed  you." 

"  The  world  is  wide,  and  Allah  is  powerful. 
Your  country  is  now  deserted.  If  the  Saracens  of 
Africa  were  to  invade  it,  who  would  defend  it  in 
your  absence?" 

"Who  would  defend  it?  Our  wives  and  our 
children  would  drive  them  back.  But  our  coun- 
try is  not  quite  deserted  yet.  When  the  king 
publishes  another  call  to  arms  in  his  provinces, 
you  will  behold  rushing  upon  you  another  army 
more  numerous  than  the  first." 

"Avarice  opens  a  yawning  gulph  in  the  heart  of 
man  !  What  do  you  come  to  seek  in  this  burning 
land  that  is  so  fatal  to  you  ?  Are  your  own  do- 
mains barren  ?  Is  it  hunger  that  thus  exiles  you, 
and  makes  you  insensible  to  mortal  danger?" 

"Our  valleys  are  fertile,  and  yield  a  hundred- 
fold ;  our  fields  support  ten  times  as  many  inhabi- 
tants. We  came  here  to  avenge  the  crimes  which 
infidels  have  conunitted  against  our  brothers,  the 
pilgrims;  we  come  to  punish  them  for  having 
polluted  those  places  which  were  hallowed  by  the 
footsteps  of  Jesus  Christ." 

"May  Midiomet  enlighten  your  eyes  with  the 
splendor  of  his  divine  religion!  Do  all  the  Cru- 
saders obey  the  same  chief?" 

"  In  the  camp,  they  do.  But  in  our  own  do- 
minions,— dukes,  margraves,  earls  and  barons, — we 
acknowledge  no  master  but  God,  no  right  but 
our  sword." 

"  The  law  of  the  prophet  is  terrible.  Know- 
est  thou  the  fate  that  the  Koran  assigns  to  a  van- 
quished foe?" 

"  No,  but  I  know  that  the  Christians  besiege 
your  walls,  and  that  the  moon  will  not  fill  her 
horns,  before  they  will  call  you  to  account  here 
for  our  lives.  1  know  that  then  thou  wilt  be- 
seech me  in  my  turn  to  save  thy  head  from  the 
extermination  and  the  carnage." 

The  haughty  mien  of  the  prisoner  astoni.shed 
the  imaum  and  inspired  him  with  involuntary 
respect.  He  dared  not  insult  his  misfnatune,  and 
he  was  taking  his  departure  to  report  this  inter- 
view to  the  caliph,  when  Berenger  asked  of  him: 

"Where  are  my  esquires?" 

"  The  shadow  of  Allah  has  encompassed  them, 
and  they  have  not  perished." 

"  Kemember  that  they  are  niy  soldiers,  and  that 
their  lives  are  as  precious  to  rae  as  my  own !" 

These  words,  being  carried  to  the  caliph,  in- 
creased more  than  ever  the  desire  he  entertained 
of  attaching  the  Christian  knight  to  himself 

"  Would  it  not  be  a  work  agreeable  to  Allah  to 
convert  to  Islam  so  haughty  a  soldier  ?" 

"  He  who  has  brought  an  accursed  infidel  to  the 
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tnie  faith."  rrplied  tito  iinnnm,  "slinll  ho  placed 
ufttT  (h-atli  in  tlie  tliinl  hfuveii.  Hut  pride  hns 
darkened  lii8  understanding,  and  covered  his 
eyes  with  a  leaden  veil." 

"  Hut  is  not  the  undertaking  at  least  worth  a 
trial  r" 

"Allah  is  God.  The  word  of  the  prophet  has 
shone  throughout  the  world  with  more  luightnejw 
than  the  sun.  Woe  to  th(»se  who  do  not  receive  it." 

"  The  enemy  is  at  our  gjites :  resolute,  numer- 
ou.s  blcMxl-thirsty.  Death  is  in  their  lances,  and 
slaughter  in  their  heart.  If  the  bnivest  of  the 
Franks  were  to  tight  in  our  ranks  against  his  own 
countrynu'n,  their  fqry  would  seem  to  be  less  to 
be  dreaded." 

"The  cause  of  the  Believers  is  sacred.  Allah 
will  da.sh  his  hands  in  the  mouths  of  the  impious, 
and  hreak  their  teeth." 

•'  Heturn  to  the  captive  :  explain  to  him  the  Ko- 
ran with  its  most  seductive  passages, — dazzle  his 
fancy  with  oflers  and  promises.  Tell  him  that  he 
will  become  the  champion  of  the  prophet,  and  the 
mainstay  of  my  jjower." 

The  exhortations  of  the  ikloslcm  made  hut  a 
weak  impression  on  the  bold  and  hardy  spirit  of 
Berenger.  Perhap.s,  in  translating  them,  the 
interpreters  sp»)iled  the  tflect  of  his  eloquence. 
They  lell  the  baron  stern  and  frigid — hfe  scarcely 
listeued  to  them. 

"  I  wish  I  had  my  chaplain  here,"  he  said.  "He 
would  amfute  your  arguments,  and  in  a  few 
won  Is,  completely  silence  you." 

The  soldier  was  but  poorly  instructed  in  the 
dogmas  of  Christianity  ;  but  the  faith  instilled 
into  him  from  infancy  had  become  incorporated 
with  his  existence.  It  coursed  with  his  l)lo«Ki 
through  his  veins,  and  was  united  to  him  by  ties 
so  powerful  that  death  itself  would  not  sever  them. 

"Thy  religion,"  pursued  the  Saracen,  "impp.ses 
painful  mortifications — sacrifices  that  is  almost 
im|X)ssible  to  accomplish.  What  does  it  promise 
in  return  for  so  many  sufferings  and  privations? 
A  dry  and  barren  happiness  which  it  is  impossi- 
ble to  fancy.  The  prophet  ])romises  to  believers 
more  sul)stantial  pleasures.  When  we  have  passed 
tlie  bridge  of  .wids,  the  angels  leads  us  by  roads 
covered  with  silken  carpets,  into  the  hall  of  eter- 
nal festivities.  There,  all  the  senses  at  once  are 
inundated  with  the  plenitude  of  happiness.  Riv- 
ulets «)f  perfumes,  flowing  melodiously  through 
amber  channels,  fill  the  air  with  a  balmy  fresh- 
ness. A  light,  pure  and  soft  like  that  of  the  moon, 
rejoices  the  eyes  without  dazzling  them.  Divine 
voices,  mingled  with  the  sounds  of  the  most 
agreeable  instruments,  make  sweet  enchanting 
harmony.  Ilouris  with  bewitching  smiles,  join 
the  charms  of  the  dance  to  those  of  music,  or 
place  the  most  delicious  viands  uiran  tables  of 
agate,  and  fill  brimming  goblets  with  the  nectar 
of  pleasure." 

"  Hut,"  a.sked  Berenger,  "is  there  any  chaste  and 
prudent  lady  presiding  at  these  festivities,  to 
maintain  order  and  decency  ?  Otherwise  your  re- 
pa.sts  would  he  drunken  orgies.  In  my  castle,  I 
must  have  my  baroness,  Etiennctte,  and  in  heav- 


en, our  Blessed  I>ady  must  occupy  the  throne  of 
grace  anrl  beauty." 

"  Listen  now  to  the  tomu'nt«  re<«ervc-d  f«ir  lho«e 
who  do  not  bolij've.  At  the  gate  of  paradise  the 
angel  of  Azrael  »t()|)s  them :  he  seizes  them  and 
ca.>*tH  them  bodily  into — " 

"  If  he  is  the  ccuiqueror !"  interrupted  the  war- 
rior. "As  for  me,  if  I  can  have  my  spear,  I  will 
attack  him  boldly,  and  iK-rlmps  I  shall  succeed  in 
making  him  feel  the  force  of  my  arn)'." 

"Canst  thou  hope  to  strive  against  an  angel 
whose  loins  are  girded  with  the  breath  of  Allah?" 

"The  patriarch  Jacob  did,  and  gained  the 
advantage — " 

"He  will  wize  thee  by  the  hair,  and  lift  thee  as 
easily  from  the  earth,  as  thou  canst  lift  a  pigeon's 
feather.  He  will  cast  thee  into  the  well  of  dark- 
ness, w  hich  is  so  deej)  that  the  fall  lasts  a  hun- 
dre<I  years.     At  the  bottom  of  thi»— " 

"And,"  again  asked  Berenger,  "  arc  all  Chris- 
tians cast  into  this  well  ?" 

"Unle&s  they  are  converted  to  Mahometanism,  for 
it  is  written  in  the  first  chapter  of  the  Koran — " 

"Very  well,"  continued  the  Crusader,  "I  do  not 
wi.sh  to  go  any  where  else.  I  am  very  sure  that 
our  Lady,  the  Mother  of  God,  was  never  a  Sara- 
cen, and  I  do  not  want  to  be  separated  from  her 
for  all  eternity." 

(to  be  continued.) 

■ 4» 

Ave  Maria  from  Protestant  Lips ; 

OR,   MYSTICAL   ROSES   FROM   KOREIO;<   GARDENS. 

Even  thestubhom  heart  of  the  infidol  sometimes 
brings  its  rose-bud  to  Mary's  shrine.  Here  we 
have  the  testimony  of  the  talented  leader  of  mod- 
ern unbelief,  3Ir.  Holyoake : 

"Of  all  the  religious  devices,  the  worship  [devo- 
tion] of  the  Virgin  is  to  my  mind  the  mo.st  grace- 
ful and  enchanting.  In  all  the  literature  of  senti- 
mental piety  there  is  nothing  so  full  of  true  pathos 
as  the  evening  prayer  of  the  Catholic  maiden, — 
•  Oh,  Mother  of  Christ !  Star  of  the  Sea ! 
Pray  for  the  wanderer — pray  for  me.' 
Wliy  did  Protestantism,  by  the  brutal  hand  of 
Luther,  cut  off  from  human  worship  the  sweetest 
element  of  half  human  nature.  ***** 
Compared  with  the  old  religion,  whose  antiquity, 
glory  and  splendor,  fill  the  soul,  enchant  the  sen- 
ses, gratify  the  affections,  and  call  forth  heroism 
stronger  than  death,  what  is  our  cold  heartless 
Protestanisra,  with  its  scant  tradition,  without 
dominion,  divorced  fn/iii  art,  barren  and  bare? 
What  charms  have  new  opinions  and  reformed 
religions  compared  to  those  ages  crowned  with 
glories." 

A  more  exquisite  hyiun  to  our  Blessed  Mother 
we  have  scarcely  ever  hear  than  the  following 
from  Edgar  A.  Poe : — 

"At  morn — ht  noon — at  twilight  dim — 
Maria !  thou  hast  heard  my  hymn ! 
In  joy  and  wo — in  gooil  and  ill — 
Mother  of  God,  be  with  me  still  I 
When  the  hours  flew  brightly  by. 
And  not  a  cloud  obscured  the  sky, 
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My  soul,  lest  it  should  truant  be, 

Thy  grace  did  guide  to  thine  and  thee  ; 

Now,  when  storms  of  Fate  o'ercast 

Darkly  my  Present  and  Past, 

Let  my  Future  radiant  shine 

With  sweet  hopes  of  thee  and  thine  !" 

peo/heot. 

Among  tUe  predictions  received  with  disbelief 
by  men,  because  they  seem  to  revolt  their  reason 
and  challenge  their  faith,  is  one  which  the  human 
race  heard  with  especial  surjirise,  and  regarded 
as  a  scandal,  so  extravagant  were  its  ideas  and 
unheard  of  were  its  provisions. 

From  a  summit  of  a  mountain  of  Judea,  a 
maiden  of  fifteen  years,  inspired  by  the  Divine 
breath,  and  piercing  the  veil  of  the  future,  an- 
nounces to  the  astonished  world  that  her  glory 
shall  increase  through  all  ages,  and  make  its  way 
amidst  all  nations.  This  maiden  came  from  Gali- 
lee, one  of  those  provinces  whence  nothing  great 
arises.  Her  early  years  had  been  passed  in  a 
solitaiy  cell  of  the  temple  at  Jerusalem;  there 
she  had  dwelt  by  the  silent  hearth  of  an  obscure 
■cottage,  built  among  the  mountains,  lavishing  her 
tender  cai'es  on  a  poor  aged  couple,  charming  the 
weariness  and  infirmities  of  parents  on  the  verge 
of  the  tomb.  At  length  she  quitted  that  lonely 
dwelling,  ascending  into  the  hill-country,  and 
when  she  saw  the  world  at  her  feet,  and  the  na- 
tions attentive  to  her  voice,  she  entered,  atjd 
more  even  with  her  heart  tlian  her  lips,  that 
song  of  rapture  which  she  sent  forth  upon  the 
winds :  "  My  soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord,  and 
my  spirit  rejoiceth  in  God  my  Saviour,  for  the 
Lord  hath  regarded  the  humility  of  His  hand- 
maid, and  all  generations  shall  call  me  blessed." 
Luke  i,  40. 

Yes!  the  world  heard  and  was  astonished. 
What !  such  exultation  promised  to  such  weak- 
ness !  So  great  glory  to  so  great  obscurity !  Ah ! 
pride  still  makes  victims.  Satan  had  seduced  Eve 
still  in  life's  morning,  and  the  hour  of  redemption 
is  yet  fur  distant.  Ten  centuries  before  Mary 
chanted  the  Mitgnijicat,  Solomon,  that  great 
king  of  Israel,  who  ruled  over  a  powerful  na- 
tion— Solomon  the  admiration  of  the  universe 
by  his  wisdom  and  magnificence — Solomon,  at 
the  hight  of  splendor,  treated  his  glory  as  noth- 
ingness, and  said  of  all  that  surrounded  him: 
"Vanity,  O  vanity  of  vanities!"  and  whilst  a  mon- 
arch condemned  his  renown  to  the  silence  and 
forgetfullness  of  the  tomb,  a  poor  virgin  promises 
triumph  to  her  unknown  name ! 

Thus  spoke  the  world  ;  but  whilst  it  reasoned 
thus  in  the  secret  of  its  thoughts,  the  young  vir- 
gin chanted  still  and  said  in  the  face  of  heaven 
and  earth :  "  The  Almighty  hath  cast  down  the 
proud  and  He  hath  exalted  the  humble  I" 

Two  thousand  years  will  soon  have  passed 
away  since  that  prophetic  hour;  'and  if  we  ascend 
the  tide  of  time  who  do  we  behold  on  the  majes- 
tic front  of  all  these  ages,  forming,  as  it  were,  the 
sjjlendid  sun  of  their  victory?  The  accomplish- 
ment of  the  hopes  conceived  by  the  Virgin  of  Juda, 
the  complete  realization  of  her  inspired  canticle ! 


Mary  spoke  truly.  All  generations  proclaim 
her  blessed.  Solomon  and  his  glory  have  passed 
away,  leaving  scarcely  a  murmur  in  the  night  of 
time,  not  a  handful  of  dust  in  the  yawning  ceme- 
tery of  death.  And  the  nations  have  forgotten 
Solomon,  or  only  repeat  his  words,  "Vanity  of 
vanities,  and  all  is  vanity."  Gigantic  revolutions 
have  been  heaped  on  revolutions;  nations  have 
arisen  and  become  extinct,  like  passing  meteors 
which  spring  from  nothingness,  increase,  and  re- 
lapse into  nothingness  again.  The  ages,  like  a 
terfil)le  storm,  have  swept  away  all  things  with 
their  breath — all  .save  a  vain  remembrance. 

But  the  cry  of  the  servant  of  the  Lord,  do  you 
hear  it — do  you  hear  it  still  resound  ?  In  our  un- 
happy times  impiety  respects  nothing.  It  denies 
all,  it  doubts  all,  even  the  truth  which  burns  in 
the  heaven  of  evidence ;  but  who  ever  had  the 
heart  to  deny  that  before  our  eyes  to-day,  as  yes- 
terday, as  five  hundred  years,  as  eight  hundred 
years  ago,  the  prophecy  of  Mary  is  entirely  ac- 
complished ?  Beatam  nu  dicerit  omnes  generationet 
— "All  generations  shall  call  me  blessed." 

Daily,  in  fact,  do  millions  of  human  voices  cel- 
ebrate her  glory.  The  entire  world  beholds  her 
seated  u])on  her  exulted  throne,  crowned  with  her 
aureole  of  glory;  it  uplifts  its  drooping  eyes  the 
better  to  gaze  upon  her,  and  beholding  her,  it 
pours  forth  the  song  of  praise,  the  while  it  erects 
everywhere  monuments  to  her  name.  Everywhere 
humljle  chapels  nestle  in  the  valleys — portals  of 
salvation — or  crown  the  hill-toi^s  like  beacons  of 
hope. 

Beautiful  are  the  foot-prints  of  a  Christian 
people  when,  on  the  slopes  of  the  hills,  guided  by 
the  spotless  banner  floating  in  the  breeze,  their 
long  files  mount  upward,  mount  still,  mount  ever ; 
and  pious  pilgrims,  women  and  children,  the  old 
and  the  vigorous,  bend  the  knee  in  venerated 
sanctuaries.  They  carry  Avith  them  miseries  of 
t"he  soul,  infirmities  of  the  body,  but  they  descend 
delivered  from  their  evils,  with  joy  in  their  hearts, 
and  canticles  of  jjraise  upon  their  lips. 

Beautiful  is  it  to  behold  the  human  race,  when, 
as  one  man,  with  hands  and  eyes  upraised  to 
Heaven,  they  send  forth  the  cry,  repeated  by  every 
echo  of  the  earth,  "  O  my  Mother ! "  The  child 
who,  leaving  the  cradle,  is  supported  lovingly  on 
the  knees  of  its  mother,  joining  its  little  hands, 
beholds  the  fair  cloud  floating  in  the  blue  heav- 
ens, and  cries  out :  "  O  my  Mother ! "  The  youth, 
far  from  the  domestic  roof,  hidden  under  the  wing 
of  the  sacerdotal  seminary,  to  console  himself  for 
the  absence  of  his  mother,  goes  to  contemplate  the 
image  of  Mary,  and  says  to  her :  "  O  my  Mother ! " 
The  soldier,  expiring  in  a  foreign  land,  thinks  of 
his  distant  countiy,  and  his  desolate  mother  seated 
by  her  solitary  hearth,  and  weeps;  but  sud- 
denly his  tears  are  checked,  his  brow  becomes 
calm  and  pure,  he  sinks  to  the  tomb  in  peace,  he 
has  felt  on  his  burning  breast  the  immaculate 
medal,  and,  pressing  it  to  his  lips,  he  cries  out : 
"  O  my  Mother  I " 

Wliat  do  I  behold  in  the  midst  of  that  perverse 
world  whose  infectious  breath  withers  what  it 
does    not    corrupt?      Shining   lilies   of   purity, 


AVE    MARIA. 


39 


planted  in  lienrts  which  they  cmbahii  with  their 
pcrrume.  (.'iiristiuns  of  every  iige,  still  clothed 
in  the  white  robe  of  innocence,  and  walking,  with 
unfaltering  steps,  amidst  a  thousand  pitfalls,  pass- 
ing through  cornjption  Avithout  tarnishing  the 
whiteness  of  their  garments — these  are  the  chil- 
dren of  ^lary. 

I  transport  myself  to  tlic  heart  of  the  countries 
of  China,  three  thousand  leagues  away.  I  jjcr- 
ceive  on  his  silent  path  a  traveler  journeying 
furtively  onward,  clothed  in  the  gurmcnts  of 
mourning  such  as  are  worn  in  that  land.  A 
thick  veil  envelopes  him,  an  immense  hat  conceals 
his  eujaciated  coi^enancc — it  is  the  Priest  of 
Mary — the  MariasflRssionary.  To  conquer  souls 
and  preach  the  name  of  his  Blessed  Mother,  he 
has  set  the  ocean  between  himself  and  home  and 
all  that  he  loves  upon  earth ;  he  supports  fa- 
tigue,— he  braves  even  death  itself! 

Thus  the  love  of  Mary  circulates  in  the  veins 
of  humanity — thus  Catholicism  cjtuses  it  to  over- 
flow lips  and  hearts.  Fervent  invocations,  be- 
loved pilgrimages,  heroic  virtues,  sublime  devot- 
edness,  re-sound  in  an  immense  c<mcert  echoing 
fronj  north  to  south,  from  east  to  west,  to  accom- 
plish the  strange  pro])hecy  which  came  from  the 
lips  of  a  simple  maiden,  speaking  of  herself,  so 
many  ages  ago :  Baitdui  me  diant  onines  genera- 
tionea, — "All  generations  shall  call  me  blessed." 

Saint  Philip  Neri's  Vision. 

Saint  Philip  was  very  ill.  The  inmates  of  the 
hou.«;e,  all  spiritual  children  of  the  Saint,  were 
overwhelmed  with  grief  at  hearing  of  the  ap- 
proaching death  of  their  beloved  Father.  They 
gradually  became  silent,  and  had  remained  so  for 
some  little  time,  when  suddenly  the  Saint  began 
to  cry  out  with  a  loud  voice,  "lie  who  desires 
any  other  than  God  deceives  him.self  utterly;  he 
who  loves  any  other  than  God  shaJJ  fall  shame- 
fully. Ah,  my  ^ladonna,  hiy  beautiful  Madonna, 
my  blessed  Madonna !"  He  said  this  with  .such 
earnestness  and  vehemence  of  spirit  that  he  made 
the  whole  bed  tremble.  At  hearing  his  voice,  the 
medical  men  ran  to  his  bed,  and  one  of  thern 
drew  the  side-curtains,  while  the  others  who  were 
in  the  room  drew  asi«le  the  curtains  in  front;  and 
there  they  saw  the  holy  Father  with  his  hands 
lifted  up  toward  Heaven,  and  his  body  raised  uj) 
in  the  air  about  a  foot  above  the  bed.  He  kept 
stretching  out  his  arms,  and  seemed  to  be  embrac- 
ing seme  one  with  great  affection,  and  continued 
to  repeat  the  ssime  words,  and  weeping  most  ten- 
derly heHdde<l,  "  I  am  not  worthy;  for  who  am  I, 
my  dear  JIadonna,  that  you  should  come  to  see 
me  and  take  away  my  pain  ?  and  w  hat  .shall  I  do 
if  I  get  well,  1  who  have  never  yet  done  any 
goody"  Those  who  stood  by  were  astonished, 
some  began  to  weep,  others  luula  feeling  of  dread 
come  over  them,  while  the  rest  looked  on  atten- 
tively to  see  what  would  be  the  end  of  this  sud- 
den change.  The  medical  men  now  inquired  of 
him  wluit  the  matter  was,  on  which  Philip,  lying 
down  agjiin  on  his  bed,  answered,  "  Did  you  not 
see  tlse  lileiised  Virgin,  who  came  to  free  me  from 
my  pain?"     Having  said  these  wonl.s,  he  seemed 


to  return  to  himself,  and  looking  round  and 
seeing  so  many  jM-Tsons  present  he  covered  his 
face  with  the  sheet  ah<l  burst  into  tears.  He  re- 
mained weeping  in  this  way  for  a  long  time,  till 
the  medical  men,  fearing  that  it  might  injure  him 
seriously,  besought  him  to  sto]),  saying,  "No  more, 
Father,  no  more."  Then  the  Saint  spoke  to  them 
openly  and  said,  "  I  have  no  longer  ary  need  of 
your  services;  the  Madonna  has  c«mie  and  healed 
me."  On  this  the  medicid  men  felt  his  pulse,  and 
found  that  the  fever  had  quite  left  him,  and  that 
he  was  cured ;  and  the  next  morning  he  got  up 
from  his  bed. 

Although  Philip  had  earnestly  besought  the 
physicians  not  to  tell  any  one  what  had  ocx-urred, 
they  were  no  sooner  out  of  the  Jiouse  than  they 

I  beg:in  to  spread  the  news  of  it  abroad.  It  soon 
came  to  the  ears  of  the  Cardinals  Cusano  and 
Borromeo,  who  canK-  immediately  to  congratulate 

'   the   holy  P^ither,  as  well  on  having  recovered  his 

j   health,  as  on  having  received,  as  they  had  heard, 

I  a  visit  from  the  Ma«lonna.  They  were  both  very 
urgent  that  he  should  relate  his  vision  to  them, 
and  after  much  entreaty,  Philip,  who  loved  them 

I  tenderly,  was  prevailed  on  to  recount  it  to  them 
e.\actly  as  it  had  happened.     Cardinal  Borromeo, 

;  knowing  what  a  consolation  it  would  be  to  his 
Holiness,  Clement  VIII,  immediately  wrote  an  ac- 

I  c<nint  of  it  and  sent  it  to  him.  During  the  whole  of 
that  evening  Philip  ilid  nothing  else  but  recom- 
mend, not  only  the  two  Cardinals,  but  all  y>\p 
came  into  his  room,  to  have  a  great  devotion  to- 
ward the  Blessed  Virgin, "and  he  did  this  with 
the  greatest  earnestness  and  tendernes.s,  saying : 
"  Know,  my  children,  and  believe  me  who  know 
it,  that  there  is  no  way  more  powerful  to  obtain 
favors  from  God  than  through  the  prayers  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  :  and  he  exhorted  them  to  say  fre- 
quently those  words  we  have  already  mentioned, 
"  Virgin  Mary,  Mother  of  God,  jiray  to  Jesus  for 
me." 


Thk  Astronomer  and  the  Atheist. — The 
famous  Astronomer,  AthanasiusKircher,  havingau 
acquaintance  who  denied  the  existence  of  a  Su- 
preme Being,  took  the  following  metho<l  to  con- 
vince him  of  his  error  ui)on  his  own  principles. 
Expecting  him  upon  a  visit,  he  procHre<l  a  very 
handsome  globe  of  the  starry  heavens  and  placed 
it  in  one  corner  of  the  room  where  it  could  not  es- 
cape his  friend's  observation  ;  the  latter  seized  the 
first  occasion  to  ask  whence  it  came,  and  to  whom 
it  belonged.  "Not  tome,"  said  Kircher,  "nor 
was  it  made  by  any  person,  but  came  here  by 
mere  cfumce."  "That,"  rei)lie<l  his  sceptical  friend, 
"is  absolutely  impo»*ible;  surely  you  are  jesting." 
Kircher,  however,  seriously  persisted  in  his  asser- 
tion. "  You  will  not,"  said  he,  "  believe  that  this 
small  body  originated  by  ntfrc  ehfinre ;  ami  yet 
you  will  contend  that  those  heavenly  bodies,  of 
which  it  is  only  a  faint  and  diminutive  resem- 
blance, came  into  existence  without  order  or  de- 
sign." Pursuing  this  chain  of  rea.soning,  his 
friend  was  at  first  confounded,  in  the  next  place 
convinced,  and  ultimately  joined  in  a  conlial  ac- 
knowledgment of  the  absunlity  of  denying  the 
existence  of  a  God. 
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THE  MONTH  OF  MARY  AND  PIO  NONO. 


SECOND   DAY. 

The  Family  of  Pins  IX — Hotc  it  emerged  from 

obscurity — IIoic  God  has  glorified  the  Ancestors 

of  the  Holy  Virgin. 

The  Pope  who  now  occupies  the  pontifical 
throne,  is  one  of  the  most  eminent  and  holy  per- 
sonages that  adorn  Europe  and  the  entire  world 
at  the  present  day.  Indeed,  to  be  truly  just  and 
imp'.irtial  toward  him,  we  should  not  place  him 
in  comparison  with  any  one,  so  much  is  lie  ele- 
vated above  all  other  men  of  the  age  in  which 
he  lives. 

It  is  he  of  whom  we  spoke  yesterday :  it  is  Pius 
the  Ninth. 

He  is  descended  from  the  family  of  the  Counts 
of  Mastai-Ferretti,  one  of  the  most  ancient,  and, 
what  is  assuredly  much  better,  one  of  the  most 
.  honorable  of  all- Italy.  In  tracing  the  history  of 
this  family  through  the  ages  that  have  rolled 
away,  we  find  that  its  genealogy  is  record'^d  as 
far  back  as  the  thirteenth  century.  But,  like  all 
that  God  destines  to  greatness  in  this  world,  this 
august  house  appears  to  have  arisen  from  a  very 
humble  origin,  fur  history  tells  us  scarcely  any- 
thing of  their  first  years,  except  their  departure, 
toward  the  end  of  the  fourteenth  century,  from 
Crema,  a  city  of  Louibardy,  to  Sinignglia,  in  the 
States  of  the  Church,  whore  they  took  up  a  per- 
lAanent  residence,  and  where  they  have  remained 
ever  since.  The  long  period  of  six  hundred  years 
has  been  for  this  family  a  magnificent  ciiain  of 
public  and  private  virtues.  In  the  seventeenth 
century  the  name  of  Ferretti  was  added  to  the 
family  name,  on  account  of  a  marriage  l^etween 
Count  Mastai  and  the  last  of  the  Ferretti  family. 
Almighty  God  designed  that  all  these  treasures 
of  hereditary  glory  in  the  house  of  our  illustrious 
PontiflF,  should  emerge  from  their  sacred  retire- 
ment, and  shine,  all  united  in  one  halo,  around 
the  head  of  him  who  is  himself  its  most  dazzling 
ray — Pius  the  Ninth. 

Divine  Providence,  having  destined  Pius  IX 
for  great  things,  assigned  his  birth  to  a  period  at 
which  great  things  were  passing  in  the  world,  so 
that  he  might  learn,  from  his  veiy  infancy,  by  the 
force  of  events,  both  that  superior  power  of  in- 
tellect and  that  indomitable  fortitude  of  heart,  to 
which  alone  is  due  that  honor  and  justice  have 
not,  in  our  days,  been  banished  from  the  face  of 
the  earth.  It' was  in  1792,  (at  the  beginning  of 
the  career  of  that  extraordinary  man  who  shook 
the  European  powers,  and  those  of  Italy  in  parti- 
cular, from  foundation  to  center,)  on  the  13th  of 
May,  at  Sinignglia,  that  the  Countess  Mastai 
brought  into  the  world  that  child  of  blessing, 
who  is  at  present  our  venerated  and  much-beloved 
Father  in  Jesus  Christ. 

And  the  birth  of  Mary  also,  dear  children  of 
the  faith,  was  environed  by  storm  and  tempests. 
Mary  also,  like  the  sublime  apOstle  of  her  glory, 
was  given  to  the  earth,  when  the  earth  was  about 
to  pass  under  the  yoke  of  tlie  first  Komau  Empe- 
ror! In  his  cradle  Pius  IX  felt  the  grasp  of  an 
iron  hand,  and  brazen  feet  were  beginning  to 


tread  the  world — shaking  it — crushing  it.  From 
her  cradle  Maiy  heard  the  cries  that  oppression 
forced  fnim  her  l)rethren  subdued  beneath  the 
ticepter  of  Augu.stus.  From  her  cradle  she  con- 
templated in  spirit  the  heroic  land  of  Gaul,  her 
future  country  of  adoption,  occupied  in  stanching 
the  wounds  which  the  ambitious  Cjcsar,  conqueror 
of  the  illustrious  Vercingetorix,  had  multiplied 
within  her  bosom.  From  her  cradle  she  saw  the 
throne  of  Egypt,  her  future  place  of  refuge, 
broken  in  pieces  by  the  recoil  from  the  shock  of 
the  rival  waves  at  Actium!  From  her  cradle  she 
beheld  Rome  the  invincible — Rome,  which,  from 
the  hight  of  the  eternal  citadel  should  one  day 
crown  her  Immaculate  b(i(|^e  all  nations — she 
beheld  Rome  weeping  inconsolably,  like  sad 
Rachel  of  old — weeping  for  the  multitude  of  "her 
children  butchered  by  the  sword  of  civil  war. 

But  it  Avas  not  only  a  cradle  surrounded  with 
dangers  that  the  Holy  Virgin  prepared,  by  her 
own  birth,  for  our  illustrious  Pontiff;  we  must 
observe  that  in  her  family  may  be  found  an  ad- 
mirable parallel  to  the  obscurity  and  subsequent 
elevation  of  that  of  Pius  IX.  Let  us  refer  to  the 
Holy  Scriptures  on  this  subject : 

"  The  Lord  said  to  Samuel :  '  Why  dost  thou 
still  lament  Saul,  since  I  have  rejected  him  as 
king  of  Israel  ?  Take  the  holy  oil,  and  go  to  the 
house  of  the  Bethlemite  Jesse,  for  I  have  chosen 
one  of  his  sons  to  be  king.' 

"And  the  prophet  having  made  the  journey, 
entered  the  dwelling  of  Jesse,  and  seeing  the 
eldest  of  his  sons,  who  was  named  Eliab  :  'Lord,' 
he  asked  in  spirit,  'is  this  thine  anointed  ?' 

"And  the  Lord  answered  Samuel :  '  Consider 
not  the  beauty  of  his  countenance,  nor  his  tall 
stature;  I  have  cast  him  aside,  for  I  do  not  judge 
of  a  man  by  his  look  ;  man  hath  regard  to  ap- 
pearances, but  the  Lord  to  the  heart.' 
•  "  Then  Jesse  brought  Aminadab  into  the  pres- 
ence of  Samuel :  '  No,'  said  he  again,  'this  is  not 
the  elect  of  the  Most  High.' 

"  Lamina,  the  third  son  of  Jesse,  and  each  of  his 
brethren  in  turn  were  brought  before  the  mes- 
senger of  God :  '  No,  Jesse,'  cried  the  prophet  as 
before,  'none  among  these  seven  of  the  children  is 
honored  by  the  choice  of  Jehovah.' 

"  'But  are  they  all  present  here  ?'  '  There  still 
remaineth  one,  very  young,  who  is  now  employed 
in  keeping  my  sheep,' answered  the  father.  'It 
is  good — send  for  him,  and  hasten  to  bring  him 
hither,  for  we  will  not  sit  down  to  table,  until  he 
come.' 

"  Jesse  sent  his  servants,  and  the  young  man 
appeared  :  his  mien  was  full  of  majesty,  his  face 
beamed  with  perfect  beauty.  'Arise,'  .said  then 
the  Lord  to  Samuel,  '  pour  the  holy  oil  upon  his 
head,  for  it  is  he !' 

"And  the  prophet  letting  fall,  drop  by  drop, 
the  precious  ointment  on  the  forehead  of  the 
young  shepherd,  consecrated  him  with  the  royal 
unction  in  the  very  midst  of  his  brethren." 

A  poor  keeper  of  flocks,  whose  family  had  been 
until  this  time  unknown  in  Israel— see!  children 
of  Mary,  whom  Almighty  God  called  to  be  the' 
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forefather  of  tlint  woman  who  was  to  bring  forth 
the  Son  of  the  Eternal ! 

Finally,  tlie  hirtliphice  of  ^lary  also  furnishes 
us  with  a  striking  parallel,  and  catises  otir  hearts 
to  proclaim  that  truly  the  linger  of  God  has  been 
with  Pius  IX  from  his  very  entrance  into  the 
world,  by  reason  of  the  ineffable  mission  reserved 
for  him  in  the  service  of  God's  Holy  Mother :  for 
Bethlehem,  the  native  place  of  the  IJlessed  Virgin, 
was  a  small  and  poor  city  of  Palestine  ;  but  situa- 
ted in  the  most  noble  tribe  of  the  children  of 
Isniel,  the  trii)eof  Juda,  the  one  that  had  received 
the  j)romise  that  the  Saviour  should  be  born  from 
its  bosom ;  and  in  like  manner,  Sinigaglin,  the 
birthplace  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  althougli  it  is 
only  au  humble  city  of  Italy,  yet  is  also  a  part  of 
the  mast  noble  territory  of  that  celebrated  land, 
since  it  belongs  to  the  States  of  the  Church. 

What  lesson  shall  we  take  from  this  second  page 
in  the  life  of  Pius  IX,  so  conformable  to  that  of 
Mary,  O  true  children  of  the  faith  *  It  is  that  an 
Eternal  God  watches  over  our  birth,  no  matter 
how  rich  or  how  poor  we  be — it  is  that  the  Im- 
mortal King  of  Ages  has  chosen  us  and  has  made 
ufl  Catholics,  that  we  may  follow  the  path  whicli 
the  Catholic  religion  points  out  to  us.  Therefore, 
humbly  bowing  our  heads,  let  us  lift  up  our 
voices,  and  breathe  tl>e  following  prayer: 

"O  Lord,  atTter  the  pious  examples  which  Mary, 
our  Mother  in  G(h1,  and  Pius  IX,  our  Father  in 
Jesus  Christ,  have  .set  before  us,  keep  us  from  be- 
ing ungrateful  and  rebellious  children  ;  we  are 
glad  to  remember  that  we  are  all  born,  like  them, 
to  be  governed,  it  is  true,  by  the  princes  of  the 
earth,  but  above  all,  to  live  pure  and  holy  under 
the  Law  of  the  great  Monarch  of  Heaven.     Lord, 

?rant  that  we  may  serve  Thee,  as  Mary  has  served 
'hee  before!     Grant  that  we  may  glorify  Mary 
as  Pius  IX  has  glorified  her  !"    (To  be  continued.) 

THE  COMMUNION  OP  SAlNTS. 

How  u.seful  is  it  to  keep  continually  before  our 
eyes  the  virtues,  the  heroic  struggles,  and  the  glo- 
rious victories  of  the  saints  and  martyrs  of  God  ! 
How  the  thought  stimulates  us  to  resist  tempta- 
tion, an  I  to  imitate  examples  so  bright !  And 
then  how  cheering  to  us,  in  our  dreary  earthly 
pilgrimage,  to  cast  our  eyes  heavenward,  and  to 
catch  a  glimpse  of  that  immortal  glory  which  has 
already  crowned  the  trials  and  sufferings  of  the 
saints,  who  were  once  pilgrims,  like  ourselves,  en- 
compassed with  infirmity,  but  who  are  now  shin- 
ing, like  the  stars,  in  the  glorious  firmament  of 
God !  How  the  splendid  vista  encourages  us  to 
imitate  their  virtues  on  earth,  that  we  may  share 
their  crowns  in  Heaven  !  How  powerful  and 
how  eloquently  it  appeals  to  the  noblest  feelings 
of  our  nature !  How  strongly  it  attracts  us  to 
Heaven  !  How  it  consoles  us  amidst  all  our  trib- 
ulations !  How  many  additional  motives  does  it 
not  give  us  "to  prai.se  God  in  His  saints,"  and  to 
love  that  heavenly  Father,  who,  in  crowning  His 
servants,  crowns  onlj-  His  own  mercies  I  And  how 
strongly,  and  with  what  dramatic  effect,  docs  not 
the  Catholic  Church  call  forth  all  those  noble 


feelings,  by  her  perpetual  round  of  festivals  and 
anniversaries!  Is  there,  in  the  cold  and  dieary 
land  of  Protestantism,  any  thing  half  so  stimulat- 
ing or  ennobling, — any  tlinig  at  all  calculated  to 
elicit  such  feelings,  or  to  prompt  to  such  noble 
emulation  of  saintly  virtue?  Protestantism  has, 
alas!  virtually  abolished,  if  it  has  not  wholly 
stricken  from  the  Apostles'  Creed,  the  beautiful 
article  which  professes  to  believe  in  the  "commu- 
nion of  saints!" 

The  amimunion  of  saints !  how  sublime  the  idea 
it  unfolds!  How  it  annihilates  time,  annihilates 
distance,  and  causes  the  hearts  of  all  the  friends 
of  Christ  and  favorites  of  Heaven  to  beat  in  uni- 
son of  hallowed  feeling!  How  it  reaches,  like  a 
golden  chain,  from  earth  to  heaven,  and  binds 
both  together  in  indissoluble  love  and  unity! 
How  it  make  us,  poor  exiles  on  earth,  already 
"fellow-citizens  of  the  saints  and  the  domestics  of 
God!"  Eph.  ii,  19.  How  it  makes  the  strong 
succor  the  weak,  the  rich  succor  the  poor,  those 
who  abound  in  merits  succor  those  who  are  needy, 
and  those  who  are  in  glory  succor  those  who  are 
in  tribulation!  How  beautifully  it  carries  out 
the  scriptural  ideas,  that  "  God  is  love,"  that 
"love  is  the  fulfillment  of  the  law,"  and  that  "char- 
ity never  faileth  !"  How  it  lifts  us  up  f^^  thi§ 
dull  earth,  and  binds  us" all  together,  by  Wnding 
us  stnmgly  to  God !  How,  in  fine,  it  irradiates 
the  earth  with  the  smiles  of  Heaven,— Avith  those 
of  the  saints,  of  the  angels,  of  the  pure  and  spot- 
less Mother  of  God,  of  God  Himself!  "  Fittgant 
quid  tide  hteirtici ! — Let  heretics  pitxiuce  any 
thing  like  this."     (TertuUian.) 

Can  there  be  aught  of  idolatry  in  a  doctrine 
which  thus  plainly  elevates  human  nature,  adorns 
and  ennobles  Christianity,  give  new  and  more  ex- 
pansive views  of  the  Divine  goodnes-s,  and  re- 
dounds to  the  honor  and  priory  of  God  Himself? 
Can  there  be  idolatry  in  a  doctrine  which  thus 
plainly  leads  us  to  God,  the  beetower  "of  every 
good  gift,"  whether  in  heaven  or  earth,  and  cau.<ses 
us  to  fall  down  reverently  at  the  footstool  of  Ilis 
heavenly  throne?  Can  He  be  offended  with  the 
honor  which  we  pay  to  His  own  servants  and  fa- 
vorites? Will  the  Son  be  jealous  to  the  honor 
paid  to  His  Blessed  Mother,  and  paid  of  her  only 
because  she  is  His  Mother?  Can  He  who  was 
obedient  to  her,- and  who  refused  her  nothing  on 
earth,  refuse  her  any  thing  in  Heaven?  Can  He 
be  unmindful  of  her  sufferings  on  earth  for  the 
love  of  Him,  and  of  the  sword  of  grief  which 
transpierced  her  soul  on  His  account?  No,  no. 
The  Catholic  doctrine  is  as  reasonable  and  scrip- 
tural, as  it  is  ennobling  and  sublime, 


Thanks  be  to  Thee,  O  thou  Creator  and  Re- 
deemer of  men,  who,  to  manifest  Thy  love  to  the 
whole  world,  hast  prepared  a  great  supper, 
wherein  Thou  hast  set  before  us  to  be  c^Bk  not 
the  typical  lamb,  but  Thy  most  sjicred  ho^^)ody 
andbl(K>d;  rejoicing  all  the  faithful  with  Thy 
holy  banquet,  and  replenishing  them  with  the 
cup  of  salvation  in  which  are  all  the  delights  of 
paradise;  and  thfe  holy  angels  do  feast  with  us, 
but  with  a  more  hajjpy  sweetness. 
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KELIGIOUS    ORDEES. 

From  the  very  foundation  of  the  Church,  relig- 
ious life  took  its  rise.  It  has  but  developed  it- 
self as  time  went  on,  and  adapted  itself,  as  it  were, 
to  the  want  of  each  successive  century  ;  for  all  its 
essentials  were  to  be  found  in  Jerusalem  and  in 
the  heathen  cities,  among  the  "  little  flock  "  who 
were  hidden  here  and  there  amid  the  throng  of  a 
busy  and  lawless  world.  The  fervent  love  of  the 
first  Christians  led  them  on,  beyond  the  keeping 
of  the  commandments,  to  the  councils  of  perfec- 
tion ;  and  as  the  community  of  our  Blessed  Lord 
and  His  Apostles,  or  the  austere  life  of  the  Bap- 
tist, became  the  type  for  men  to  follow,  so  did  the 
religious  life  for  women  sjiring  from  our  Blessed 
Lady  and  the  Magdalen.  Standing  beneath  the 
Cross  of  Jesus,  the  spotless  and  the  penitent,  they 
have  left  examples  for  ever  after  for  women  to 
follow. 

Saint  Maiy  Slagdalen,  says  tradition,  retired 
into  Provence,  and  there  lived  a  life  of  solitude 
and  penance.  Our  Blessed  Lady  had  another 
path  to  pursue ;  she  had  to  be  the  support  and 
help  of  the  infant  Church.  The  rest  of  her  life 
on  oafth,  from  the  parting  on  jMount  Olivet,  was 
to  H^^jent  in  consoling,  enlightening,  and  aiding 
others.  She  lived  in  the  house  of  Saint  John,  and 
to  the  eyes  of  the  world  seemed  as  she  had  ever 
done,  nothing  more  than  an  ordinary  Jewish 
woman;  bearing,  doubtless,  the  marks  of  a  more 
than  common  .'^orrow  on  that  meek  pale  face — 
which  painters  have  Imed  to  picture  as  belonging 
to  the  Mother  of  Dolors — and  influencing  others 
in  a  way  that  awed  those  who  could  not  under- 
stand whence  her  power  sprang ;  and  reverenced 
most  tenderly  by  her  children  in  the  Church, 
whose  devotion  was  yet  so  deep  that  they  spoke 
only  amongst  themselves  of  what  she  was  to  them. 
And  after  she  was  gone  from  her  Aveary  exile  to 
her  throne  on  high,  the  example  she  had  left  was 
diligently  followed,  and  the  state  of  holy  virgin- 
ity was  chosen  by  many.  There  are  traditions  of 
communities  at  this  period,  but,  of  course,  these 
are -very  obscure;  and  the  fall  of  Jerusalem,  and 
the  persecutions  of  the  Church,  must  necessarily 
have  dispersed  them. 

canon;esses  op  the  holy  sepulciieb. 
If  we  were  to  take  tradition  for  our  guide,  the  re- 
ligiousof  this  order  would  claim  the  first  place ;  and 
although  the  line  of  descent  cannot  be  authenti- 
cated, there  is  nothing  which  would  render  it  im- 
possible or  absurd.  They  call  Saint  James  of  Jeru- 
salem their  founder,  and  say  that  "  near  the  tomb 
of  Christ,  the  Lord  has  established  a  convent  of 
women,  in  memory  and  honor  of  St.  Mary  Mag- 
dalen." The  tradition  further  adds,  that  the  re- 
ligious spent  their  time  in  meditation  on  the  Death 
anc^B^sion  of  our  Lord ;  they  made  the  necessary 
artwBifor  the  use  of  the  altar,  and  "  had  all  things 
in  common."  It  is  certain  that  at  the  same  time 
when  Saint  Paula  lived  at  Bethlehem,  under  the 
direction  of  Saint  Jerome,  the  high-born  Melania 
"founded  a  convent  at  Jerusalem,  and  collected 
there  fifty  virgins.    In  this  house  she  died  ;  her 


granddaughter,  also  named  Melania,  built  a  church 
and  monastery  for  ninety  penitents  upon  one  of 
the  sites  where  our  Lord  rested  when  bearing  His 
Cross."     (Montalembcrt.) 

The  fall  of  Jerusalem  must,  of  course,  have  bro- 
ken up  the  first  community ;  but  as  the  practice 
of  leading  the  religious  life  in  their  own  homes 
was  so  common,  it  is  probable  thus  was  their  lot 
till  they  were  allowed  to  assemljle  again.  About 
the  time  of  Saint  Helen,  writers  mention  this  con- 
vent at  Jerusalem  :  and  it  is  further  stated  that 
Saint  H&len  herself  joined  them,  and  received  from 
Macarius,  the  thirty-ninth  Bishop  of  Jerusalem, 
the  linen  sur])lice  and  double  red  cro.ss  worn  by 
the  Canonesses  of  this  Order.  But  when  Jerusa- 
lem finally  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  infidels,  all 
traces  of  these  religious  were  lost;  when  their  first 
monasteries  were  founded — when  their  rule  grew 
into  form,  we  know  not ;  but  this  very  ignorance 
proves  their  antiquity.  They  were  spoken  of  in 
Home,  in  1394,  as  having  numerous  houses.;  and 
Pere  Ilelyot  saya,  although  they  were  not  knoAvn 
in  France  till  1620,  for  a  long  time  there  had  been 
monasteries  in  Spain,  Germany,  and  other  coun- 
tries. In  1620,  the  Canoness  de  Chaligny  and 
Princess  de  Lorraine  founded  a  monastery  of  the 
Order  in  Charleville,  France.  The  Countess  en- 
tered the  Order,  and  was  professed  as  Sister  Mary 
of  Saint  Francis,  March  25th,  1625.  She  died  in 
the  second  year  of  hor  profession,  leaving  a  repu- 
tation for  great  sanctity.  Her  daughter,  Princess 
Louise,  became  a  Franciscan  nun,  and  her  eldest 
son  entered  the  Society  of  Jesus.  At  the  time  of 
the  entrance  of  tlie  Counte-ss  de  Chaligny,  the 
Order  of  the  Holy  Sepulcher  was  little  known ; 
the  houses  then  established  were  at  Aix-la-Cha- 
pelle,  Saint  Leonard  nearlluremonde.  Saint  Croix 
near  Lymbach,  and  at  Cavee;  there  Avere  two 
houses  in  Liege,  and  one  at  Visen  near  that  toAvn. 
But  the  example  of  the  holy  Countess  drew  many 
subjects  to  the  Order,  and  the  monasteries  rapidly 
increased  in  number.  The  Paris  hou.^e  received 
a  A'ery  valuable  subject  in  1651,  in  Renee  de  Liv- 
ennede  Verdille,  a  daughter  of  one  of  the  most 
ancient  and  noble  houses  in  Poitou.  Her  father 
and  mother  died  in  her  childhood,  and  Pence  be- 
came sole  heiress  to  their  great  wealth.  Endowed 
with  remarkable  beauty  and  talent,  life  opened 
before  her  in  its  brightest  aspects ;  but  resolutely 
she  turned  aAvay  from  the  Avorld,  and  gave  up  all 
things  to  follow  Christ.  She  took  the  habit  of 
the  Canonesses  of  the  Holy  Sepulcher  on  January 
7th,  1651. 


As  a  votive  offering  to  our  Heavenly  Queen  for 
her  gracious  assistance  in  wafting  her  own  Aves 
over  our  fair  land,  Ave  have  sought  to  portray  the 
first  "Ave,"  that  of  Gabriel,  upon  our  title-page. 
The  delay  necessarily  occasioned  by  the  toilet  of 
our  sweet  Queen — the  transplanting  of  the  palm 
and  ceder  trees,  the  roses  and  lilies  of  the  A-allies 
which  surround  her — the  formation  of  the  moun- 
tains of  Judea,  (from^which  she  rises  as  the  morn- 
ing star,)  Avith  the  stream  of  life  floj\ing  for  them 
— all  these  necessarily  occasioned  a  delay  in  our 
third  issue. 
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The  Honor  of  His  Mother. 

Tlie  honor  of  Ilis  Mother.  This  is  another  \ 
chief  interest  of  Jesvis,  iin<l  the  whole  history  of  ! 
the  Ciiurch  shows  how  near  it  lies  to  His  Siicred  ' 
Heart.  It  was  the  love  of  her  that  specially  drew  I 
Him  down  from  Heaven,  and  it  was  she  who  mer- 
ited the  time  of  the  Incarnation.  She  was  the  j 
chosen  one  of  the  Most  Holy  and  Undivided  Trin-  | 
ity,  the  elected  daughter  of  the  Father,  the  pre- 
destined Mother  of  t  he  Son,  and  the  chosen  Spouse  ! 
of  the  Holy  Ghost.  The  right  doctrine  of  Jesus 
has  in  all  ages  been  wrapped  up  with  the  trucde- 
voti(m  to  Mary,  and  the  Mother  can  be  wounded 
only  through  the  Son.  Thus  Mary  is  the  heritage 
of  humble  and  obedient  Catholics.  As  devotion 
to  her  increases,  so  does  holiness  increase.  The 
saints  are  moulded  on  the  love  of  her.  Sin  has  no 
greater  enemy  than  3Iary,  for  the  thought  of  her 
is  a  charm  against  it,  and  the  devils  tremble  at 
her  name.  No  one  can  love  the  Son,  but  the  love 
of  the  ^lother  grows  in  Him  also ;  no  one  can  love 
the  3Iother,  without  his  heart  melting  with  ten- 
derness toward  the  Son.  Thus  has  Jesus  put  her 
in  the  front  of  His  Church,  that  she  should  be  the 
token  of  all  good,  and  the  .stumbling-block  of  His  , 
enemies,  Wliat  wonder,  then,  that  His  interests 
are  deeply  concerned  with  her  honor.  Every  her- 
etical blasphemy  against  her  dignity,  for  which 
you  make  reparation  by  an  act  of  love,  or  an  act 
of  thanksgiving  for  her  Immaculate  Conception 
and  her  I^rpetual  Virginity,  gives  you  opportu- 
nity of  advancing  the  interests  of  Jesus.  Every 
thing  you  can  do  to  spread  devotion  to  her,  and 
especially  to  make  Catholics  feel  more  tenderly 
toward  her,  is  a  distinct  work  for  Jesus,  and  one 
which  He  will  most  lovingly  repay.  To  get  peo- 
ple to  go  to  Communion  on  her  feasts,  to  be  en- 
rolled in  her  Confraternities,  to  have  a  picture  of 
her,  to  gain  indulgences  for  the  s«yls  in  purga- 
toiy  that  in  lifetime  were  most  devoted  to  her, 
to  say  one-third  of  the  Rosary  every  day, — 
every  body  has  an  opportunity  of  doing  one  or 
the  other  of  these  things,  and  they  are  all  for 
the  interests  of  Jesus.  Ah  !  there  is  one  devo- 
tion I  will  mention  !  I  wish  we  were  all  inspired 
with  it.  We  should  do  well  then,  for  the  inter- 
ests of  Jesu.s,  and  our  dear  Lord  would  get  such 
abundance  of  new  love  all  the  world  over !  It 
is, — to  have  more  confidence  in  our  Blessed  Moth- 
er's prayei-s,  more  undoubting  trust,  more  bold  pe- 
tition, more  real  faith  in  her.  There  would  be 
more  love  for  Mur}%  if  there  were  more  faith  in 
Mary.  But  we  are  in  a  heretical  country;  and  it 
is  liard  to  live  among  icebergs,  and  not  be  cold. 
O  Jesus  !  animate  onr  confidence  in  3Iary,  noj  only 
that  we  may  work  the  more  for  Thy  sweet  inter- 
ests, but  that  we  may  work  in  the  way  Thou 
wouldst  have  us  work,  letting  no  creature  be 
dearer  to  us  than  the  one  who  was  dearer  to  Thee 
than  all  other  creatures  put  together ! 

Thanks  be  to  Thee,  O  Lord  Jesus,  light  of 
eternal  light,  for  the  table  of  Holy  Doctbine 
which  Thou  hast  afforded  us  by  the  ministry  of 
Thy  servants,  the  Prophets  and  Apostles,  and 
their  lawful  successors. 


A  Merchant  Assisting  at  His  Own  Beqtiiem. 

Peter  Vellio,  a  pleasant  man,  a  free  liver,  though 
not  a  profligate,  was  a  great  alms-giver,  and  was 
affectionately  attached  to  Saint  FrtBicis  Xavier, 
whom  he  l)ecame  acquainted  with  in  Japan,  and 
the  two  had  saHed  together  from  thence  to  the 
Indies.  Xavier  had  often  exhorted  him  to  clear 
off  some  of  his  accounts  with  God  ;  in  other  words, 
to  expiate  the  sins  of  his  past  life,  especially  by 
an  occasional  use  of  the  discipline;  but  Vellio  ex- 
cused himself,  under  the  plea  of  delicate  health, 
saying,  too,  that  he  really  had  not  the  courage  to 
ill-treat  his  own  body.  The  saint,  therefore,  un- 
dertook to  do  it  for  him,  though  without  telling 
him  so,  and  accordingly  used  to  withdraw  to  a 
private  part  of  the  ship  and  there  scourge  himself 
in  atonement  for  the  sins  of  his  friend.  Vellio 
once  caught  him  in  the  act;  and,  moved  by  his 
generous  charitj',  he  promised  the  saint  alms 
enough  to  assist  all  his  poor. 

Some  time  afterward,  a'  poor  orphan's  case 
seemed  one  well  deserving  of  Vellio's  benevolence, 
and  Francis  set  out  in  search  of  him,  and  found 
him  at  a  friend's  house,  engaged  in  a  game  either 
of  draughts  or  chess.  Advancing,  Xavier  asked 
an  alms  for  the  love  of  God.  The  other,  who  loved 
a  joke,  said  to  him  :  "  What !  Father  Francis,  come 
to  ask  money  from  a  poor  gambler  when  he  is  not 
at  home  !  Is  this  a  time  to  expect  cash  from  me, 
when  I  am  doing  my  best  to  win  money  from  oth- 
ers ?"  The  saint  quietly  rejoined  that  it  was  well 
to  do  good  at  all  times,  and  that  the  best  time  for 
bestowing  an  alms  was  when  the  money  was  act- 
ually in  one's  hand.  "Well,  well,"  said  Vellio,* 
pretending  to  be  vexed,  "here,  take  my  key," 
(giving  the  key  of  his  money-chest,  containing 
forty-five  thousand  ducats:)  "you  will  find  money 
in  my  chest,  and  you  may  take  it  all  if  you  like." 
But  Xavier  only  took  out  three  hundred  scudi,  the 
sum  required  for  his  purpose.  When  Vellio  ne.\t 
visited  his  chest,  he  found  not  a  penny  of  his 
money  gone,  and  went  off  to  Xavier  to  quarrel  with 
him,  as  he  said,  for  not  having  made  use  of  his 
key.  The  saint  a3.surcd  him  he  had  taken  three 
hundred  ducats.  "If  you  did,"  said  Vellio,  "  there 
is  not  a  farthing  missing  from  my  store,  so  God 
forgive  you,  Father  Francis !  When  I  gave  you  my 
key,  it  was  with  the  intention  that  the  money  in 
the  chest  should  have  been  equally  divided  be- 
tween you  and  me."  He  spoke  from  his  heart ; 
and  so  Xavier  saw.  Fixing  his  eyes  upon  him, 
he  said,  with  great  warmth  and  feeling,  and  with 
a  beaming  countenance,  "  Peter,  in  the  sight  of 
God,  who  measures  the  intention  of  the  heart, 
your  offering  is  as  grateful  as  the  gift  would  have 
been  ;  in  due  time  he  will  himself  repay  you  ;  and 
I  now  promise  you,  in  his  name,  that  never  in  this 
life  shall  you  be  without  the  means  of  comfortable 
subsistence ;  you  will  often  be  on  the  verge  of 
poverty  and  bankruptcy,  but  friends  will  always 
be  at  hand  to  assist  you ;  moreover,  you  will  not 
die  without  being  first  warned  of  the  day."  Won- 
derful to  relate,  from  that  day  Vellio  was  changed 
into  another  man, — attending  only  to  the  welfare 
of  his  soul  and  to  works  of  piety  ;  so  that,  whilst 
still  in  the  profession  of  a  merchant,  he  led  the 
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life  of  a  religious.  The  promises  of  Francis  were 
a  source  of  continual  satisfaction  to  him,  more  es- 
pecially that  one  relating  to  his  forewarning  of 
death. '  As  the  saint  gave  him  no  specific  idea  as 
to  vluit  the  indication  would  consist  in,  he  one 
day  plainly  asked  him  the  question.  Without  a 
moment's  hesitation,  Xavier  answered  :  "  When 
your  wine  tastes  bitter,  then  prepare  for  death, 
for  it  will  be  close  at  hand."  Now  let  us  see  how 
accurately  the  prediction  was  verified.  Vellio 
lived  to  A  venerable  old  age,  prosperous  to  the 
end;  yet  he  was  more  tlian  once  all-lmt  ruined: 
his  fritnds,  however,  no  sooner  heard  of  his  em- 
barrassments than  tliey  promptly  came  forward 
with  their  purses  and  saved  him  from  insolvency. 
Finally,  one  day,  as  he  was  seated  at  table  at  a 
grand  banquet,  he  called  for  wine  :  on  tasting  it, 
he  found  it  bitter,  and,  with  a  start,  he  remem- 
bered the  words  of  the  saint.  To  avoid  all  dan- 
ger of  mistake,  he  requested  several  guests  to  taste 
the  wine  in  his  cup :  they  did  so,  and  unanimous- 
ly pronounced  it  exquisite.  Not  satisfied  with 
this,  he  called  for  other  wines  and  other  cups;  but 
to  him  all  alike  were  l)itter.  Xo  vestige  of  doubt 
remained  on  his  mind  :  raising  his  eyes  to  heaven, 
he  at  once  made  an  offering  of  his  life  to  God,  and 
then  related  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  his  case 
to  his  surrounding  friends:  he  made  his  final  ar- 
rangements, giving  a  considerable  part  of  his 
property  to  the  poor,  providing  suital)ly  for  his 
children  with  the  rest.  He  then  took  leave  of  his 
friends,  many  of  whom,  seeing  him  so  hale  and 
well,  thought  that  old  age  was  weakening  his 
mind,  and  therefore  did  tlicir  best  to  divert  him 
■from  what  they  called  depression  of  spirits.  They 
proposed  parties  of  pleasure  to  him,  which  he  de- 
clined, requesting  them  to  favor  him  with  their  com- 
pany at  cliurch  on  the  following  morning.  Here, 
preparations  had  been  made  for  a  solemn  funeral- 
service  :  he  received  the  holy  viaticum  and  ex- 
treme unction,  ai>d  then  stretched  himself  on  the 
bier  during  the  celebration  of  a  requiem  Mass. 
The  church  was  crowded  with  spectators,  some  at- 
tracted by  the  novelty  of  the  thing  and  others  by 
curiosity  to  watch  the  event,  whilst  some  few 
went  to  ridicule  the  folly  of  poor  old  Vellio.  At 
the  conclusion  of  the  Mass,  the  oflSciating  priest 
and  his  assistants  chanted  the  last  reisponnary,  he 
being  still  alive :  they  passed  round  the  bier, mak- 
ing the  usual  absolution  ;  and,  when  all  was  over, 
Vellio's  servant  approached  the  bier  to  assist  his 
aged  master  to  rise  from  it.  He  found  him  dead ! 
Subdued  voices  of  awe  and  surprise  ran  through 
the  building ;  tears  of  devotion  streamed  from 
many  an  eye;  whihst  loud  were  the  benedictions 
invoked  on  the  memory  of  holy  Father  Francis, 
who  had  then  been  many  years  at  rest.  As  the 
report  of  this  remarkable  event  spread  through 
the  Indies,  devotion  to  the  saint  became  greatly 
increased ;  whilst  many  who  before  had  cared 
little  for  the  poor,  taught  by  the  happy  example 
cf  Vellio,  became  munificent  in  alms-deeds. 

Be  content  with  the  light  of  TiiUE  Faith,  and 
\yalk  therein  till  the  day  of  eternal  brightness 
I  reaks  forth,  and  then  the  shades  of  figures  shall 
j: ass  away. 


SAINT  MAET  MAJOE. 

Saint  Mary  Major,  the  dear  Basilica  where  I 
made  that  conmiunion  which  it  is  so  sweet  to  call 
my  First  Communion,  is  a  vast  and  magnificent 
temple,  whose  touching  history,  when  I  heard  it, 
seemed  to  me  to  have  a  sweet  and  mysterious 
analogy  with  the  solemn  act  which  God  had  per- 
mitted me  to  accomplish  therein. 

It  is  related  that  in  the  fourth  century  of  the 
Christian  era,  under  Pope  Liberius,  a  nobleman 
and  his  wife,  both  of  distinguished  family  and  ex- 
alted piety,  despairing  of  having  any  children, 
besought  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  intercede  for  them, 
and  begged  her  at  the  same  time  to  enlighten 
them  as  to  what  manner  they  should  testify  their 
gratitude  to  her;  for,  after  having  invoked  so 
powerlul  a  protectress,  they  did  not  l"or  an  instant 
doubt  that  their  request  would  be  de»iied.  The 
Blessed  Virgin  made  known  to  them  that  their 
prayer  was  heard  on  the  night  of  August  4th,  A.  D. 
352.  They  were  told  in  a  dream,  as  was  also  Pope 
Liberius,  to  build  a  church  in  her  honor  on  the 
spot  which  they  would  the  next  morning  rind  cov- 
ered with  snow,  notwithstanding  the  excessive 
heat  of  the  season. 

'  At  the  break  of  day  they  found  that  a  great 
quantity  of  snow  had  in  reality  fallen  upon  the 
Esquiline  Mount.  The  news  of  this  miraculous 
event  was  soon  spread  through  the  entire  city,  and 
Saint  Liberius,  followed  by  the  clergy  and  an  im- 
mense crowd  of  jjcople,  repaired  to  ^the  spot. 
Scarcely  had  they  reached  it,  when  the  entire 
multitude  was  witness  of  a  new  prodigy.  The 
snow  divided  itself  into  lines  which  traced  upon 
the  ground  the  entire  plan  of  an  edifice.  The  lively 
faith  of  these  Christians  required  nothing  more. 
The  work  was  commenced  and  the  church  was 
promptly  built, — thanks  to  the  generosity  of  the 
pious  couple, — and  as  it  was  found  to  be,  at  the 
time,  the  largest  and  the  most  beautiful  in  Rome, 
it  was  dedicated  to  the  Most  Holy  Slother  of 
God,  and  liy  common  consent  named  Saint  Mary 
Major;  but  it  was  also  called  Saint  Mary  of  the 
Snow,  in  commemoration  of  the  miracle  of  the 
pure  white  mantle  which  had  fallen  from  Heaven 
on  the  spot  where  it  was  erected,  and  Basilica  of 
Saint  Liberius,  in  memory  of  the  Pope,  who  had 
consecrated  it  and  taken  so  active  an  interest  in 
its  construction.  And  at  a  later  period,  when  it 
was  enriched  with  the  precious  remains  of  the 
crib  in  which  our  Saviour  was  born,  it  was  called 
Saint  Mary  of  the  Crib. 

And  do  I  not  also  owe  to  the  friends  who 
adopted  me,  my  spiritual  birth?  Did  they  not 
earnestly  implore  it  from  the  heavenly  compassion 
of  Mary  ?  Was  ifhot  upon  the  hills  of  Rome  and 
in  the  arid  summer  of  my  youth,  when  the  fire  of 
all  my  passions  burned  and*  laid  waste  my  heart, 
that  a  veil  of  purity,  fiilling  suddenly  upon  this 
miserable  heart,  marked  therein  the  foundation 
of  a  new  edifice,  on  which  faith  built  the  temple 
where  I  adore  God  and  tenderly  honor  and  ven- 
erate Mary  ? 

Mother'of  Christians,  my  aid,  my  hope  and  my 
refuge  !  How  often  have  I  prayed  to  thee  in  my 
falls  and  in  my  anguish,  and  thou  didst  never  for- 
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get  me.  For*  notwithstanding  all,  I  felt  ray  love 
ond  ronfidcnoc  in  thoc  incrt-ase!  Alas!  why  is 
ndt  my  lii'urt  always  pure  enough,  generous 
enougl),  devoted  enough,  and  great  enough  in 
love,  for  thee  to  rest  there  ever  as  Saint  Mary  of 
Snow — Saint  Mary  Major  ! 

Many  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiffs  had  the  most 
pious  and  loving  predilection  for  Saint  Mary  Ma- 
jor, and  while  it  always  retained  the  grave  and 
venerable  appearance,  most  l)eeoniing  to  sacred 
places,  their  care  adorned  it  with  wonderful  rich- 
ness and  elegance. 

Saint  Sixtus  III  embellished  it  on  the  occasion 
of  the  CEcuuieuical  Council  of  Ephesus,  when 
Nestorius,  that  impious  detractor  of  the  Most  Holy 
Virgin's  merits,  was  condemned.  lie  ornamented 
it  witli  a  great  number  of  mosjiics,  representing 
different  events  in  the  Old  Testament,  and  the 
life  of  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God;  he  covered 
the  great  altar  with  silver  and  endowed  it  with 
the  mo.st  costly  sacred  ves.scls.  After  this  Pontiff, 
Symmachus,  Gregory  III,  Adrain  I,  Leo  III,  Pas- 
cal I,  testified  their  devotion  by  the  richness  of 
their  presents.  Nicholas  IV,  of  the  Order  of  Saint 
Francis,  placed  there  the  maguiticent  mosaic  tri- 
bune which  is  so  much  admired.  Clement  VIII, 
Paul  V,  Si.\tus  V,  P>enodict  XIV,  and  Leo  XII 
employed  the  richest  metals  aud  the  most  skillful 
artists  to  adorn  it.  It  would  be  an  almost  endless 
task  to  describe  the  master-piece  of  works  which 
it  contains.  Silver,  gold,  diamonds,  jasper,  por- 
phyry, glitter  in  every  jjurt — each  having  its  own 
hi.xtory  as  well  as  its  own  Ijrilliancy. 

The  exterior  of  the  dear  Basilica  is  no  less  admi- 
rable. Here  we  find  the  chffd'(»ucre  of  Piranesi, 
the  inspired  poet  of  Roman  architecture,  to  which 
his  chisel  had  preserved  the  majesty  that  the  age, 
the  sky  of  Rome  an<l  its  souvenirs  gave  to  him. 
Saint  Mary  Major  has  two  fronts ;  before  the  prin- 
cipal, in  the  center  of  one  of  thost-  vast  squares, 
where  the  monuments  of  art  seem  to  breathe  at 
ease,  and  to  rise  like  a  city  in  the  midst  of  a  des- 
ert, the  statue  in  bronze  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
holding  the  Infant  Jesus,  is  elevated  on  a  column 
of  white  marble,  seventy  feet  high — it  is  the  only 
column  remaining  of  the  ancient  Temple  of  Peace, 
and  is  a  masterpiece  of  grace,  elegance  and  beau- 
ty, a  type  of  perfection  proI)aby  unique  in  the 
world,  and  one  of  the  wonders  of  Rome  which  my 
eyes  have  always  contemplated  with  the  greatest 
delight.  The  second  is  decorated  with  one  of  the 
obelisks  which  Pope  Sixtus  V,  took  pleasure  in 
multiplying  through  his  city,  not  for  the  pleasure 
of  erecting  them,  but  to  make  them  pedestals  for 
the  Cross.  So  that,  having  seen  the  persecutions 
of  the  Church,  they  might  serve  as  witnesses  and 
instruments  of  her  triumph. 

But  it  is  not  its  richness  nor  the  arts  that  have 
made  the  Basilica  of  Saint  Mary  Major  so  dear  to 
so  many  Pontiffs,  to  the  Roman  people  and  to  all 
the  faithful ;  it  is  the  great  number  of  relics  of 
which  she  is  the  venerable  and  august  depot. 
There  are  some  of  the  stones  which  formed  the 
Cfib  of  the  Infant  God  in  the  stable  of  Bethle- 
hem, the  linens  which  enveloped  Him,  the  culla 
made  by  Saint  Joseph,  which  is  carried  in  pro- 


cession during  the  holy  night  of  Christmas,  and 
exposed  the  following  day  to  public  veneration. 
There  are  the  relics  of  Saint  Jerome,  Saint  Math- 
ias  Apostle,  of  Saint  Pius  V,  and  of  a  great  num- 
ber of  other  saints,  virgins  and  martyrs.  There  is 
seen,  and  particularly  honored,  one  of  the  mirac- 
ulous portraits  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  which  tra- 
dition attributes  to  the  pencil  of  Saint  Luke. 
During  the  first  centuries  this  image  was  so  gen- 
erally venerated  in  Rome,  that  during  the  plague 
which  ujade  such  great  ravages  in  A.  I).  590,  the 
holy  Pope  Gregory  the  Great,  who  then  governed 
the  Church,  made  use  of  it  in  this  extremity  to 
implore  the  mercy  of  the  Lord.  Easter  morning, 
accompanied  l)y  the  clergy  and  people,  in  peni- 
tential procession,  he  repaired  to  the  Liberian 
Basilica  and  taking  in  hi%  hands  the  image  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  went  in  the  direction  of  Saint 
Peter's  Basilica,  when  the  procession  reached  the 
mole  of  Adrian,  where  the  Castle  of  Saint  Angelo 
now  stands,  a  voice  in  the  air  was  distinctly 
heard  by  the  entire  crowd  chanting  litgina  cceli 
heture,  Alleluia:  quia  qu^m  iiuruisti portare.  Alle- 
luia: resurreiit  nicut  dixit,  Alhlnia.  Penetrated 
with  the  tenderest  and  mo.st  pious  affection  for 
the  sweet  Mother,  and  already  filled  with  hoj>e  in 
the  midst  of  their  common  affliction,  the  Pontiff 
and  the  people  immediately  responded  in  the 
same  tone  to  that  celestial  voice,  Ora  pro  nobis 
Deum,  AlMuirr,  and  suddenly  the  plague  ceased 
throughout  the  entire  city.  But  not,  as  we  may 
well  imagine,  did  the  special  devotion  cease  which 
they  had  in  Rome  for  this  pious  image  and  for  the 
sanctuary  where  it  remained. 

Of  all  the  Popes  who  loved  Saint  Mary  Major, 
not  one  exhibited  more  than  did  Clement  VII  the 
ardor  of  his  tenderness  and  the  immensity  of  his 
confidence.  In  the  great  needs  of  the  Church  and 
of  Christianity,  this  Pontiff  would  leave  his  pal- 
ace before  daybreak  and  walk  bare  footed  to  cel- 
ebrate Mass  at  the  altar  of  Mary.  More  than  once 
he  was  seen  upon  his  knees  a.scending  the  hill, 
and  when  he  arrived  too  soon,  patiently  waiting 
outside  for  the  moment  of  opening  the  doors  of 
the  Basilica.  It  was  this  same  Clement  who  gave 
the  holy  image  its  crown  of  precious  stones,  and 
to  the  illustrious  chapter  of  Saint  Mary  the  pon- 
tifical palace  near  the  church. 

Here  I  conclude  with  sweet  comj^lacency  these 
details,  because  Saint  Mary  Major  is  also  my  be- 
loved church,  and  there  is  no  place  in  the  world 
which  I  would  so  much  love  to  see  again,  to  cover 
with  my  kisses,  and  to  water  with  my  tears,  not 
even  the  tomb  of  my  parents.  I  have  also  devel- 
oped these  details,  because  they  offer  to  the  mind 
at  least  some  idea  of  that  generous,  expansive  and 
charming  faith  which  characterizes  the  Catholi- 
city of  the  Romans.  Setting  aside  my  own  belief 
an<l  love,  r  most  profoundly  respect  this  prodigal- 
ity in  adorning  altars  and  embellishing  holy 
images.  When  one  has  given  his  tthole  mml  to 
God,  and  all  good  that' He  may  increase  it,  and 
all  evil  that  He  may  destroy  it,  it  does  not  seem 
too  much  to  offer  to  the  material  representations, 
which  we  make  of  Him  and  His  saints  all  that 
the  genius  of  art  can  cnuoble.and  all  that  the  iuex- 
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haustible  bosom  of  the  earth  produces  of  the  rare 
and  precious.  Yos,  my  God,  all  things  to  Thee — 
our  thoughts,  our  dreams,  our  lalmrs;  to  Thee  the 
perfume  of  souls  and  the  i)erfume  of  flowers;  and 
to  Tliee  the  blood  of  our  veins,  the  fruits  of  the 
earth,  and  the  works  of  our  hands,  and  all  that 
we  can  offer,  even  to  others  as  well  as  to  Thee,  for 
in  Thy  saints  and  even  in  Thy  dearest,  most  be- 
loved and  most  miraculous  Mother,  it  is  still  Thee, 
O  Lord,  whom  we  honor. 

May  Musings. 

Warm  month  of  May,  sweet  theme  for  simple  song! 
Well  pleased,  with  thy  soft  scenes  I'd  linger  long. 
And  joy  to  bask  beneath  the  balmy  rays 
Of  thy  mild  sun,  in  all  his  sleepy  haze. 
O,  blest  the  clime  that  g'ives  each  year  to  please 
Tbis  softest  month  of  oriental  ease; 
Nor  summer's  blasting  heat  to  scorch  the  ground, 
Nor  winter's  biting  winds  to  rage  around, 
But  mingling — each  so  dreadful  when  alone — 
The  blazing  torrid  witJi  the  frigid  zone, 
Forth  sends  all  her  beauty,  fresh  and  gay, 
This  languid,  lovely  month  of  charming  May. 
Now  daily  grows  the  giant  forest  green, 
And  now  the  tender  blooms  of  spring  are  seen  : 
Throughout  the  months  of  long  and  dreary  cold 
The  beauteous  bud  was  froze  beneath  the  mould ; 
But  now  the  warm  and  genial  rays  of  Heaven 
The  frosty  clods  and  binding  chains  have  riven, 
And,  lo !  the  tiny  How'rets,  hiughing,  peeping ! 
How  glad  those  eyes  to  wake  from  such  a  sleeping! 
The  snowy  lam1)kins,  gay  in  life's  new  pride. 
Now  leap  in  gamboling  sport  from  side  to  side; 
The  lazy  herd  is  basking  on  the  hill, 
Well  pleased  these  ]\Iay-born  rays  of  heat  to  feel ; 
The  airy  warblers'  merry,  myriad  throng 
Enliven  hill  and  dale  with  merry  song ; 
Nor  need  the  cooling  grove  to  hide  the  gleam. 
The  livid  heat  of  noonday's  scQi'ching  beam ; 
But  in  the  glancing  sunlight's  sparkling  wave 
Their  spirit  forms  in  thousand  circles  lave. 
Alike  in  warming  sun  or  morning  dawn, 
Alike  where'er  we  turn,  where'er  we  gaze, 
Beholdjthe  birdlings  sing  their  Maker's  praise ! 
The  sleek  and  harnessed  team  are  ready  now, 
And  prancing  stand  before  the  well-worn  plow ; 
And  as  the  plowman  gives  his  knowing  nod. 
See,  graceful  over  rolls  the  glistening  sod. 
The  farmer,  following,  plants  his  golden  grain, 
With  hopeful  heart  of  Ijounteous  harvest  gain. 
Most  blessed  month  of  all  the  blessed  year ! 
3I"ost  full  of  waking  joy  and  sinless  cheer! 
How  glad  with  promise — balmy,  soft  and  airy ; 
And,  oh  !  how  good  to  love  and  honor  Mary ! 
For  now  the  leafy  trees  and  fragrant  flowers. 
The  warming  sunshine  and  the  gentle  showers, 
The  opening  furrows  and  the  sowing" gj-ain. 
The  basking  herds,  the  flocks  upon  the  plain — 
These  hope  within  the  breast  of  man  do  nurture. 
And  tell  of  gifts  received  and  gifts  in  future. 
What  fitter  time  to  plant  within  the  breast 
A  love  for  her  with  whom  God's  blessings  rest, 
A  love  for  her,  of  every  hope  the  Star, 
Which  fondly  guides  to  her  bright  home  afar? 
Her  love  will  pierce  the  scales  that  clod  our  eyes, 


And  we  shall  see  the  distant  glories  rise, 
AVhere  Mary,  Mother  of  our  blessed  Hope, 
In  Jksus'  light  our  risen  eyes  shall  ope. 
Ah !  let  us  well  these  happy  days  employ. 
And  fill  our  souls  with  such  a  tender  joy. 
That  worldly  joys,  fantastic,  false  and  dreary, 
May  ne'er  forgotten  make  the  month  of  Mary. 
■ ■•►- — 

A  May  Song  for  1865. 

Come,  weave  the  bright  garland,  and  sing  the  glad 
For  brightness  and  gladness  to  Mary  belong;  [song, 
To  Mary  as  decked  in  her  gorgeous  array. — 
She  greets  us  with  "  Peace  "  ou  this  festival  day  : 
The  Queen  to  whom  homage  so  loving  ascends. 
From  hearts  in  which  duty  with  tenderness  blends. 
O  Mary !  our  hearts  were  delivered  to  thee. 
When  St.  Peter  invoked  thee!— "Star  of  the  Sea!" 
As  Queen  of  that  land  which  Columbus  the  brave 
Had  won  by  devotion  from  o'er  the  dark  wave. 

Immaculate  Mother !    The  land  of  the  free 
Delights  to  surrender  that  freedom  to  thee  ! 
The  poor  man  rejoices  thy  livery  to  wear 
Thy  fetters,  sweet  Mother,  'tis  rapture  to  share. 
Immaculate  Mother !     A  prince's  gemmed  throne 
Is  dim  to  that  cot  where  thy  tenderness  shone : 
And  the  star-spangled  banner,  breathed  on  by  thee: 
True  herald  of  hope  is,  and  trust  of  the  free ! 

The  triumph  o'er  sin,  the  pure,  bright,  hallowed 
peace  [storm  cease ; 

Which  stills  the  dark  passions — which  bids  the 
Such  blessings,  O  Lady,  we  crave  at  thy  hands, — 
These  triumphs  we  ask,  as  with  glittering  bands 
In  joyful  procession  to  honor  thy  day. 
With  songs  and  with  garlands  our  homage  we  pay. 

^ ^» 

A  CouuTEOCS  Reception. — The  Archbishop  of 
Conza,  Mgr.  Nicolai,  being  at  Calaliritto,  a  few 
miles  off",  Saint  Alphonsus  once  went  to  visit  him. 
Mounted  on  a  mule,  he  arrived  at  the  house  of  the 
family  del  Plato,  where  the  Archbishoi)  was  stay- 
ing. Hearing  he  was  at  dinner,  he  went  into  a 
a  small  chapel  in  a  wing  of  the  palace,  to  say  his 
office.  While  there,  the  eldest  son  came  to  shut 
the  door,  and  seeing  a  man  covered  with  rags, 
and  with  an  unshorn  beard,  he  took  him  for  a 
vagabond,  who  was  waiting  to  beg  from  the 
Archbishop,  and  told  him  to  go  out,  as  he  was 
about  to  shut  the  door.  "  Would  you  have  the 
goodness  to  wait  until  I  finish  vespers,"  said  Al- 
phonsus. "  Go  out  instantly,"  said  the  young 
man,  "it  is  only  yesterday  we  had  a  napkin  stolen  ; 
it  would  be  too  much  to  have  another  stolen 
to-day."  Alphonsus  was  forced  to  go  out,  and 
finish  his  vespers  in  the  street.  After  some  time, 
he  presented  himself  at  the  palace,  and  the  Arch- 
bishop, hearing  of  his  arrival,  came  out  and  re- 
ceived him  with  every  mark  of  esteem.  The 
young  del  Plato  looked  confounded,  and  his  con- 
fusion increased,  Avhen  he  found  Alphonsus  was  a 
noble  Neapolitan  gentleman,  and  Superior  of  a 
Religious  Order.  Alphonsus  appeared  not  to 
notice  the  young  man's  confusion,  but  continued 
the  conversation,  and  after  having  arranged  a 
meeting  at  Caposele,  he  returned  in  time  for  the 
evening  sermon. 
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Weekly  Chronicle. 

The  lust  number  of  Jm  Vnir  df  Nvtn^  Dame  de 
Chart rt«  coutuins  tlic  following  interesting  extract 
from  II  letter  written  by  an  eminent  priest  of  the 
Diocese  of  iJayonne : 

"The  Blessed  Virgin  has  recently  appeared  to  a 
religious  of  groat  sanctity,  an»l  said  to  her:  'The 
predictions  of  La  Snllette  are  al)out  being  accom- 
plished ;  have  many  prnyersoffered  to  appease  the 
anger  of  God  '  The  Religious  replied,  'Tiiou  art 
al  1 -power fuj  ;  beg  of  G(m1  to  protect  His  Church. 
"Who  would  believe  mcV'  The  Blessed  Virgin 
answered,  'God  will  listen  favorably  to  the 
pruyei-H  addressed  to-me  ;  the  more  they  are  mul- 
tiplied the  more  abundantly  will  He  recompense. 
I  shall  come  with  legions  of  angels  to  save  the 
Church.' 

"^lary  theu  dictated  the  following  prayer,  and 
reconnncnded  its  gratuitous  distriinit  ion.  A  pious 
lady,  whose  daughter  has  lately  been  miraculously 
curtHl,  has  published  many  thousand  copies  for 
distribution : 

PRAYER. 

Approved  by  the  Archbishop  of  Tours  and  the  Bishops 
of  Bayoiine,  Nantes  and  Liifon. 

"August  Queen  of  Heaven !  Sovereign  Mistress 
of  Angels !  Thou  who  from  the  connnencemcnt 
didst  receive  fnmi  God  poWer  and  mission  to  crush 
the  head  of  Satan,  we  humbly  best^ech  thee  to 
send  thy  holy  legions;  that  by  thy  orders  and 
through  Thy  power  they  may  pursue  the  demons, 
assjiil  them  everjwhere,  punish  their  audacity  and  . 
plunge  them  into  the  infernal  abyss. 

"Who  is  like  unto  God? 

"Holy  Angels  and  Archangels  defend  us! 

"Oh,  good  and  tender  Mother!  Forever  wilt 
thou  be  our  love  and  hope." 

Commendatory  Notice's. 

"We  are  much  gratified  by  the  encouraging 
words  daily  received  with  regard  to  the  "Ave 
Mari.v."  VVe  make  the  following  extracts  from 
some  of  the  many  letters  of  which  we  arc  in  dai- 
ly receipt  from  our  liev.  confreres,  Superiors  of 
Religious  Orders,  and  devout  clients  of  Mary  in 
ever)'  station  of  life  : 

"  I  am  working  for  your  paper.  The  leaf  from 
Paradise ;  the  sound  brought  from  Heaven  by 
Gabriel,  caught  by  Elizabeth,  and  continued  ever 
since  by  multitudes  of  cliildren  of  Mary  ;  echoed 
and  re-echoed,  chorused  fully  by  Church  triumph- 
ant 'Ave  Mari.v.'  " 

Another  writes : 

'"Ave  Maria  !'  Beautiful  name !  It  won  me  the 
moment  my  eye  rested  u]ion  its  Circular.     For  a 

Eroject  that  so  commends  itself  at  once  to  my 
eart,  my  services  as  wanted  will  be  cheerfully 
bestowed." 

From  another  we  received  the  followinjj  : 

"Inclosed  find  my  8ul>scription   for  the  sweet 

Ave  Maria.     I'pon  me  has  devolved  the  pleasing 

duty  of  giving  the  instructions  to  the  Cathedral 

congregation  every  evening  during  the  month  of 


May.  I  am  glad  of  the  office  intnisted  to  me  for 
many  rea84>iis ;  among  others,  because  I  hope  I 
will  have  an  opportunity  t<»  further  the  circula- 
tion of  the  Ave  Maria.  I  trust,  dear  Father,  for 
the  honor  of  our  l>elt>ved  Mother,  and  to  cheer 
your  own  generous  and  devoted  heart,  as  well  as 
a  reward  for  your  nol)le  undertaking,  that  the 
Ave  3Iaria  may,  under  God,  find  its  way  to  every 
nook  and  corner  in  the  land." 

Again  the  following : 

"  I,  the  undersigned.  Founder  of  the  first  Cath- 
olic Church  in  Chicago,  in  1833,  and  who,  in  1836, 
visited,  in  company  with  the  most  amiable,  the 
most  erudite,  and,  above  all,  the  most  saintly 
Bishop  Brutf,  the  very  sjuit  on  which  now  stands 
your  noble  IiiKtitutiou,  rejoice  at  your  heavenlike 
enteq)risc,  and  hasten  to  request  you  to  put  nic 
down  as  a  suljscriber  to  the  sweet  Ave  JIaria. 
Accept  the  inclosed  mite  of  a  pof)r  Preist — mean- 
while, wishing  you  a  happy  success, — Auspice 
Maria." 

Again,  another  greets  us — 

"  It  aflfords  me  much  joy  to  be  allowed,  under 
Divine  Providence,  the  high  privilege  of  affilia- 
tion in  the  glorious  Catholic  work  of  adding  my 
mite  in  promoting  the  glories  of  Mary,  our  Mother 
and  Queen.  ^lay  you  succeed  in  your  eflforts  to 
increase  mon;  and  mon;  devotion  an<l  love  to- 
ward this  Queen  of  Heaven,  and  may  every 
Christian  heart  receive  the  sweet  Ave  ^Iaria." 

And  again  : 

"With  the  greatest  joy  we  greet  the  first  num- 
ber of  the  Ave  Maria,  and  beg  of  you  to  accept 
the  inclosed  s^m  for  a  life  subscription.  It  will 
afford  us  much  pleasure  to  co-operate  with  you  in 
promoting  the  lionor  of  our  Holy  Mother,  by  en- 
deavoring to  obtain  suljscribei*s  for  your  journal. 
We  trust  it  will  have  a  wide-spread  circulation. 
The  various  ^li.ssion  Houses  of  our  Congregation 
will  be  happy  to  subscril>e  as  soon  as  they  receive 
notice." 

Another  Superior  writes : 

"OI>lige  me  by  sending  the  Ave  Maria  to  my 
address.  We  will  do  all  in  our  jx)\ver  to  have 
this  gini  circulateil  among  our  scholars  and 
friends." 

Again,  we  receive : 

" PI easR}  accept  the  inclosed  from  our  Infant 
Sodality.  We  rejoice  at  the  glorious  news  that 
the  love  and  praise  of  our  sweet  Mother  Mary 
will  be  propagated." 

Other  clients  of  Mary  write  :  • 

"  I  received  your  prospectus  for  a  new  publica- 
tion entitled  Ave  ^Iaria,  and  the  thought  imme- 
diately occurred,  why  was  not  such  a  paper  pul>- 
lishcd  before  in  honor  and  vindication  of  our 
Blessed  Lady?  Still  it  is  better  late  than  never! 
Only  proceed  with  the  good  and  laudible  work 
and  do  not  cease  to  work  against  Ihe  adversary 
and  his  agj'nts,  who  would  glaiUy  tear  her  down 
with  them  into  the  abyss.  The  more  they  try, 
the  more  we  shall  have  to  use  our  wcajwos,  which 
are  adoration  to  Jesus — honor  to  Mary;  Ijmi  toi 


Jeaus  Christ  et  Honnetir  d  Marie,  is  the  motto  of 
every  good  Catholic  Frendiman." 

"May  10th. — Please  find  draft,  my  life  sub- 
*8cription  to  your  Ave  Makia,  which  I  hope  will 
increase  in  the  hearts  of  all  true  and  sincere  de- 
votion to  our  good  ^lother,  wlio  has  deigned  to 
take  our  country  under  her  powerful  patronage. 
Accept,  Very  Rev.  Father,  my  sincere  thanks  for 
thisnionumentof  yours,  erected  in  honor  of  Mary." 

"]Sray9th. — Inclosed  find  my  sub.scription  for 
the  Ave  Maria.  I  do  not  consider  myself  alile  to 
take  periodicals,  but  I  wisli  to  subscribe  to  this, 
partly  as  a  thanksgiving — our  Blessed  Lady  will 
know  for  what — and  partly  on  speculation.  For 
since  I  am  sure  that  the  Mother  of  so  great  a 
King  cannot  be  ungenerous,  I  hope  in  taking  a 
work  established  in  her  honor,  merely  because  it  is 
in  her  honor,  to  secure  her  interest  in  plans  which 

1  have  much  at  heart." 

"May  8th. — The  first  number  of  the  well -in- 
spired Ave  jNIauia  I  have  thankfully  received. 
Under  a  modest  cover,  in  a  suitable  form  and 
style,  like  the  humble  violet  of  the  vernal  season, 
it  must  diffuse  a  sweet  fragrance  of  genuine  piety. 
3Iany  will  be  delighted  to  read  its  cliaste  and 
well  written  articles.  I  congratulate  you  upon 
the  bold  enterprise.  The  precious  gems  it  con- 
tains jiromise  a  magnificent  result  of  spiritual 
riches.  Kejoice!  a  most  abundant  harvest  is  in 
prospest.  I  feel  well  pleased  and  cherish  the 
hope  of  an  early  and  continued  success  for  the 
Christian  family's  new  and  chaste  visitor.  Be  of 
good  courage!  Mary  will  foster  an  undertaking 
so  praise-worthily  devoted  to  her  lionor.  May 
God  prolong  your  useful  efforts — ad  multos  annos 
— if  not  in  ceternumy 

"  iSIay  19. — Last  evening  a  friend'  gave  me  No. 

2  of  the  Ave  Makia.  I  read  the  contents  aloud 
to  my  mother,  and  the  result  is  that  at  her  solic- 
itation, and  my  own  desire,  I  send  my  subscrip- 
tion,   .     I   never    expected  to    see,  in    the 

United    States,  such  a  precious  journal,  for  I  did 
not    believe   the    devotion  of  Mary    was    lively 
enough  in  thiscountry  to  originate  or  sustain  such 
a  work  as  you   have  begun.     I  am  not  long  in 
America  ;  it   is   only  three  years  since  I   left  tlie 
southern  capital  of   faithful   old   Ireland,  and  I 
have  always  considered  that   here    devotion    to 
Mary  was  not  so  earnest  and  lively  as  in  my  own 
country.     But  I  have  discovered  that  there  is  one 
spot  more  in  tlie  Union  where  JIary  is  honored,   ' 
and  I  believe  the  State  of  Indiana  can  claim  the 
merit  of  having  originated  a  work  that  will  win 
more  children  to  Her  than  any  that  has  yet  been 
commenced  in  America — and  she  Avill  not  forget   \ 
Indiana.     Very  Rev.  8ir,  your  work  will  have  the  j 
prayer.s  of  ont  more,  child  of  Mary  for  its  success,   \ 
in  the    person  of   my  mother,  who  has  bceu  a  i 
member  of  the   Order  of  Mount  Carniel  as   long  | 
as  I  can  remember.     Thank  God,  I  have  a  mother  | 
who  has  always  impressed  on  my  mind,  by  word  j 
and  example,  the  duty  of  love  and  reverence  of  , 
our  Holy  Mother  ]\Iary."  I 

"  May  13th. — I  am  in  bed  with  a  fresh  attack  j 
of  fever.  By  my  side  lie  the  numbers  of  the  Ave  j 
Maria.    Your  journal  charms  and  consoles  me."  ' 


The  limits  of  our  unpretending  little  journal 
force  us  unwillingly  to  close  our  extracts.  We 
return  our  most  heartfelt  thanks  to  the  clients 
and  children  of  our  Blessed  Mother,  for  their  gen- 
erous appreciation  of  our  humble  labors.  The 
original  letters  from  which  we  have  taken  the 
above  extracts,  we  shall  most  carefully  preserve. 


The  Heroism  of  Oharity. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  year  1823,  the  Cur6  of 
Ars  was  called  upon  to  take  "part  in  a  mission 
at  TrCvoux,  by  the  priests  of  the  Society  of  the 
Chartreux,  at  Lyons.  ^Ir.  V'ianney  would  set  off 
on  foot,  with  his  surplice  over  his  arm,  in  the  se- 
vere cold  of  a  winter's  night,  when  his  Sunday 
labors  were  over,  and  return  to  his  post  on  Satur- 
day evening,  in  time  to  hear  the  confessions  of 
his  parishioners.  lie  took  up  his  quarters  with 
Mr.  Morel,  an  old  friend,  Avho  had  been  his  fellow- 
student  at  Verri&res.  "  I  can  be  more  at  my  ease 
with  you,"  said  he,  "and  I  shall  not  be  pressed  to 
eat,  as  I  should  be  elsewhere." 

This  mission  lasted  for  six  weeks,  and  he  was 
nearly  weighed  down  by  the  labor  which  fell  to 
his  share.  So  great  Avas  the  press  which  sur- 
rounded him,  that  on  one  occasion  the  confes- 
sional, which  was  not  very  firmly  fixed,  gave  way. 

He  was  always  the  first  in  the  church  in  the 
morning  and  the  last  at  night,  and  on  one  occasion 
was  so  completely  exhausted  by  his  labors,  that 
Mr.  Morel  was  obliged  to  take  him  on  hisshoulders 
and  carry  him  half  dead  to  his  room.  He  could 
hardly  be  persuaded  even  then  to  take  a  restora- 
tive, till  ^ladame  Morel  bethought  herself  to  say 
to  him: 

"  M.  le  Curg,  you  give  other  people  penances, 
and  expect  them  to  perform  them.  Well,  now  let 
me  give  you  one  to-day,  and  drink  what  I  bring 
you." 

"Ah,  well,"  said  he,  with  a  smile,  "  what  wcmian 
wills,  God  wills ;"  and  he  accepted  his  penance. 

On  the  eve  of  the  general  Communion,  at  the 
close  of  the  mission,  Mr.  Morel  went  at  nine,  at 
twelve  and  at  two  o'clock,  in  the  vain  hope  of 
extricating  his  guest  from  the  dense  crowd  which 
surrounded  him.  He  at  last  made  his  way  to  the 
confessional,  to  drag  him  away  by  force,  when  he 
was  assailed  by  the  unanimous  exclamation  : 

"  If  you  take  M.  le  Cure  away,  we  shall  not 
return,  and  you  will  have  to  answer  for  it  before 
God!" 

"What!"  cried  he  indignantly  ;  "  yesterday  M. 
Vianney  did  not  leave  the  church  till  midnight, 
and  was  at  his  post  again  at  four  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  How  much  time  has  he  had  for  sleep? 
His  bed  has  not  even  been  touched.  To-day,  as 
yesterday,  he  has  his  office  to  say,  and  at  four 
o'clock,  as  usual,  he  will  be  here  again.  Tell  me, 
you  who  grumble,  would  you  do  as  much?" 

And  having  thus  put  the  murmurers  to  silence, 
Mr.  Morel  took  the  good  cur6  by  the  hand,  who 
was  too  much  worn  out  to  offer  any  resistance, 
and  led  him  away  to  his  house. 
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JOHN  HENEY, 
By  the  grace  of  God,  and  furor  of  tlie  Holy  See, 

Bixhoj}  of  Fort   Wayne: 
To  THE  Clergy  and  Laity  of  the  Diocese, 
Health  ano  Benediction  : 

Dearly  BeUtal  in  ChriMt :  Ever  since  we  entered 
ujjon  our  pastoral  duties  in  this  newly-erected 
Di(>ce*»e,  it  lia-s  been  our  constant  thouglit  to  estab- 
lish a  home  ft)r  the  orphans  in  which  they  might 
be  brought  up  and  educated  for  that  position  in 
life  for  which  (jod  has  destined  them.  But 
during  several  years  this  ardent  desire  remained 
only  a  pious  wish.  The  churches,  schools,  and  pas- 
toral residences  which  had  everywhere  to  lie 
erected,  put  the  commencement  of  this  work  out 
of  the  question  for  the  time  being.  But  since,  in 
a  great  part  at  least,  these  difficulties  no  longer 
exi.st,  money  also  being  plenty,  and  the  affaire  of 
the  Diocese  both  temporally  and  spiritually  placed 
uptm  a  better  footing,  we  call  your  attention  to 
this  favorite  iastitutioo  of  Christian  charity,  and 
think  that  its  erection  should  be  no  longer  de- 
ferred. "What  esjMjcially  induces  us  to  commence 
this  work  at  present,  are  the  sad  effects  occasione<l 
by  the  bloody  and  fratricidal  strife  which  lately 
raged  with  such  unrelenting  fury  in  this  happy  land 
of  ours.  Thousands  upon  thousands — especially  of 
the  needy  and  laboring  classes — as  if  by  a  devas- 
tating pestilence,  were  swept  away  l)y  the  all-de- 
stroying angel  of  war;  anrl  tlie  South  particularly 
was  turned  into  a  vast  battle-tield,  up«m  wliicli 
heads  of  familii-s,  far  away  from  their  own,  fight- 
ing for  their  country,  i)reathed  their  la.st,  and  dy- 
ing, recommended  their  dear  little  ones — their 
hearts'  blood — to  the  protection  of  the  first  daugh- 
ter of  Heaven — Charity.  Urider  these  circum- 
stances the  grnves,  humanity,  religion,  the  Church, 
the  angels,  the  .saints,  and  Jesus  Chri.^t  Himself, 
cry  out  to  us .-  "  Provide  for  the  orphans."  Shall 
they  call  in  vain? 

Who  among  us  could  approach  the  death-bed  of 
a  departing  father  or  mother,  whose  la.'*t  petition, 
last  care,  is  to  provide  for  his  or  her  dear  children, 
ami  say:  "  Your  children  shall  be  thrown  ui)on  a 
heartless  world  ;  no  one  will  aire  for  them."  If 
any  one  were  so  hard-hearteil,  could  he  One  da)' 
hope  fir  mercy?  Listen  to  the  last  prayer  of  the 
Eternal  Son  of  G(m1  :  "  Fatlier,  those  wiiom  Tliou 
gavest  me  I  have  kept/'  (John  xvii,  13>.  And 
again,  t(»  His  Apostles,  He  said  :  "I  will  not  leave 
you  orphans!"  (John  xiv,  18;.  Even  He  felt 
what  it  is  to  lie  left  an  orphan. 

When,  t  It  rough  devastating  diseases,  or  merciles-s 
death,  iather  aiA  mother  are  called  away  out  of 


life,  and  their  children,  their  darling  on&s,  stand 
around  the  death-bed,  wringing  their  innocent 
hands,  and,  weeping  and  »obl)ing,  look  the  dying 
father  and  the  pallid  mother  for  the  last  time  in 
the  eyes — for  the  last  time  pronounce  the  sweet 
names  "Father!"  "Mother!"  and  the  broken 
voice  faintly  answers:  "Farewell!  my  dear  child — 
son,  daughter — God  protect  and  preserve  you,  that 
we  may  see  each  other  again,  and  be  together  in  a 
happy  eternity!"  and  then  the  weary  head,  be- 
dewed with  the  cold  clammy  sweat  of  death, 
sinks  down  into  eternal  rest ; — tell  us,  what  is  to 
become  of  such  children,  esj)ecially  their  eternal 
salvation,  if  they  do  not  fall  into  proper  hands? 
Parents,  if  Christ  the  Lord  were  to  come  Him- 
self to  you,  and  demand  your  only  child,  would 
you  not  beseech  Him  to  leave  it  to  you?  Would 
you  not  rather  give  up  all  that  you  possess  than 
hwe  your  child?  Your  neighbor  loves  his  as 
dearly  as  you  do  your  own,  and  God  loves  them 
still  more  dearly  than  either  you  or  your  neighbor 
does,  for  He  Himself  instilled  this  love  into  your 
breasts,  and  g-.ive  His  only  begotten  S«m  for  them, 
wlm  died  for  them  the  bitter  and  most  cruel  death 
of  the  Cross.  He  loves  theni  more  than  the  whole 
world,  because  the  Son  would  not  even  pray  for 
the  world,  but  He  prayed  to  the  Father  for  them 
because  tluy  belong  to' Him.  (John  xvii,  9).  The 
world  cost  the  Son  only  the  words  "  J^t  it  he/"  but 
your  soul,  those  of  your  children  and  (»f  the  chil- 
dren of  your  neighbor,  cost  Him  His  life  and  all 
His  blood.  (John  iii,  10).  H"  then  He  loves  man 
with  such  an  infinite  love,  you  can  offer  Him  in 
return  no  greater  love  and  gratitude  than  by  sup- 
porting, educating,  and  conducting  to  Him  those 
whom  He  has  purcha-^^ed  at  so  dear  a  nite.  Listen 
to  His  own  words,  which  He  caused  His  Apostles 
to  write  for  you  in  the  great  letter.  His  Gospel : 
"And  when  the  Scm  of  man  shall  come  in  His 
majesty,  and  all  the  angels  with  Him,  then  shall 
He  sit  uinm  the  throne  of  His  majesty:  and  all 
the  nations  will  be  g-athered  together  Iwfore  Him, 
and  He  will  separate  the  one  from  the  other,  as 
the  shopherd  Si-parateth  the  sheep  from  the  g^ats: 
and  He  will  set  the  sheep  on  His  right  hand,  but 
the  goats  on  His  left.  Then  will  the  King  say 
to  those  on  His  right  hand:  "  Come,  ye  blessed  of 
My  Father,  possess  the  kingdom  prepared  for  you 
from  the  foundation  of  the  world.  For  I  was 
hungry  and  ye  gave  Me  to  eat ;  I  was  thirsting, 
and  ye  gave  Me  to  drink  ;  I  was  a  stranger,  and 
vou  took  Me  in."  (Mat.  xxv,31,etc.)  Then  He  will 
answer  them,  saving :  "Truly,  I  s:>y  to  you,  as  long 
as  ye  did  it  to  oile  of  the  kast  of  thme  My  hchi-cn,  yt 
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did  it  to  Me'^  (Mat.  xxv,  40).  If  Christ  were  to  ask 
of  you  a  night's  lodging,  and  you  knew  Him,  no 
doubt  you  would  receive  Him  with  open  arms, 
entertain  Him  at  any  cost,  and  beg  of  Him  to  re- 
main with  you  always.  You  would  feel  proud, 
and  never  forget  the  high  honor  conferred  ujion 
you.  But  Christ,  by  sending  the  orjihans  in  His 
place,  offers  you  such  a  desimble  opjiortunity,  and 
promises  you  the  same  reward  as  if  you  had  re- 
ceived Himself.  Here,  perhaps,  the  thought  arises : 
Is  it  really  true  that  in  a  poor,  abandoned  oq)han 
I  can  entertain  Christ  Himself.  It  is;  do  not 
doubt  it,  for  He  Himself  has  said  it :  "And  he 
who  shall  receive  one  such  little  child  in  My  nfijne, 
receiveth  Me."  (Matt,  xviii,  5).  What  more  do 
you  desire  V  Give  the  temj^ter,  who  lies  in  wait 
for  their  immortal  souls,  no  room  in  your  hearts ; 
but  cast  his  vile  and  avaricious  suggestions  from 
you,  and  make  a  firm  and  resolute  resolve  to  sup- 
port the  fatherless  who  have  no  home.  The 
prayers,  which  these  little  ones  will  d?iily  offer 
up,  will  pierce  the  clouds;  God  will  hear  them 
and  abundantly  reward  you  for  your  charity.  Per- 
haps also  the  evil  one  will  tell  you,  that  you  are 
rich ;  that  you  will  leave  your  children  abund- 
ance of  wealth  and  laige  estates ;  that,  therefore, 
they  will  need  no  asylum.  If  so,  thank  God  for 
it ;  but  remember  that  from  the  higlit  of  jjros- 
perity  to  the  abode  of  poverty  there  is  but  a  step, 
as  we  see  every  day  ;  and  perhajjs  no  one  will 
follow  your  corpse  to  the  grave  but  orphans,  send- 
ing their  prayers  to  Heaven,  like  incense,  for 
your  soul.  Granting  that  your  course  will  ))e  one 
of  perpetual  sunshine  and  prosperity,  is  it  not  in- 
cumbent upon  you,  and  an  imperative  duty,  to 
give  alms  ?  "  He,  who  hath  the  substance  of  this 
world,  and  seetli  liis  brother  in  need,  and  shutteth 
up  his  bowels  against  him,  how  doth  the  love  of 
God  abide  in  him y"  (1  John  iii,  17).  "He  who 
loveth  not  abideth  in  death."  (1  John  iii,  14).  Re- 
member likewise  the  fearful  end  of  the  rich  glutton. 
(Luke  xvi,  22,  etc).  But  if,  according  to  your 
ability,  you  have  assisted  the  orphans,  and  redeem- 
ed your  sins  with  alms,  (Tob.  xii,  9,  and  iv,  7, 11 ; 
Eccli.  iii,  33  ;  Dan.  iv,  24 ;  Matt,  v,  7,  and  xvi,  9); 
and  the  last  tremendous  day  having  dawned,  and 
with  the  entire  human  race,  from  Adam  down  to 
the  last  born,  you  are  standing  before  the  judg- 
ment seat  of  your  Lord  and  Judge,  and  Christ  sliall 
point  out  to  you  the  Saints — offsjirings  of  the  or- 
phans whom  you  have  supported,  perhaps  thous- 
ands in  number,  clothed  in  white  garments,  with 
palms  in  tlieir  hands,  stepping  out  before  you,  in 
sight  of  the  whole  human  race  and  all  the  angels 
and  heavenly  hosts,  to  salute  you  as  their  Ijenc- 
factor  and  resc\ier,  and  their  parents  also  thanking 
you — what  joy  and  consolation !  Yes,  all  the 
saints  and  angels  will  then  praise  you,  and  God 
will  fulfill  the  promises  which  He  has  made  you. 
But  why  are  we  compelled  to  raise  our  voice  in 
behalf  of  so  noble  a  cause  ?  Why  do  not  alms  fiow 
abundantly  of  themselves  ?  Alas !  hateful  indif- 
ference and  the  spirit  of  the  age,  which  look  only 
after  the  things  of  this  world,  make  men  forget 
or  be  insensible  to  the  love  which  they  owe  their 
neighbor.     But  beware  of  this  so-called  spirit  of 


the  age,  so  highly  extolled  by  many.  Its  very 
name  shows  whence  this  spirit  is ;  it  belongs  to 
time ;  it  is  evidently  not  the  Holy  Spirit  of 
Truth,  who  proceeds  from  eternity  and  not  out 
of  time.  It  is,  therefore,  the  evil  one,  the  prince 
and  ruler  of  tliis  world.  (John  xii,  31).  With 
many  it  is  the  want  of  a  firm  and  lively  faith. 
Why  were  our  Christian  forefathei-s  able  to  ac- 
complish so  much ;  and  comparatively,  why  do 
we  accomplish  so  little  V  This  lively  faith  is  want- 
ing in  our  day,  which  animated  them.  "  This  is 
the  victory  which  overcometh  the  world,  our  faith." 
(1  John  V,  4).  Others  imagine  if  they  do  not 
speak  against  religion,  say  their  prayers,  attend 
Mass  on  Sundays,  and  approach  the  Sacraments, 
that  they  are  excellent  Christians,  and  do  quite 
suflBcient;  but  the  Holy  Ghost  lays  down  as  a 
characteristic  sign  of  true  and  genuine  piety :  "  To 
support  orphans  and  widows  in  their  tribulations, 
[and]  to  keep  one's  self  unspotted  from  the  world." 
(James  i,  27).  Both  should  be  done ;  like  accom- 
plished artizans.  Christians  should  be  perfect  in 
every  respect,  and  not  perform  a  part,  leaving  the 
rest  undone. 

Avarice,  this  inordinate  desire  after  temporal 
goods  which  St.  Paul  calls  the  root  of  all  evil, 
(1  Tim.-vi,  10),  is  another  powerful  cause.  Avar- 
ice is  idolatry ;  for  it  is  the  same  whether  an  im- 
age is  adored  or  gold.  But  the  covetous  man  pays 
divine  honor  to  his  gold,  because  he  has  a  firmer 
faith  in  it,  he  hopes  more  from  it,  and  loves  it 
more  than  God.  Money,  not  God,  is  the  standard 
by  which  he  weighs  all  things.  His  fundamen- 
tal idea  and  standard  of  value  and  worth  is  mrth! 
His  mode  of  expression  even  is  characteristic 
of  this.  As  many  dollars  as  he  has,  so  much  is 
he  worth — no  more.  His  fellow-men  also  he  es- 
timates according  to  their  money,  not  accord- 
ing to  their  virtues,  good  qualities,  or  moral 
worth.  Does  he  ask  in  all  his  actions,  "Is  it  law- 
ful?— just? — what  does  God  say?"  No!  but 
"  How  much  does  it  pay !"  In  his  eyes  the  rich  man 
is  the  only  true  Christian.  He  alone  has  sense  and 
reason.  He  values  churches,  schools,  asylums  and 
other  religious  institutions  according  to  the ^jert^H?. 
which  thev  bring ;  and  as  he  is  wholly  earthly 
in  his  inclinations  and  views — numbers  being  his 
standard,  and  his  heart  a  multiplication-table — he 
cannot  understand  their  utility  and  necessity,  con- 
sequently he  never  contributes  more  toward  them 
than  he  is  absolutely  compelled.  He  looks  upon 
all  such  gifts  as  money  nearly  tlirown  away.  What 
low  and  debasing  sentiments  in  an  image  of  God, 
destined  to  live  during  all  eternity,  not  among  the 
jjerishable  treasures  of  this  earth,  but  imperish- 
able and  celestial  ones  in  Heaven.  "Nothing, 
therefore,"  says  the  Bible,  "  is  more  wicked,  than 
the  covetous  "man."  (Eccli.  x,  9).  Listen  to  what 
all  money  and  property  are  for:  they  are  traveling 
money  which  the  Heavenly  Father  has  placed 
in  your  hands,  with  which  to  accom])lish  the 
journey  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave.  It"  you  pos- 
sess more  than  you  need  for  your.self  and  your  own, 
you  have  but  a  burden  more  and  also  a  resjjonsi- 
bility  more  :  because  if  you  make  amy  other  use  ol 
it  than  that  for  which  God  has  given  it  to  you, 
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you  arc  diahnnpst — a  thief — since  !!'■  is  the  owner, 
not  you  ;  you  arc  only  the  ftewanl.  If  really  tliese 
means  l»<'lon|r(Hl  to  you,  you  would  tako  them 
with  you  into  eternity,  as  you  do  your  pood  and 
had  aetions;  Imt  you  must  leave  then>  l>ehind  you 
for  others,  who,  aecordin^  to  the  will  of  God,  must 
employ  them  in  the  wime  legitimate  manner  as 
yourself.  All  riehes  are  for  men — for  j'ou  and 
others.  If  you  hare  more  than  you  need,  out  of 
the  surplus  you  can  make  yourselves  friends,  who 
will  accompany  you  on  your  journey  and  prepare 
your  mansions  in  the  ne.\t  life.  In  doing  so,  you 
do  not  lose  them,  hut  secure  them  forever ;  for 
God  looks  upon  what  you  give  to  tli£  orj>han8, 
the  poor,  the  Church  and  for  other  religious  pur- 
poses, as  so  much  given  to  Him.  lie  says  so  Him- 
self: "He  that  hath  mercy  on  the  poor,  lendeth 
to  the  Ivord  ;  and  He  will  repay  him."  (Prov.  xi.v, 
17).  He  is  not  avaricious.  Men  give  at  most  but 
ten  per  cent. ;  He,  on  the  contrary,  gives  a  hun- 
dred for  one.  .If,  therefore,  you  make  frequent 
deposits  with  Him,  during  ten,  twenty,  fifty  years, 
you  are  immensely  rich — a  millionaire — as  soon 
as  you  will  arrive  in  the  other  world.  "Lay  not 
up  for  yourselves  treasures  on  earth,  where  rust 
and  moth  consinue,  and  where  thieves  break 
through  and  steal.  But  lay  up  for  yourselves 
treasures  in  Heaven,  where  neither  rust  nor  moth 
doth  consume,  and  where  thieves  do  not  break 
through,  nor  steal."  (Matthew  vi,  19,  20).  This 
is  true  practical  wisdom,  and  common  sense. 

Dearly  Beloved  :  Reflect  earnestly  upon  this.  In 
doing  so,  it  will  also  become  evident  why  those 
who  always  generously  contribute  toward  churches, 
schools,  asylums  and  other  charitable  olyects,  never 
miss  it,  God  finds  them  such  faithful  stewards 
that  He  makes  it  up  to  them,  giving  them  besides 
joy  and  consolation  for  their  charitable  deeds 
here,  life  eternal  hereafter.  "  But  we  arc  con- 
stantly called  upon  and  compelled  to.givc  ;  of  beg- 
ging there  is  no  end !"  Certainly  not ;  why  should 
there  be?  Do  you  not  receive  continually  from 
God,  and  does  He  not  increase  your  wealth  and 
Bul)stance  every  day  ?  And  will  you  not  pay  in- 
terest, at  least,  in  return  ?  If  the  state,  for  its  lit- 
tle assistance  and  the  insecure  protection  which 
it  afford.s,  demands  eontinunlhj  such  heavy  taxes, 
has  not  God,  from  whom  you  have  all  that  you 
posse.ss,  the  right  constantly  to  require  something 
also  in  return?  Neither  anxiously  inquire  for 
whose  children  this  institution  shall  be.  It  shall 
be  for  all  those  who  may  need  it.  Wherever  you, 
or  your  fellow-man  was  l)orn,  was  it  not  the  will 
of  God,  that  "t/u;re"  you  should  first  behold  the 
light,  where  His  wisdont  ordained  it !  There  to 
learn  the  language  in  which,  in  your  childhood, 
you  piously  and  reverentially  said  :  "Our  Father, 
who  art  in  Heateny  We,  all  over  the  world,  are 
one  great  family,  which  has  God  for  its  Father, 
and  therefore  Christ  says:  " Thou  shalt  love  thy 
neighbor  as  thysefjV  (Luke  x,  27).  He  has  beau- 
tifully illustrated  "  who  is  our  neighbor,"  in  the 
example  of  the  good  Samaritan,  which  instruction 
he  concludes  by  saying  :  "  Go,  thou  and  do  in  like 
tiui/iiur."'  (Ibid.  ver.  37).  Those  who  want  to  re- 
strict their  benefits  to  nation  and  kindred  he  calls 


heathens.  (Matt,  v,  47).  "Bo  ye  therefore  por- 
f«'<-t,  as  also  your  Heavenly  Father  is  perfect." 
(Matl.  v,  48).  Make  only  the  distinction  which 
He  makes, /.  r.  between  the  goixl  and  the  bad ; 
and  like  our  Holy  Mother  the  Church,'"be  0/m, 
//«///,  Ctitholic  and  A]H>Molic. 

For  the  charitable  offerings  which  for  his  favor- 
ites, the  orphans,  you  place  In  the  treasury  of  the 
Lord,  He  will  most  aliuntlantly  reward  you,  ujion 
your  death-bed.  When,  then,  every  enrthly  oli- 
ject  shall  disappear,  and  hell  make  its  last  assaults 
u^xm  your  souls,  tlien  especially  will  the  Lord 
keep  His  promise  :  "I  will  not  leave  you  ornhans." 
The  angel  which  He  sent  the  young  Tobias  as  a 
faithful  compani(m  for  the  journey,  will  also  ac- 
company you,  to  conduct  you  safely  on  the  narrow 
path  which  leads  to  eternal  life.  What  a  conso- 
lation for  the  last  liour. 

We  <lesign  placing  the  Ori)han  Asylum  under 
the  i)atronage  of  Saint  Joseph,  the  foster-father 
of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ.  It  will 
be  erected  on  a  In-autifully  situated  farm,  of 
twenty-six  acres,  immediately  adjoining  this  city. 
In  the  name  of  the  orphans,  therefore,  we  not 
only  knock  at  the  door  of  your  hearts  for  con- 
tributions to  this  institution,  but  we  also  request 
that  both  Pastors  and  flock  look  upon  this  noble 
enterpri.se  of  charity  as  being  especially  their 
work,  and  that  therefore  they  labor  with  zeal  and 
energy  to  put  it  into  cxccution.^j_For  this  reason 
we  also  ords^n — 

1.  That  a  sul)scription  shall  be  taken  up  by  the 
Pastor,  or  other  clergyman  invited  by  him,  in  each 
congregation  and  station  throughout  the  Diocese 
during,  the  months  of  May,  June  and  July,  and 
the  amount  contributed  will  test  the  zeal  and  in- 
terest that  both  Pastor  and  congregation  take  in 
this  noV)le  work. 

2.  Every  Pastor  will  endeavor  to  obtain  as 
much  of  the  subscription  down  as  possible,  so  that 
the  building  may  be  commenced  at  once,  and  also 
that  the  land  which  cost  $7,000,  may  be  paid  for. 
For  larger  sums,  terms  of  one,  two,  and  even  three 
years  may  be  given.  In  such  cases,  where  it  can 
be  done,  notes  should  be  taken,  payable  to  us  or 
order. 

3.  We  also  request,  that  the  names  of  the  sub- 
scribers and  the  amount  which  they  promise  to 
contribute  be  registered  by  each  collector  in  a 
proper  book,  and  a  copy  sent  to  us,  that  we  may 
publish  the  same  in  due  time  in  each  place,  and 
also  have  their  names,  and  what  they  have  paid, 
entered  in  a  book  for  that  purpose,  to  be  kept  in 
the  Asylum  for  the  inspection  of  future  genera- 
tions, and  likewise  that  the  orjjhans  may  offer  up 
their  daily  prayers  and  other  good  works  for  their 
generous  benefactors  or  their  departed  souls. 

4.  As  soon  as  the  subscription  shall  have  been 
taken  up,  the  amount  subscribed  must  be  sent  in, 
so  that  we  may  make  the  plans  accordingly. 

This  Pastoral  liCtter  shall  be  read  in  all  the 
churches  and  stations,  as  soon  after  it  shall  have 
been  received  as  practicable.  The  Pastors  will 
likewise  make  suitable  conmients  up<")n  it,  to  Jn- 
flame  their  flocks  with  zeal  and  liberality  for  this 
work  of  love — not  only  the  heads  of  families  but 
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also  the  unmarried,  of  whom  many,  although  they 
receive  excellent  wages,  give  but  little  alms  and 
otherwise  do  nothing  to  atone  lor  their  sins."  An 
excellent  opportunity  ia  also  ofi'cred  to  hold  up  to 
the  faithful,  the  beautiful  example  of  their  pious 
and  zealous  ancestors,  who  by  generous  donations 
and  rich  legacies,  founded  and  maintained  such 
and  similar  charitable  and  religious  institutions. 
Comparatively  little  has  as  yet  been  done  t)y  them 
in  this  Diocese  in  this  resj>eet;  several  expressed 
their  intentions,  but  most  of  them  died  before 
they  were  carried  into  execution.  How  mtich  bet- 
ter would  it  be  if,  after  mature  deliberation,  they 
■would  make  their  last  wills  during  health;  which 
will  only  go  into  execution  alter  death,  and  can 
be  changed  as  they  may  seem  proper. 

We  also  take  this  occasion  to  promulgate  the 
Jubilee  of  1865.  Each  Pastor  can  take  any  month 
during  the  year  which  he  sees  fit  for  his  congre- 
gation ;  the  same  also  for  each  .station.  The  con- 
ditions for  gaining  the  plenary  indulgence,  are — 

1.  A  sincere  sorrow  for  sin,  with  a  firm  pur])ose 
of  amendment;  confession  and  Holy  Communion. 
For  children,  confession. 

2.  Fasting  on  Wednesday,  Friday  and  Satur- 
day of  one  week,  during  the  month  assigned. 

3.  In  cities  where  there  are  two  churches,  one 
visit  to  each  of  tliem  ;  in  places  where  there  is  but 
one,  two  visits,  witli  prayers  offered  up  at  each 
visit  according  to  the  intentions  of  the  Holy 
Father.  No  particular  form  of  prayer  is  pre- 
scribed ;  the  fervent  recitation  of  five  Our  Fathers 
and  five  Hail  Marys  will  do. 

4.  The  giving  of  some  alms  to  the  poor.  In  the 
present  case,  we  request  that  it  be  employed  in 
the  erection  of  the  Asylum ;  wherefore  it  must  be 
sent  in  by  the  Pastors.  Parents  may  give  alms  for 
their  children.  In  favor  of  those  who  cannot  fast 
or  visit  the  church,  the  confessor  may  commute 
these  conditions  into  some  other  good  work. 

Given  at  Fort  Wayne,  on  the  Feast  of  the  As- 
cension of  our  Lord,  A.  D.  1865. 

t  JOHN  HENRY,  Bishop  of  Fort  Wayne. 
«* - 

Priestly  Model  of  Devotion  to  Mary, 

St.  Charles  Borromeo  had  the  most  lively  and 
tender  devotion  for  the  Holy  Virgin.  Besides 
daily  reciting  on  his  knees  the  beads  and  oflSce  of 
that  glorious  Virgin,  he  also  tasted  on  bread  and 
water  on  the  eves  of  our  Lady's  festivals.  Never 
was  any  one  more  exact  than  he  in  saluting  her 
when  the  bell  gave  notice  to  say  the  Ayigelua.  In 
his  Cathedral,  he  had  a  chapel  and  confraternity 
of  the  Rosary.  On  the  first  Sunday  in  every  month 
he  caused  a  solemn  procession  to  be  made,  in  which 
was  carried,  in  great  pomp,  a  picture  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  He  placed  under  her  protection  all  his 
foundations;  he  ordered  that  throughout  his  en- 
tire Diocese  the  name  of  Mary,  as  otten  as  it  was 
heard  pronounced,  should  we  honored  with  much 
respect ;  he  caused  to  be  placed  over  the  portal  of 
every  parish  church  within  his  jurisdiction  a  pic- 
ture of  the  Mother  of  God,  in  order  to  impress  upon 
the  people  that  we  cannot  enter  the  temple  of 
eternal  glory  without  the  favor  of  her  whom  the 
Church  has  called  the  Gate  of  Heaven. 


LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VlfiGIN. 
No.  1 — The  Prisoner  of  War.  • 

[ConiinuedJ 

CHAPTER  IV.— The  Assailt. 

The  caliph  hoped  that  time  would  weaken  the 
attachment  of  the  Crusader  to  the  religion  of  his 
fathers.  He  flattered  himself  that  he  co\ild  seduce 
him  from  his  loyalty  by  caresses  and  favors,  and 
bring  him,  through  gratitude,  to  that  apostacy 
whose  sophisms  he  so  steadily  refused. 

Bercnger  was  therefore  treated  w  ith  great  re- 
gard and  attention.  His  wounds  were  healed  in 
a  short  time  by  the  cave  of  physicians,  and  still 
more  effectually,  by  the  vigor  of  his  constitution  ; 
and  if  it  were  not  that  his  scars  made  his  counten- 
ance even  more  .stern  and  terrible  than  before,  he 
arose  from  his  bed  very  .•won,  completely  cured. 

Tliey  did  not  put  him  in  irons.  They  made 
him  swear  upon  the  Gospel  not  to  escape ;  and 
upon  this  promise,  he  had  no  prison  but  his  ow^n 
good  faith,  and  was  at  liberty  to  walk  through 
the  city  wherever  he  pleased. 

The  caliph  assigned  him  a  palace  for  his  dwell- 
ing, and  slaves  to  wait  upon  him.  Often  invited 
to  the  table  of  the  prince,  loaded  with  distinct- 
tions  and  honors,  the  prisoner  began  to  excite 
the  jealousy  of  the  Moslem  officers. 

In  the  feasts  that  were  given  him  daily,  noth- 
ing was  forgotten  that  could  inflame  the  sensual 
appetites.  They  studied  to  excite  his  passions, 
that  they  might  lead  him  by  means  of  licentious- 
ness to  a  religion,  whose  pliable  and  corrupted 
morality  legitimizes  and  fosters  the  base  instincts 
which  disturb  the  darkest  recesses  of  the  human 
heart. 

Temperance  did  not  always  hold  control  in  the 
soul  of  the  Crusader.  Idleness  and  the  want  of 
excitement  laid  him  open  to  the  suggestions  of 
vice  and  the  snares  of  the  Moslems.  The  nights 
were  too  short  for  his  long  banquets.  The  wine 
of  Asia  is  perfumed,  and  in  its  rosy  drops  dance 
sylphs,  and  peris,  and  dreanis  of  gold.  Berenger 
indulged  in  it  without  stint.  His  Moslem  friends, 
forgetting  the  injunctions  of  the  Koran,  incited 
and  provoked  him  to  drink  deeply. 

And  all  the  solicitations  of  vice  were  mingled 
with  the  praises  of  Islam  and  the  derision  of  the 
Gospel.  Berenger  did  not  answer ;  but  he  some- 
times reflected  that  the  cross  adorned  his  shoulder. 
Blushes  of  shame  would  cover  his  face  in  the 
midst  of  the  festivities.  He  would  rise  from  table 
with  trembling  stejis,  and  motioning  off  his  at- 
tendants, and  the  comimnions  of  the  feasts,  he 
would  hide  himself  in  l\is  private  apartments. 

When  these  means,  therefore,  had  failed,  they 
had  recourse  to  magic.  They  mixed  philters  and 
drugs  with  his  drink  that  plunged  him  into  deli- 
cious lethargies,  full  of  ecstasies  and  the  wild 
visions  of  oijium  and  hemp-seed.  While  he  was 
sleeping  in  his  chamber,  transported  during  his 
slumbers  by  mysterious  phantoms,  he  would  awa- 
ken in  enchanted  gardens,  where  he  was  afforded 
a  foretaste  of  the  delights  of  the  Mohometan  par- 
adise. 

They  raised  before  him  the  visitfh  of  Etienette. 
She  pressed  him  to  embrace  the  religion  of  the 
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propJift,  wliu'h  she  iwiil  hIic  !ift<l  nlri'july  inmlc  her 
own.  TIh-I)  Jio  wuH  curried  hack  n^r.uu  to  hU  hctl, 
and  tlie  rcmcmbraticc  of  these  hulliicinatioiis 
work(  d  upKn  his  spirit  in  solitude,  and  bc\til- 
dcred  it. 

W'lu'M  thoy  thought  thoy  had  shaken  his  Aiith, 
the  caliph  ."cnt  for  him,  and  making  liim  nit  on 
his  right  upon  a  ricli  divan,  he  spoku  to  him,  by 
an  interpreter,  us  follow^^ : 

"May  Allah  crown  thy  brows  with  glory  and 
prosperity  !  Docs  not  inaction  lie  heavy  on  thy 
heart,  and  art  thou  not  impatient  to  use  the  lance 
again  *" 

Berenger  sighed,  ami  answered  : 

"Alas!  tell  wliat  are  my  brethren,  the  Crusa- 
ders, doing  all  this  time?  Arc  their  engines  of 
•war  still  tar  from  the  ramparts  ?  Why  do  they 
not  begin  the  assault  ?" 

"  Deceive  thyself  no  longer  with  that  vain  hope. 
Discord  prevails  in  their  camp  ;  they  will  never 
enter  Damascus.  Separate  thyself  from  tliem  en- 
tirely ;  receive  from  my  han<ls  a  well-tempered 
scimitar  and  tight  on  my  side." 

"  1  have  made  a  vow  to  wage  war  until  death 
against  the  Saracens." 

"  I  will  heap  honors  and  dignities  upon  thee. 
My  favor  will  elevate  thee  above  all  my  ministers 
in  time  of  peace,  and  above  all  my  captains  in 
war.  My  treasures  shall  be  thine.  Thou  hast 
only  to  choose  the  most  sumptuous  of  my  palaces, 
and  my  eldest  daughter  shall  be  thy  bride." 

''  I  am  a  Christian  !" 

"  Can  the  cross  outweigh  advantages  like  these  ? 
Even  when  you  return  to  the  land  of  France, 
what  will  you  find  there?  A  nusera!)le  barony, 
exhausted  of  men  and  res<iurcc8  ;  a  castle  ready  to 
fall  into  ruins;  a  wife  grown  old  and  perhaps 
faithless.  But  do  not  hope  ever  to  leave  here. 
Before  four  days  have  pas.sed,  the  right  hand  of 
Allah  shall  be  laid  upon  the  enemies  of  his  law, 
and  the  e-\terminating  angel  shall -disjjerse  their 
cohorts." 

"Thy  soldiers  will  quail  before  the  glance  of 
the  Crusaders." 

"I  have  a  defence  more  powerful  than  the 
maces  of  the  Franks.  It  will  bear  the  iron  of 
their  cuirasses  and  halberds,  and  tiverthrow  their 
towers  and  bali.stas.  This  defence,  this  au.\iliary 
— is  gold.  The  soldiers  of  Christ  have  stretched 
forth  their  hands  and  their  helmets  to  me  to  ob- 
tain it.  I  have  scattered  it  abroad,  but  I  have 
not  succeeded  in  satiating  them  yet.  They  have 
sold  me  their  friends  and  their  brethren ;  they 
would  have  sold  themselves  if  I  had  been  rich 
enough  to  buy  them." 

"  If  such  is  the  case,  shame  upon  them  !  I  will 
not  inutate  their  disloyalty.  1  will  remain  faith- 
ful to  my  oath!  But  you  wish  to  try  me;  what 
you  say  is  impossible.  Christians  do  not  sell  their 
brethren." 

Just  at  that  moment,  a  deformed  and  hideous 
dwarf  approached,  and  spoke  to  the  caliph  in 
Arabic.  The  Saracen  innnediutely  took  Berenger 
by  the  hand,  and  said  to  him : 

"  To  morrow,  iit  dtfy-brcak,  I  will  show  thee 
that  I  liui  not  idly  boasting  of  things  that  I  can- 


not do:  thou  maycst  judge  afterwanl  if  the  Cru- 
saders merit  so  devoted  an  attachment  as  thine." 

On  the  morrow  the  caliph  ctmveycd  his  pris- 
oner to  the  top  of  till-  higiiest  tower.  Thence  the 
view  extended  over  the  entire  city  and  the  neigh- 
boring ct)untry.  f5erenger  did  not  turn  t<>  ad- 
mire the  splendid  t<-rr.ic(-.s,  nor  the  verdant  gar- 
dens adorned  with  kiosks,  brilliantly  paiiite*!  and 
gilt,  nor  the  many  balconied  minarets,  ills  eye 
sought  eagerly  tlie  camp  of  the  Crusaders  on  the 
extended  plain. 

He  behehl  the  tents  arranged  in  rows,  symmet- 
rical, like  a  city  with  its  streets  and  squares.  The 
different  nations  were  in  separate  divisioi:^,  dis- 
tinguished by  their  banners.  The  Fraiiks  were 
in  the  center,  around  the  tent  of  the  kirg.  whose 
flag  was  waving  in  the  bre<'Ze.  The  i  lemish, 
proud  of  the  exploits  of  (iodfrey  de  Bouillon,  oc- 
cupied the  right  ;  and  the  Gascons,  vnssnls  of 
(^ueen  Kleauor,  were  ranged  upon  the  left.  He 
rccogiii/x-d  also  the  pavilion  of  the  Plantagenets 
and  the  Greek  cross  of  the  Emperor  of  Constanti- 
noi>le.  The  Provencal  Knights  were  still  in  the. 
place  that  Berenger  had  defended  for  them,  in 
front  of  the  principal  gate  of  Damascus,  but  the 
banner  embrt»idered  by  the  lady  of  Montier  shone 
no  longer  in  the  sun. 

In  fnmt  of  the  cam])  were  ranged,  under  a  strong 
defense,  the  formidable  engines  that  constituted 
the  artillery  of  those  days.  He  counted  five  mov- 
ing towers  of  wood,  with  draw-bri<lgo*s  «>n  the 
toj),  flanked  with  ballistas  of  every  shajM-,  mango- 
nels, gigantic  slings,  pulleys,  levers  and  catapults 
— engines  that  would  rain  a  shower  of  stones 
from  their  inunense  beams.  Here  and  there,  at 
regular  Intervals,  was  a  line  of  bnizenheaded 
battering-rams,  M'hich  Avould  shake  the  buttresjies 
of  the  ramparts  of  their  very  foundation.  Every- 
where around  was  oljservable  that  agitation  which 
precedes  the  approach  of  deadly  strife. 

The  besieged  did  not  remain  impnidcntly  i<lle. 
The  walls  were  alive  with  soldiers,  preparing  for 
an  energetic  defense  Some  were  arranging  en- 
gines to  oppose  those  of  the  Crusaders;  others 
were  collecting  projectiles,  boiling  oil  and  pitch, 
attaching  torches  to  arrows  to  fire  their  enemies' 
camp  ;  others,  in  fine,  were  making  a  store  of  lin- 
en and  healing  drops,  for  the  cure  of  wounds. 

Suddenly,  at  a  signal  given  by  striking  a  shield 
with  the  point  of  a  pike,  the  warriors  issued  in 
arms  from  their  tents  ;  they  directed  their  steps 
toward  an  altar,  erected  on  the  previous  night, 
and  arranged  them.selves  around  it.  A  Bishop 
ascended  the  steps,  ami  prayed  God  to  infuse 
strength  and  victory  into  the  sinews  of  the  cham- 
pions who  were  about  to  offer  their  blood  for 
Him. 

He  blessed  the  engines  of  war  and  exorcised 
them,  that  magic  and  the  artifice  of  demons  niiglit 
have  no  influence  over  them.  Then  he  turned  to- 
ward his  warlike  auditory  and  sent  them  forth  to 
ight,  repeating  with  enthusiasm: 

"  G«xl  wills  it !— God  wills  it!" 

The  army  marched  forth  with  ardor.  Tlio 
mr>nks — for  there  were  some  who  had  hidded 
their  frock   under  a  coat  of  mail,  and  exchanged 
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their  pilgrim's  staff  for  a  ])\kc — entoned  with  so- 
iioi'ous  voices  the  liymn  which  begins : 
Vcxilht  regiH  prodeunt, 
Fttlgct  cruris  mystcrium. 

This  chant,  which  illly  thousand  lips  repeated, 
resounded  with  terrific  harmony  tljrough  the  city ; 
it  was  borne  upon  the  wind  to  the  ears  of  the 
prisoner,  who  trembled  witli  joy. 

The  destructive  engines,  worked  by  myriads  of 
hands,  commenced  to  roll  forward.  The  archers 
and  slingers  in  ambush  at  the  foot  of  the  walls  let 
fly  their  missiles.  The  shower  of  darts  darkened 
the  air.  The  Saracens  dared  not  show  themselves 
upon  the  walls  or  at  the  loop-holes.  The  ballis- 
tas  and  mangonels  hurled  clouds  of  bullets  and 
stones ;  the  battering-rams  struck  the  outw-orks 
with  a  threatening  noise,  and  the  towers,  full  of 
armed  men,  almost  touched  the  parapets  of  the 
walls. 

The  Moslems  opposed  engines  to  engines,  and 
death  to  death.  Burning  arrows,  torches  of  burn- 
.  ing  hemp,  vessels  of  lighted  pitch,  passing  above 
the  heads  of  the  besieged,  sought  the  engines' of 
the  Christians,  and  inliicted  fiery  wounds.  The 
Crusadere  seized  them  and  sent  them  back  whence 
they  came. 

The  knights  were  a  little  in  the  rear,  waiting 
for  a  breach  to  be  made  for  them  to  enter.  The 
Queen  of  France  was  present  at  this  battle,  at 
some  distance,  resting  upon  a  tin  is  of  jjurple  silk 
and  animating  by  gestures  the  courage  of  the  wjir- 
riors. 

The  Franks,  surrounding  the  royal  banner,  had 
so  formidable  an  air  that  Berenger,  glowing  with 
pride,  had  no  doubt  of  the  fall  of  the  city.  The 
caliph  preserved  a  calm  and  indifferent  aspect, 
and  the  smile  of  confidence  never  quitted  his  lips. 

"Do  not  l)e  ap])rehensive,  prince,"  said  the 
prisoner  to  him,  "  since  thou  hast  spared  my  life, 
I  will  protect  thine  till  the  end  of  the  massacre. 
Then  we  shall  be  quits." 

"  Thou  art  now  to  behold,"  answered  the  ca- 
liph, "  the  most  shameful  defeat  that  thine  army 
has  ever  sustained." 

The  rams  were  too  ^low  in  their  work  of  de- 
fitniction.  The  Crusaders  were  impatient.  They 
apjToached  the  walls,  shouted  their  names,  and 
defined  the  bravest  of  the  Saracens.  They  re- 
ceived no  answers  but  insults,  and  asking  for 
scaling  ladders,  they  set  them  up  against  the 
walls,  in  the  mi<V<t  of  the  cloud  of  darts  around 
them,  and  rushed  up  to  the  assault. 

At  the  same  time,  the  largest  of  the  moving 
towers  having  arrived  at  the  wall,  let  down  its 
drawbridge  upon  the  battlements,  which  the 
knights  crossed ;  the  besieged  ran  to  prevent 
them  from  descending,  and  a  horrible  strife  took 
place  in  mid-air.  Tlie  Moslem  scimitars  were 
broken  against  Christian  helmets,  and  nothing 
protected  the  former  a^cainst  the  trenchant  battle- 
axes  which  cleaved  their  heads,  and  buried  thent- 
selves  up  to  the  handle  in  tiieir  flesh. 

Berenger  could  mmrce  moderate  hi«  joy,  and  he 
was  ready  at  each  moment  to  cheer  on  the  Crusa- 
ders ;  but  the  Mohammedans  made  a  tremendous 


effort,  and  united  to  hurl  the  assailants  from  the 
wall. 

"  Arms :"  cried  the  prisoner — "  Give  me  arms  !" 

The  Franks  renewed  their  ardor  at  the  king's 
voice;  they  replace<i  their  scaling-ladders  and  as- 
cended again,  under  a  torrent  of  boiling  oil  and 
melted  lead  ;  they  gained  the  parapet  on  all  sides 
and  put  the  Samcens  to  flight,  maintaining  their 
footing  a  second  time.  Hope  revived  in  the  heart 
of  Berenger. 

"  Ah  !  If  I  were  there !"  murmured  he. 

There  was  among  the  Franks  a  warrior  who 
surpassed  all  others  both  in  his  courage  and  in 
the  hight  of  his  stature.  Standing  with  his  foot 
propped  against  the  parapet,  he  struck  high  and 
low,  and  si^read  death  around  him  on  all  sides. 

When  the  besieged  approached  him  in  too 
great  a  number,  he  took  his  sword  between  his 
two  hands,  and  rising  it  to  a  level  with  his  face, 
he  cut  down  all  that  surrounded  him,  and  left  an 
empty  space  in  front. 

The  Crusaders  scaled  the  wall  all  around  ;  they 
made  their  attack  with  so  much  fury  that  the 
Saracens  recoiled,  unable  to  stand  the  shock. 

"  On — on !"  shouted  Berenger,  "  The  city  is 
taken !" 

The  Caliph  himself  became  alarmed,  and  let 
these  words  escape  him :  "  What  are  they  waiting 
for?"  We  are  lost.  "Have  they  betrayed  me 
also  ?" 

But  his  fears  were  soon  dissipated,  and  the 
smile  of  triumph  reappeared  : 

"Ah  ha!"  said  he  to  his  prisoner,  "  Was  I  not 
right  ?     Is  not  gold  a  solid  rampart  V" 

"  Shame  !"  answered  Berenger — "  Shame  on  the 
cowards  who  betray  their  brethren  and  their 
friends !" 

The  largest  tower  of  the  Crusaders  had  taken 
fire,  and  only  appeared  now  in  the  center  of  a 
mountain  of  flame.  At  this  signal,  the  Greeks 
b^at  a  hasty  retreat,  leaving  their  allies  alone  and 
exposed  to  all  the  efforts  of  the  Saracens. 

Excited  by  the  example  of  their  king,  the 
French  still  fought  with  heroic  bravery ;  but  the 
w^ord  "treason"  circulated  through  their  ranks. 

They  began  to  hesitate  ;  their  valor  left  them, 
aud  their  blows  were  enfeebled.  They  gave  way 
at  last ;  and  Louis  the  Young,  the  last  on  the 
enemy's  rampart,  overwhelmed  with  shame  and 
rage,  leaped  in  his  turn  from  the  w^all. 

Indignant  at  the  treachery  of  his  allies,  Louis 
raised  the  siege  on  the  morrow.  The  knights,  be- 
fore going  away,  marched  around  the  city  and 
challenged  the  Saracens  to  open  fight.  But  the 
Caliph  forbade  his  officers  to  expose  their  lives 
uselessly ;  and  after  this  defiance,  whose  barren 
glory  could  not  disguise  their  flight,  the  Crusa- 
ders retired  with  a  haughty  air  and  in  good  order, 
in  sight  of  the  Moslems, .  who  dared  not  disturb 
them.        [to  be  continued.] 


Evils  in  the  journey  of  life  are  like  the  hills 
which  alarm  all  travelers  upon  the  road ;  they  ap- 
pear great  at  a  distance,  but  when  we  approach 
them,  we  find  that  they  arb  far  leaB  insurmount- 
able than  we  imagined. 
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The  Bose  of  Sharon. 

Uail,  loToly  Ro«c  of  Sharon's  poaccful  vale ! 

Sweet  solace  of  the  waiul'rer's  weary  way! 
O,  let  thy  sweetness  o'er  my  wiul  urevuil, 

And  t)lc88  the  eflR)rts  of  uiy  feeble  lay. 

My  spirit  wanders  Iwck  the  tide  of  years, 
When  time,  an  infant  in  its  cradle,  weeps 

O'er  that  sjid  fall  which  hath'dthe  world  in  tears, 
While  death,  new-born,   the    fruitful    harvest 
reaps. 

There  I  behold  all  tainted  nature  fade 

From  pristine  beauty,  and  the  youthful  earth, 

So  lavish  then  in  fragrant  bl(K)m  an«l  shade, 
Cursed  with  unwonted  barrenness  and  death. 

Corruption  seized  the  universal  germ 
Of  all  created  things,  and  swift  decay 

To  ev'ry  creature  tixcd  the  final  term  [sway. 

Where  life  must  end,  and  endless  death  have 

But  see!  before  this  universal  blight 
Had  tainted  all  creation  with  its  breath, 

Jehovah  stoo])ed  from  heaven's  exalted  hight 
And  plucked  a  flower  and  said  :  "  'twill  ne'ei 
death." 

Wlien  grief  and  woe — when  famine,  war  and  strife, 
Have  taught  proud  man  the  folly  of  his  sin, 

I'll  plant  this  rose,  the  harbinger  of  life. 
In  feharou's  vale,  new  bliss  for  man  to  win. 

Its  grateful  odors,  on  the  downy  wings 
Uf  ev'ry  zephyr,  shall  pervade  the  earth  ; 

While  ev'ry  tongue  that  praise  to  Heaven  sings. 
Shall  sound  its  Ixiauty,  loveliness  and  worth." 

lie  spoke — and  closed  the  portals  of  the  sky 
On  MTetched  man,  consigned  to  grief  and  fears, 

Whose  only  happiness  was  now,  to  sigh 
For  Sharon's  Hose,  the  solace  of  his  tears. 

Four  thousand  years  he  groaned  berieath  his  woe, 
ISo  life-restoring  fragrance  gave  relief; 

In  vain  the  doleful  tears  of  millions  flow. 

He's  still  condemned  to  wretchedness  and  grief. 

But  lo !  when  dark  despair  was  in  his  look, 
And   anxiotis  feai"s  oppressed   man's   fainting 

The  Mighty  Father  oped  the  Sacred  Bock  [mind. 
Of  His  decrees — 'Twas  time  for  mercy  kind." 

He  took  the  lovely  rose-bud  from  its  place 
In  His  own  glorious  bosom,  where  the  while 

'T  was  cherished,  as  the  signal  of  release 
To  wretched  man,  subdued  by  wilful  guile. 

An  angel  escort  bore  it  from  on  high. 
And  placed  it  in  its  new  terrestrial  bed  ; 

Whence  grateful  odors,  wafted  to  the  sky,  [plead. 
With  Heaven  the   cause  of    weeping  mortals 

The  cause  was  won,  and  heav'n's  Almighty  King, 
Attnictcd  by  the  sweetness  of  this  flow'r. 

Unlocked  the  gates  of  heiiv'n,  while  angels  sing 
The  glories  of  His  mercy-loving  pray'r. 

Then  i>cace  and  justice,  in  one  fond  embrace, 
Tlie  kiss  of  friendship  to  each  other  gave; 

Rejoicing  now  of  mourning  took  the  place, 
For  Heav'n  is  pledged  a  sinful  world  to  save. 


O,  blest  forever  Ix;  thy  fnignint  bWini ! 

Sweet  Hose,  by  angels  j.lniited  in  thi4  val«» 
Of  bitt<-r  tears,  to  dissipate  the  gloom  [frail 

Which  gnawed  the  souls  of  suflfurixig  mortals. 

The  Love  of  Poverty. 

Piety,  which  is  content  with  suflTiciency,  is  a 
great  revenue,  says  the  Scripti;irs.  Saint  Francis 
of  Sales  wassjitisfied  with  the  l.ttie  that  remained 
to  him  of  the  income  of  his  lii^hopric. 

"  Are  not  twelve  hundred  crowns  a  large  amount, 
and  very  consideraljle  remnants?  The  AIV.^tle8, 
who  were  far  better  Bishopt<%ian  we,  had  not  so 
much.  W"e  do  not  deserve  to  be  so  liberally  paid 
in  the  service  of  God.  Would  to  tif>d  that  we 
were  deprived  of  this  reiniutnt  of  revenue,  and 
that  the  Catholic  religion  had  as  many  entrances 
into  Geneva  as  at  Kochelle;  that  we  had  there  a 
little  chapel,  as  in  the  latter  place  (this  was  sev- 
eral years  before  it  was  taken),  then  would  our 
holy  religion  rapidly  extend  itself.  The  pwple 
are  better  disposed  than  is  suj>posed.  Reason  of 
State,  under  the  clonk  of  an  in)aginary  Liberty, 
reigns  there  more  than  lieason  of  Religion." 

He  resided  at  Annecy,  in  a  fine  large  house 
which  he  rented.  His  cliiof  apartment  was  very 
elegant,  but  he  had  a  small  dark  room  in  which 
he  slept ;  this  he  called  Franci.s'  room,  and  the 
former,  in  which  he  received  vi.sitors,  the  chamber 
of  the  Bishop.  This  reminds  one  of  Saint  Charles 
Borromeo,  who,  in  imitation  of  Judith,  had  a  small 
cell  in  the  attic  of  his  jialace.  Here  he  praj'ed, 
and  slept  on  straw,  calling  this  cell  the  room  of 
Charles  and  the  audience-room  the  apartment  of 
the  Cardilial. 

He  told  me  one  day,  showing  me  a  gannent 
that  had  been  made  for  him,  and  which  he  wore 
under  his  ca.esock  :  "My  servants  work  little  mir- 
acles ;  for  out  of  the  old  gown  they  have  wrought 
a  new  garment.  See  how  fine  they  have  made 
me  !"  "  This  miracle,"  s;nd  I,  "  sui-i)a.sses  that  of 
the  children  of  Israel,  whose  garment.s  diri  not 
wear  out  during  the  forty  years  of  their  stay  in 
the  desert.  Your  servants  change  old  ones  into 
new." 

Sometimes  his  treasurer  complained  he  had  no 
money.  "  Do  not  be  displeased  at  thi^"  he  would 
say,  "  since  we  are  more  conformidable  to  our  Di- 
vine blaster,  who  liad  not  a  stone  on  which  to 
rest  His  head." 

"  But,"  retorted  the  poor  steward,  "  where  am  I 
to  find  funds  ?" 

"  My  son,"  rei)lied  the  holy  Bishop,  *'  w*  must 
eainomize." 

"  Truly,"  said  tjie  other,  "  it  is  high  tiui«  to 
economize  when  there  is  nothing  left." 

"You  do  not  understand  me.  I  mean  we  niu»»t 
sell  or  pawn  scnne  article  of  furniture  to  "live.  I« 
not  that,  my  friend,  living  on  economy  r" 

I  often  wondered  how  he  ct»uld  maintain  an  es- 
tablishment like  his  with  so  little  income: 

"It  is  God,"  said  he,  "  who  multiplies  tli«  five 
loaves"  As  I  pressed  him  to  tell  me  in  what 
way :  "  It  would  no  longer  be  a  niinule  if  it  could 
l»e  explained,"  replietl  he,  in  his  usual  gracious 
manner.     "Are  we  not  truly  blessed  thus  to  live 
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by  niiraclc  !  It  is  the  mercy  of  God,  if  we  are  not 
consumed." 

"  You  destroy  my  prudence,"  said  I,  "  in  refer- 
ring me  toJ.hut  source." 

'*  You  see,"  resumed  he,  "  riches  are  real  thorns, 
as  the  Gospel  teaches ;  they  wound  in  a  thousand 
ways  whilst  acquiring  them,  cause  still  more  dis- 
quietude to  preserve  or  to  spend  them,  and  a 
thousand  regrets  when  we  lose  them.  In  truth, 
we  are  only  farmers  and  stewards,  particularly  if 
the  goods  belong  to  the  Church  and  are  the  patri- 
mony of  the  poor  ;  the  important  point  is  to  find 
faithful  stewards.  JIaving  wherewitli  to  live  and 
to  clotlie  ourselves,  what  can  we  desire  more?  Quod 
amplimest  a  ma/o  ed.  To  be  candid  with  you,  I 
know  very  well  what  I  will  do.  My  pieces  are  cut 
rather  short.  Had  I  more,  I  might  have  some 
anxiety  as  to  their  proper  emi)loyment.  Am  I 
not  happy  to  be  al)le  to  live  like  a  little  child, 
without  any  earthly  solicitude  V  To  each  day  is 
sufficient  the  evil  thereof.  He  who  has  most, 
greater  will  be  the  account  he  will  have  to 
render." 


THE  VIEGIN  AND  THE  PEIEST; 
Or,  The  New  Moutli  of  Mary. 

CIIAPTEU   IV. 

Figures  of  the  Old  Tedament  tchich  have  reference 
to  Mary  and  are  applicable  to  the  Friest. 

At  the  same  time  that  Mary  was  announced  by 
the  word  of  the  prophets,  she  was  also  announced 
by  emblems  and  synrbols.  The  Ancient  Law,  as 
we  know,  was  entirely  figurative;  it  was  the 
shadow  of  Christ,  kx  uinbra  Chridi  (Galatians) ; 
the  shadow  of  the  good  things  that  Jesus  Christ 
was  to  bring  to  the  earth,  lex  uinhram  haienn  futu- 
roura  honoruin,  (lleb.  x,  1),  "the  law  having  a 
shadow  of  the  good  things  to  come."  Conse- 
quently, as  the  shade  reveals  the  body,  as  the  re- 
flex reveals  the  light,  as  the  copy  makes  known 
the  original,  so  the  Ancient  Law  reveals  Christ 
and  His  works.  It  was,  says  Saint  Paul,  an  in- 
structor which  taught  Jesus  Christ  by  anticipa- 
tion. T'l'iae  lex  poidagoyus  noderfait  in  Chrido, 
ut  exjlLjudlJictinur.  (Galat.  iii,  24).  "Where- 
fore the  law  was  our  pedagogue  in  Christ,  that  we 
might  be  justified  by  fiiith. 

For  the  reason  tliat  wc  have  already  set  forth, 
Mary,  not  being  able  to  be  separated  from  her 
Son  in  the  reality,  should  not  be  separated  from 
Him  in  the  figure.  This  is  the  sentiment  of  all 
the  Fathci's  and  of  all  the  Doctors  of  the  Church ; 
for  their  homilies  u])()n  the  mysteries  of  the 
Mother  of  God  are  full  of  these  relations  and  of 
th<'se  biblical  harmonics.  Albert  the  Great,  one 
of  the  geniuses  of  the  famous  epoch,  has  even  col- 
lected, in  a  work  which  he  titled  Bihlia  Mariana, 
all  those  texts,  prophesies,  allusions,  symbols,  em- 
blems, which  relate  to  Mary  and  constitute,  so  to 
speak,  her  general  a])pearauce ;  precious  treasure, 
brilliant  garland  wreathed  byscience  for  the  Queen 
of  Heaven,  and  from  which  we  will  detach  some 
flowers — tho.se  which  adorn  equally  the  brow  of 
the  N'irgin  and  the  brow  of  the  Priest. 

And  at  first  Mary  was  symbolized  by  the  ark  of 
!No:ih,  floating  over  the    deluvian  waters.     "In 


fact,  .says  Saint  Bernard,  (Homil.  2,  de  dam  Virg.), 
if  the  human  race  was  saved  by  the  ark  from 
coni|)lete  extermination,  it  has  been  saved  by 
Mary  from  the  shipwreck  of  .<in,  with  this  notable 
ditfiience  that  few  persons  were  saved  by  the  ark, 
and  that  all  can  be  saved  by  Mary."  Albert  the 
Great  said  Saint  Bonaventure  discerned  Mary  in 
the  drove  sent  out  of  the  ark  by  Noah,  and  which 
brought  back  to  him  an  olive  branch,  an  evident 
sign  of  the  end  of  the  deluge  and  of  the  peace 
made  between  earth  and  heaven. 

Now,  either,  in  the  ark  or  in  the  dove  of  the 
ark,  the  Christian  spirit  has  no  difficidty  to  see 
an  image  of  the  Priest  of  Jesus  Christ.  In  the 
moral  deluge  which  our  world  is  undergoing,  in 
the  universal  shipwreck  of  the  beautiful,  the 
good,  the  just  and  the  true,  of  which  our  century 
is  the  victim  and  the  witness,  there  is  not  and 
there  will  not  be  any  saved,  except  the  one  who 
clings  to  the  robes  of  the  Priest,  who  embraces 
his  doctrine,  who  adores  his  God,  who  takes  ref- 
uge iu  his  house,  for  his  house  is  not  built  upon 
the  sand,  but  upon  a  rock ;  Ta  es  Petrus,  et  super 
hanc  petram.  *  *  *  "  Thou  art  Peter,  and 
ui)on  his  rock,"  *  ♦  *  the  winds  may  roar, 
tlie  rivers  may  run  riot,  portiv  inferi  non  prcevule- 
hunt  *  *  *  "  the  gates  of  hell  shall  not  pre- 
vail against  it."  Outside  of  this  holy  ark,  dark- 
ness and  death  ;  but  within  it  and  by  it  light  and 
life  !  There,  then,  is  the  hierarchy  to  follow  ;  to 
Jesus,  ])y  JIary ;  to  Jesus  and  Mary,  by  the  Priest. 
They  have  the  same  words  of  life  eternal,  sicut 
aira  Noe,  etc 

The  Priest  is  also  the  dove  carrying  the  olive- 
branch,  emblem  of  peace  ;  it  is  his  principal  and 
certainly  his  most  pleasing  function.  What  is 
more  pleasing  than  to  make  men  a  society  of 
brothers,  to  establish  harmony  of  hearts  among 
them?  A  Priest,  faithful  to  his  mission,  posses- 
ses this  inexplicable  sweetness ;  he  freely  gives  it, 
and  in  so  doing,  he  becomes  the  angel  of  the  do- 
mestic fireside,  the  ray  of  the  sun  in  the  thick 
darkness  of  night.  Is  it  not  the  olive-branch  of 
peace  that  he  carries  to  the  srck  when  he  enters 
into  their  hospitals,  when  he  penetrates  into  their 
prisons,  when  he  appears  in  the  bosom  of  misery  ? 

He  is  the  dove  of  the  ark ;  he  is  also,  as  the 
good  Virgin,  the  rainbow  that  the  Lord  illumin- 
ated on  the  side  of  the  clouds  to  attest  his  reso- 
lution of  never  again  visiting  the  earth  with  such 
terrible  ijunishment. 

If  tliese  lines  were  destined  for  others  than 
Priests,  more  than  one  soul  could  tell  how  the 
sight  of  the  Priest  consoles  in  the  midst  of  certvin 
anguishes  by  which  the  heart  of  man,  and  more 
especially  the  heart  of  woman,  is  sometimes  lac- 
erated. 

Saint  John  Damascene  sees  Mary  in  the  myste- 
rious ladder  that  Jacob  saw  in  a  vision,  uniting 
earth  with  heaven.  Some  angels  were  descending 
and  others  were  ascending  ;  those  descending  were 
carrying  tlie  favors  of  heaven  to  earth  ;  those  as- 
cending were  carrying  the  tears  and  the  vows  of 
the  earth  to  heaven.  It  is  thus  that  through  Mary 
God  has  stooped  even  to  man  an<f  that  he  has  ex- 
alted man  even  to  God. 
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Mary  is  also  for  us,  says  Saint  Ronavcnturc,  tlie 
pillar  1)1" cloud  which  cotiductnl  Israel  across  tlie 
di'scrt,  U'lupering  the  exct-sslvi!  heat  of  the  sun  liy 
day,  and  changing  into  a  pillar  of  fire  by  night  to 
eliow  the  way. 

Life  is  a  ik'sort  which  we  have  to  cross  ;  and 
hence  we  are  called  travelers  and  pilgrims  ;  but  it 
is  a  desert  of  disquietude  and  puin,  a  desert  fur- 
rowed with  al)y»ses  which  temptation  opens 
beneath  our  patlis,  abysses  dark  and  yawning  ever 
ready  to  devour  us.  Anotlier  danger  Ijovers 
almost  continually  over  our  heads  :  the  thunder- 
bolts of  Divine  justice  provoked  by  our  criminal 
acts,  the  l)urning  fervency  of  His  wrath  excited 
by  our  ingratitude.  But,  i)ehol<l,  for  countervail- 
ing the  thunderbolts  of  justice,  we  have  Mary,  a 
beneficent  cloud  which  interposes  and  preserves 
us  from  death ;  for  counterbalancing  darkness 
and  temptation,  we  have  Mary,  a  bright  cloud 
which  illununes  our  soul  and  guides  us  in  the 
pathways  of  life.  What  else  is  the  missi<»n  of 
the  Priest  than  opposing  the  same  benefits  to  the 
same  necessities?  Bending  over  the  cradle  of  tlie 
child,  he  carefidly  watches  his  first  lieart-throb- 
bings  in  order  t«)  direct  them,  the  first  elements 
of  liis  intelligence  in  order  to  enlighten  them 
•with  divine  light. 

The  child  grows  to  mature  age  aild,  perhaps, 
forsakes  the  Priest,  but  the  Prie>t  never  forsakes 
him  ;  he  follows  him  everywhere  as  a  mother,  and 
when  he  can  no  longer  be  his  pillar  of  cloud  by 
day  and  his  pillar  of  fire  by  night,  because  he  has 
been  abandoned  by  him,  he  endeavors  to  render 
him  the  same  service  by  i)niyer;  and  thus  his 
heart,  though  his  eyes  are  absent,  meets  him 
everywhere  and  always. 

Moreover,  Mary  is  Fvmbolized  by  the  altar 
erected  on  tlie  summit  of  Mount  Ebal. 

The  Lord  hail  willed  that  this  altar  be  of  stone, 
without  any  intermixture  of  iron,  in  order  to  sig- 
nify, says  Albert  the  Great,  the  clhistity  of  the 
Virgin  Mother.  Mary,  in  reality,  never  had  her 
soul  tarnished  by  the  least  impure  breath.  She 
ahme  can  be  called  "a  living  altar." 

Still  more,  she  was  at  the  same  time  ''both  the 
altar  and  the  Priest,"  (S.  Epiph.,  Dt  lnuil.  Mar.), 
because  she  bore  in  her  bosom  the  victim,  and 
because  she  did  not  cease  from  otfering  him  to 
God.  These  various  titles  are  atlmirably  suited 
to  the  Priest,  with  this  difference,  that  if  Mary 
was  more  than  he  the  altar  of  Go(l,  he  is  more 
than  she  the  Priest  of  it,  for  each  of  them  possesses 
reciprocally  the  more  that  which  the  other  has  the 
less. 

All  the  commentators  of  the  Bible,  and  in 
particular  Saint  Jerome,  speaking  of  the  famous 
vision  of  the  kingof  Babylon  (Dan.,  11),  gives  the 
following  explication  of  it :  "Christ  Jesus,  sjiys 
he,  *  *  *  *  is  this  rock  which,  without  the 
co-operation  of  man,  detached  itself  from  the 
mountain  and  overthrew  all  the  kingdoms, 
figureil  l)y  the  different  parts  of  the  .statue,  in 
order  to  substitute  his  own  for  them.  But  what 
was  the  mountain  whence  this  mysterious  rock 
was  detached  y  It  was  Mary,  the  ble.siied  Virgin. 
Mary  "is  the  Mountain   of  God"  (Saint  Deunis, 


Cnntr.  S'tmo«).  "Mountain  of  graces,  because  siio 
has  had  them  all,  and  because  she  raises  up  her 
majestic  brow  higher  than  angels  and  ^aints,  even 
to  the  foot  of  the  throne  of  the  divinity.  (Saint 
Greg.,  on  1  Kings.,  ch.  i).  The  Priest  is  also  the 
Mountain  of  Oo<l,  who  has  Ix-en  crowned  with 
honor  an  i  ^'lory  ;  (jlorin  d  h'nioi'r  coronnnti  rum — 
"  Thou  hast  crowned  him  with  glory  and  honor." 
He  has  been  supplied  to  fulness  with  gi-acus — 
adorned  with  all  the  gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost; ;/«')/»« 
pinguia — "a  fat  mountain,"  etc.,  (Ps.  Ixvii,  16), 
that  is  to  say,  most  faithful  and  enriched  by  the 
spiritual  gitts  and  graces  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  In 
Isaias  ii,  2,  the  Church  is  called  The  mountain  of 
the  honite  ofthf  h>rd  on  the  top  of  mountains,  tie. 
This  shows  that  the  mountain  thus  favore<i  by  God 
isbutt)ne;  and  also  the  perpetual  visibility  of 
the  Church  of  Christ ;  for  a  mountain  on  the  top 
of  mountains  cannot  be  hid. 

It  is  from  the  summit  of  this  mountain  that  the 
rock  fatal  to  the  statue  of  Satan  procetnls.  The 
doctrinal  word  of  the  priest  is  the  nxk  which 
overthrows  ern)r  and  crushes  it  to  destruction; 
the  devotedness  of  the  Priest  is  tlie  rock  which 
overthrows  egoism  and  destroys  it;  Jesus  Christ 
is  always  the  rock  which  goes  forth  every  morn- 
ing, from  the  hands  of  the  jjriest,  tf)  display  death, 
and  to  diffuse  life  in  individuals  and  nations: 
Vhrifitun  vincit,  Chrittuj*  re<jnttt,  ChrUtun  iinjtenit. 

We  would  not  finish  it  if  we  would  reunite  here 
all  the  images,  all  the  emblems,  all  the  .symbols 
which  in  the  Old  Testament  have  typified  Mary, 
and  subsequently  the  Priest.*  Heaven  has  lent  its 
heavenly  bodies  to  declare  their  supernatural 
lieauty ;  the  stars,  to  interweave  crowns  for  them  ; 
the  sun,  to'show  forth  tliejr  splendor;  the  imwn 
serves  as  a  fiH)tstool  for  their  feet :  rmli  ennrniut 
ijlorinm — "the  heavens  proclaim  their  gfory."  Over 
the  earth,  all  the  beauty,  all  the  perfume,  all  forms 
the  m<Sst  lovely,  are  as  the  alphabet  of  their  pan- 
egyric. Mary  and  the  Priest  are  the  closed  gar- 
den, the  .sealed  fountain,  the  tree  of  life.  They 
are  strong  as  a  tower,  terrible  as  an  army  set  in 
battle  array,  similar  to  tlK-  lily  in  the  midst  of 
thorns,  to  tlie  cedar  of  Lebanon,  to  the  cypress  of 
Sion,  to  the  palm  of  Cades,  to  the  rose  of  Jericho, 
to  the  olive  of  the  fields,  by  a  current  of  limpid 
waters;  their  name  will  always  be  admirable 
throughout  the  whole  world;  Quam  admirabile 
e^  nomen  tuum  in  i/niTerm  Urrn  ! 
(to  be  continued.) 


Henuv  VIII. — The  .«aintly  Archbishop  Hercules 
Graziani  was  deputed  by  the  Sovereign  Pontiff 
to  Henry  the  VIII  of  England,  in  order  to  recall 
him  to  Catholic  unity.  "What  proof  can  you 
offer  me,"  say  the  Prince,  "of  the  truth  of  what 
you  assure  me?"  "  What  proof  do  you  require?" 
asked  the  Archbishop.  "I  will  believe  you  if  you 
change  that  white  bread,  wlii«'h  my  page  is  carry- 
ing, to  black."  The  Saint  made  the  sign  of  the 
Cro.ss  on  the  bread,  which  inime<liately  changed 
its  color  to  black.  The  monarch  Ijclicvcd,  but 
he  Wiis  not  converted  ;  the  demons  also  believe<l, 
but  their  faith  only  serves  to  torment  them  the 
more. 
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Les  Moines  d' Occident— The  Monks  of  the  West. 

It  is  now  a  little  over  thirty  yearsthat  this  illus- 
trious champion  of  Catholicity  is  before  the  public, 
witli  a  fame  world-wide  aud  ever  on  the  increase. 
We  remember  well  how  he  took  France  by  surprii?e 
when,  at  the  age  oftwenty-tive  years,  he  published 
his  famous  "  Life  of  St.  Elizabeth  of  Hungai7," 
placing  himself  thereby  among  the  best  writeis  of 
theage.  Yet,  beautifnliy  as  the  dear  sainfs  life  was 
portrayed  by  his  brilliant  pen,  the  chief  merit  of 
the  book  was  not  in  the  life  itself,  but  in  the  Intro- 
duction, in  which  he  gives  a  philosophic  view  of 
the  history  of  the  thirteenth  century,  which  in 
point  of  comprehensiveness  and  depth  of  thought 
has  never  been  equaled. 

In  the  present  work,  of  which  the  two  first  vol- 
umes appeared  in  Paris  in  1860,  the  noble  count 
fully  sustains  his  reputation.  This  is  his  great 
work  ;  the  result  of  immense  researches,  of  twenty 
years'  labor.  But  here  again,  the  illustrious 
author  leads  its  into  his  subject  by  means  of 
another  Introduction,  containing  290  pages  in 
8vo.  To  give  our  readers  an  idea  of  the  book,  we 
would  like  to  publish  extracts  verbatim,  especially 
from  his  admirable  Introduction,  in  which  the 
transcen(ifent  mind  of  Montalembert  is  exhibited 
in  the  loftiest  and  most  profound  considerations. 
We  will  not  fear  to  weary  the  patience  of  our 
pious  friends,  in  placing  before  them  such  eloquent 
and  rich  pages ;  nor  shall  we  fear  to  be  considered 
as  walking  out  of  our  own  bounds  and  forgetting 
our  main  object ;  for,  in  the  language  of  the  noble 
Count :  "  To  whomsoever  seeks  for  tlie  most  accom- 
plished type  of  the  monk,  St.  Bernard  presents 
himself  at  once,  in  all  his  devotedness  to  the 
Blessed  Mother  of  Goit,  foremost  among  her  most 
fervent  prt;acliers ;  aud  again,  the  mysterious  wor- 
ship of  virginity  is  the  essential  condition  of  the 
cloistered  life — or,  in  other  words,  the  first  hom- 
age to  the  Virgin  of  virgins,  and  the  most  direct 
atteni])t  at  reproducing  her  sublime  ideal. 

In  the  Introduction  to  the  "  Monks  of  the  West," 
the  noble  and  eloquent  author  has  shown  that 
"  one  of  the  most  singular  errors  of  many  apolo- 
gists of  the  monastic  life,  has  been  to  regard  it  as 
an  asylum  for  sad  and  wcaiy  souls,  discontented 
with  their  lot  in  the  world,  incapable  of  maintain- 
ing the  place  to  which  society  consigned  them, 
deceived  in  all  th  ir  hopes, -or  heart  broken  by 
sorrows.  'If  we  have  established  places  for  the 
health  of  the  Ixnly,'  says  one  of  these  writers,  'let 
us  also  permit  religion  to  have  them  for  the  health 
of  the  soul ;  it  is  more  sulvject  to  sickness,  and  its 
infirmities  are  more  dijngerous,  more  tedious  and 
much  more  difficult  to  cure."  The  idea  is  poetic 
and  touching,  but  it  is  not  true.  Monasteries 
were  never  destined  to  collect  within  their  walls 
the  invalids  from  the  world.  It  was  not  sick 
souls,  on  the  contrary,  it  was  the  most  vigorous 
souls  the  human  race  ever  produced,  who  present- 
ed themselves  in  crowds  to  peo))le  monasteries. 
The  religious  life,  far  from  being  the  refuge  of  the 
weak,  was  the  arena  of  the  strong  " 

"After  having  written,  more  than  twenty  years 
ago,  the  History  f if  Saiiit   EliAnliih,t\w   life   of  a 


young  female  in  whom'  is  united  the  Catholic 
poetry  of  suffering  and  of  love,  and  whose  modest 
and  forgotten  existence  was  nevertheless  a  portion 
of  the  most  brilliant  epoch  of  the  middle  ages,  I 
wished,  in  writing  the  life  of  a  great  monk,  to 
contrii)ute  t«  the  establishment  of  Monastic  Or- 
ders. Happy  at  having  been  able  to  attract  atten- 
tion to  the  side  of  religious  history,  too  long  ob- 
scured and  forgotten,  in  exhibiting  the  action  of 
Catholicity  upon  the  most  tender  aud  exalted  sen- 
timents of  the  human  heai-t,  I  hope  to  obtain  the 
same  suffrages  by  another  order  of  study,  in  exhib- 
iting Catholic  and  historical  truth  upon  a  ground 
where  it  is  most  unknown,  and  where  it  encounters 
the  greatest  antipathies  aud  prejudices. 

In  seeking  the  most  accomplished  type  of  a  re- 
ligious, Saint  Bernard  is  immediately  presented  to 
U.S.  No  one  has  thrown  more  lustre  than  he  upon 
the  habit  of  the  monk  ;  and  nevertheless  it  is  won- 
derful that  among  the  many  authors  who  have 
written  his  history,  not  one  except  his  first  biogra- 
phers, who  wrote  during  his  lifetime,  seems  to 
have  paid  much  attention  to  the  facts  that  what 
predominated  in  liira  and  explains  him  is — his 
monastic  profession. 

All  acknowledge  Saint  Bernard  as  a  great  man 
and  a  man  of  genius;  he  exercised  over  his  age  an 
influence  tbat  lias  no  parallel  in  history ;  he  reigned 
by  eloquence,  courage  and  virtue.  More  than  once 
he  decided  the  future  of  nations  and  of  crowns ; 
at  one  time  he  held,  as  it  were,  in  his  hands  the 
destiny  of  the  Chinch.  He  knew  how  to  move 
Europe,  and  precipitate  it  upon  the  East  ;  he 
completely  vanquished  Abelard,  the  precursor  of 
modern  Kationalism.  All  the  world  knows  it, 
and  all  the  world  says  it ;  all,  with  one  voice, 
place  him  by  the  side  of  Ximenes,  Richelieu  and 
Bossuet.  But  this  is  not  sufficient.  If  he  was,  and 
who  can  doubt  itV  a  great  orator,  a  great  writer, 
and  a  great  person,  it  was  almost  Avithout  his 
knowing  it,  and  always  in  op])osition  to  his  own 
wish.  He  was,  and  above  all  wished  to  be,  some- 
thing else;  he  was  a  monk  and  he  was  a  saint; 
he  lived  in  a  cloister  and  he  worked  miracles. 

The  Chinxh  has  defined  aud  canonized  the 
sanctity  of  Bernard  ;  history  is  charged  with  the 
mission  of  relating  his  life,  and  of  explaining  the 
wonderful  influence  he  exercised  over  his  con- 
temporaries. 

But  in  studying  the  life  and  epoch  of  this  great 
man,  who  was  a  monk,  we  find  that  the  Popes, 
Bishops  anil  Saints  who  were  the  bulwark  and 
honor  of  Christian  society,  all,  or  almost  all,  like 
Bernard,  came  from  the  ^lonastic  Orders.  Who 
then  were  these  monks,  and  whence  did  they 
come,  and  what  they  had  done,  up  to  this  period, 
to  make  thein  occupy  so  high  a  place  in  the 
destiny  of  the  world  ? 

These  questions  we  nuist  solve  before  going 
farther.  And  we  must  do  more ;  for  in  trying  to 
judge  of  the  age  in  which  Saint  Bernard  lived, 
we  find  that  is  impossible  to  explain  or  compre- 
hend it,  if  we  do  not  recognize  that  it  was  ani- 
mated by  the  same  breath  which  vivified  an  an- 
terior epoch,  of  which  it  is  only  the  direct  and 
faithful  continuation. 
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If  tlje  twelfth  oc'Utury  Ixnved  Ijrfori*  tliu  genius 
and  virtue  of  .Saint  IJeiiiiird,  it   w»s   li*'caus<>  the 
eleventli  century  had  l)eon  rcjjcneniti'd  nnd  pene- 
trated with    the  virtue    nnil    genius    of  another 
monk,  Gregory  VII ;  and  we  could  n(»t  compre- 
hend either  the  epoch  or  the  action  of  Bernard, 
when  apart  from  tlic  salutary  crisis  which  tiie  one 
ha<l  prepared  and  rendered  possible  for  tlw  other  ;  | 
and  never  would  a  sim|)le  monk  have  l>een  heard  , 
and  obeyed   as   Berj^ard   was,  if  his  uncontested  j 
greatness  had  not  Iieen  preceded  l)y  the  stniggles,  [ 
the  trials,  ami  tiu;  j>osiliumous  victories  of  that  j 
other  monk,  who  died  six  years  before  the  birth  of  j 
our  Saint.  It  must  then  be  cliaracterized,  nut  only  j 
by  a  ct)nscientious  view  of  tiie  jjontificale  of  the  . 
greatest  of  the  Ptmes,  taken  from  the  ranks  of  the  \ 
monks,  Ijdt  also  I*  passing  in  review  the  entire  I 
period  which  unites  the  last  coml»ats  of  Gregory  ! 
with  the  irst  efforts  of  Bernard  ;  ami  while  keep- 
ing this  in  view,  describe  the  most  important  and  ' 
most  glorious  struggle  in  which  the  Church  was  j 
ever  engaged — in  which  the  monks  were  the  first  ; 
in  sufferings  as  in  himors.  i 

And  even  this  is  not  sufficient.  Far  from  being 
the  founders  of  Monastic  Orders,  Gregory  VII 
and  Bernard  were  only  their  offsprings,  in  com- 
mon with  so  many  thou.sands  of  their  contempo- 
raries. When  these  great  men  took  so  wondrous 
a  part  in  them,  these  institutions  had  existed  more 
than  tivc  centuries.  To  un<lerstand  their  origin, 
and  to  appreciate  their  nature  and  services,  we 
mu.st  go  i)!ick  to  another  Gregory — to  Saint  Greg- 
ory the  Great — the  first  Pope  who  left  the  cowl 
for  the  tiara;  or  back  still  farther,  to  Saint  Bene- 
dict, the  legislator  and  patriarch  of  the  monks  of 
the  West.  We  must  at  leiust  cast  a  glance,  during 
these  five  centuries,  upon  the  superhuman  efforts 
made  by  these  legion  of  monks  to  sul>due,  pacify, 
discipline  and  purify  twenty  barbarous  nations, 
and  successively  transform  them  intt>  Christian 
nations. 

It  would  be  an  injustice  and  a  revolting  ingrat- 
itude to  be  silent  with  regard  to  the  twenty 
genenitions  of  indomitable  laborers  who  culti- 
vated the  souls  of  our  fathers,  at  tiie  same  time  in 
which  they  tilled  the  soil  of  Chri.stian  Europe, 
only  leaving  to  Bernard  and  his  contemporaries 
the  fatigue  of  the  reapers. 

Anxious  ti>  have  my  readers  follow  the  route 
which  I  traced  for  myself,  I  have  given  tliis  long 
preamlile  to  make  known  what  the  Monastic  Or- 
ders are,  and  what  they  have  done  for  tlie  Catho- 
lic world  before  the  accessi<m  of  Saint  Bernard 
to  the  first  place  in  the  esteem  and  admiration  of 
the  Christianity  of  his  time. 

In  a  literary  point  of  view,  I  know  that  I  am 
wrong  in  scattering  over  a  long  scries  of  years 
and  a  great  nmnl>cr  of  natnes,  the  most  of  them 
forgotten,  the  interest  which  it  would  be  easy  to 
concentrate  upon  a  single  luminous  point  and 
upon  one  superior  genius.  "It  is  a  shoal  whose  dan- 
ger I  well  undertand.  And,  furthermore,  in  ex- 
hibiting so  many  great  men  and  so  many  great 
things,  l)efore  him  who  should  be  the  hero  of  my 
book,  I  undoubtedly  weaken  his  individual  great- 
ness, the  merit  of  his  devotedness,  and  the  inter- 


est of  the  narrative.  I  fihonld  carefully  guard 
against  this  if  I  only  wr«)t«f  for  success.  But  to 
every  Christian  there  is  a  beauty  superior  to  art — 
that  of  truth.  There  are  some  things  which  we 
have  more  at  heart  than  the  glory  of  all  the  he- 
roes, and  even  of  all  the  saints:  it  is  the  honor  of 
the  Church  and  her  providential  inarch  in  the 
midst  of  the  storms  and  darkness  of  hi.story.  I 
did  not  wish  to  sacrifice  the  honor  of  an  augnst 
institution,  too  long  culumniated  and  proscribed, 
to  the  h<mor  of  a  single  num.  And  if  I  had  been 
tempted  to  do  so,  this  hero  himself,  Bernard,  the 
great  Apostle  of  tnith  and  justice,  wimhl  not  have 
pardoned  mc  for  exalting  him  at  the  expense  of 
his  predeces.sors  and  his  nuisters. 

This  suliject,  developed  in  this  mannner,  em- 
braces a  horizon  only  too  va.st — extending  at  the 
same  time  from  the  jiresent  to  the  past.  Unfold 
the  map  of  ancient  France,  or  that  of  any  one  of 
the  Provinces,  and  we  will  find  at  every  step  the 
names  of  abbeys,  convents,  priories  and  liermit- 
ages  which  mark  the  site  of  as  many  monastic  col- 
imies.  Where  is  the  city  that  has  not  been  found- 
ed, enriched  or  protected  by  some  community  ? 
Where  is  the  church  which  is  not  indebted  to 
them  for  a  patron,  a  relic,  or  a  pious  and  popular 
tradition  ?  In  every  uml)rageous  forest,  by  every 
clear  lake,  on  every  majestic  hight,  we  may  be 
sure  the  stamp  of  religion  has  been  placed  by  the 
hand  of  the  monk.  This  stamp  has  also  been 
universal  and  durable  in  the  laws,  arts  and  cus- 
toms of  our  ancient  society.  This  society,  in  its 
youth,  was  vivified,  directed  and  established  by 
the  monastic  spirit.  Wherever  we  interrogate 
the  monumeftts  of  the  past — not  only  in  France, 
but  throughout  all  Europe;  in  Spain,  as  in  Swe- 
den; in  Scotland,  as  in  Sicily,  every  where — arises 
the  memory  of  the  mouk  and  the  partially  effaced 
monuments  of  his  labors,  his  power  and  his  bene- 
fits— from  the  humble  furrow  which  he  was  the 
first  to  trace  in  the  lands  of  Britannia  and  Ireland, 
to  the  magnificent  ruins  of  Marmontier,  Cluny, 
Melrose  and  the  E.'«curial. 


Pride. — Pride  is  so  detestable  a  crime  in  the 
sight  of  God,  that  He  frequently  punishes  it  in  a 
most  terril)le  manner.  Of  this  there  is,  perhaps, 
no  inf)re  striking  example  than  that  of  Arius  the 
hcresiarch.  He  was  a  man  of  great  intellectual 
al)ility,  and  very  attractive  personal  appearance; 
and  the  .soft  accents  of  his  v«»ice  were  like  the 
soothing  t^)nes  of  the  sweet  .^olian  harp.  But 
unfortunately  his  prirle  and  aml)ition  so  blinded 
him,  that  he  perverted  to  his  own  unholy  ends 
these  advantages  whicii  God  had  given  liim  for 
a  nolde  purpose ;  and  bcaiuse  he  failed  to  obtain 
an  ecclesiastical  dignity  which  he  coveted,  was  so 
carried  away  by  his  pride  that  out  of  sheer  re- 
venge, and  a  spirit-of  opposition,  he  denied  the 
divinity  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  by  his  uncommon 
talents  so  wrought  upon  the  minds  of  the  peo- 
ple that  he  created  quite  a  numerous  sect.  What 
was  the  result  *  Entering  a  '  privy  one  day,  he 
burst  asunder,  and  died  misenibly  and  alone  ;  &s 
if  6od  would  exprefw  by  this  terrible  judgment 
the  detestation  in  which  He  held  this  sin  of  pride. 
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Oommondatory  Notices. 

BEAtTTiFCi.  Ave  IMahia: 

Vcnerahb  and  h'lpp)/  Elitorx:  No.  Ill  comes  to 
us  in  its  ni'W  iir.nunciation  rob<s  fair  as  an  nngel 
iiist  ck-scendt'(l  to  honor  our  Lady  '•full  of  grace." 
■\Vc  thought  we  loved  the  Blessed  Virgin  before; 
and  Ave  did,  but  you  somehow  feed  the  devotion, 
think  you— r\GXt  unto  worship  of  the  Son  is  devo- 
tion unto  the  Mother.  We  are,  moreover,  not 
only  particularly  pleased  with  the  new  robe,  so 
apropos  ;  but,  as  at  first  glance,  continue  delighted 
with  the  appearance  of  page,  paper,  column,  type, 
and  more  than  all,  the  dawning  prospect  of  such 
an  encvclopoedia  of  the  IJlesssed  Virgin's  litera- 
ture. What  a  collection  of  sermon-paragraphs, 
devotions,  legends,  hymns,  etc.,  etc.,  from  tlie 
scholars  of  Mary  can'  be  gathered  into  a  voluu>e 
here ;  and  what  a  large  and  handsome  volume  of 
the  choicest  things  from  many  writers  wc  sliall 
have.  Indeed  we  can  but  see  the  Ave  Mauia  has 
the  beautiful  opportunity  of  I)ecoming  among 
Catholic  perodicals  what  the  rosary  has  among 

devotions. — Please  find  a  life  subscription  for 

,  with  yearly  subscriptions  for .  We 

observe  your  card  of  apology  for  the  little  past 
delay  in  preparing  the  engraving  for  cover,  and 
allow  me  to  assure  you  that  in  our  State,  at  least, 
your  devotedly  interested  subscribers  love  the 
honor  of  our  Sovereign  Lady  and  Mother  too  well 
to  grudge  a  few  toilet-days  for  the  making  up  of 
her  heavenly  robe,  especially  in  the  commence- 
ment of  a  publication,  only  as  yet  getting  under- 
way; and  considering  tre?s,  after  a  new  setting, 
require  some  time  to  root — should  your  pahns  and 
roses  take  an  extra  day  for  sprouting,  watering  or 
pruning — after  so  good  a  beginning,  we  can  trust 
you  a  little,  we  think,  and  the  Blessed  Virgin — 
the  Blessed  Virgin  we  always  trust ;  and  all  told, 
the  work,  its  aims,  its  hopes,  its  foundations,  its 
success,  is  but  hers.  Our  Lady's  weekly  magjizine, 
God  speed  it.  Marie  Josephine. 

"May  19th. — The  second  issue  of  your  Journal 
has  been  received  by  me,  for  which  I  beg  to  offer 
you  my  sincere  thanks.  Have  the  goodness  to 
send  the  first  number,  and  to  enter  me  among  the 
life  subscrivers,  as  I  am  avaricious  of  all  the  bless- 
ings to  which  they  are  invited.  I  shall  also  en- 
deavor to  extend  (as  soon  as  I  can  confer  with  our 
Bishop)  the  admirable  association  :  'Apostleship 
ot  Prayer.'  Please  inform  me  if  you  have  an 
agent  in  this  State  ?" 

"I  was  no  less  surprised  than  delighted  at  the 
reception  of  the  Ave  Maria — surprised,  because 
I  was  under  the  impression  that  the  name  of  a 

pious  Priest  of was  not  known  at  Notre 

Dame ;  delighted,  because  the  first  copy  of  your 
Journal  proves  how  deeply  your  renowned  Insti- 
tution is  interested  in  the  gloiy  of  our  good  and 
tender  Mother.  Much  money  is  spent  for  useless 
tales.  Should  we  not  be  happy  to  propagate  so 
edifying  a  work  as  the  Ave  Maria?" 

"I  inclose  the  amount  of  three  subscriptions 
for  the  following  persons.  *  *  *  Bishop 
Bayley  writes  me  that  the  title  page  of  Ave  Ma- 
ria is  alone  worth  the  price  of  the  subscription." 


"  It  is  now,  Very   Rev.  Father,  twelve  years 
since  I  first  heard  you  mention  your  desire  to  es- 
tablish a  journal  in  honor  of  our  Blessed  Mother. 
Then   my   heart  rejoiced  at  these  good  tidings, 
and  as  years  passed  on   I  prayed   that  the  work 
might  not  fail.     With  pleasure  I  hailed   the  first 
numl»ers  ;  and  as  I  am  an.\ious  to  gain  for  myself 
and  mine  all  the  spiritual  advantages  held  out  to     i 
life  8ui>scril)ers,  I  herel)y- inclose  you  the  amount 
of  seven  life  subscriptions,  which  please  enter  in 
the  names  of    *     *     *    1  \»itli  particularly  to  ac- 
custom my  little  grandchildren  and  nieces  and 
nephews,  from  their  earliest  age  to  receive  the 
Ave  Mauia  in  their  own  names.     It  will,  I  trust, 
be  to  each  one  of  them  a  shield  to  their  inno- 
cence, and  a  guaranty  to  their  perseverance  in 
virtue  and    devotion   to  their»Blessed    :Mother. 
Have  the  goodness  also  to  inscribe  my  name  in 
the  Apostleship  of  Prayer  for  the  Conversion  of 
America.     This  I  regard  as  the   most   precious 
feature  in  the  beautiful  Ave  Maria  ;  and  as  the 
sweet  Month  of  May,  just  closing,  is  the  prelude 
to  the  Month  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  on  this 
its  last  day  she  places  her  children  in  the  Heart 
of  her  Divine  Son,  so  may  the  pages  of  the  Ave 
Maria  raise  up  in  its  readers  a  corps  of  faithful 
members  of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer,  whose  fer- 
vor and  zeal  will  win  our  noble  country  to  the 
Sacred  Heart  and  make  it  truly  Catholic !    Prayer, 
fervent  prayer,  Apostleship  of  Prayer,  is  all  we 
need  to  accomplish  this.     Therefore  am.  I  truly 
delighted  to  see  our  Blessed  Mother's  weekly  mes- 
senger coming  to  remind  us  of  the  innnense  treas- 
ures to  be  gained  for  ourselves  and  those  we  love 
through  our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart." 

"As  a  priest,  and  one  seven  years  ago  of  the 
reguum  Gullia,  regnum  Maria,  I  cannot  but  en- 
courage the  noble  object  of  the  Ave  ^Iaria  in 
my  humlde  sphere;  but  I  am  sorry  that  I  cannot 
do  much  in  this  poor  mission,  which  is  in  its  in- 
fancy, so  to  speak,  ccmtaining  only  a  few  Catho- 
lic families,  scattered  here  and  there  through  the 
wilderness.  May  the  Ave  Maria  realize  those 
words  of  the  prophet :  Germinnhuiit  spaciosa  des- 
erti.  I  wish  it  all  success,  and  inclose  my  sub- 
scription in  Canada  money.  I  shall  recommend 
the  Ave  Maria  to  all  my  congregation,  poor 
though  they  beJ' 

"  We  have  received  your  Ave  Maria,  and,  find- 
ing that  the  object  thereof  is  to  furnish  aged  and 
disabled  clergymen  with  a  home,  we  most  read- 
ily subscribe  for  the  happy  purpose  which  you 
propose.  We  desire,  with  you,  the  erection  of 
the  Missionary's  Home." 

"  From  a  poor  laboring  man  to  your  Rever- 
ence : — In  reading  the  New  York  Vindicator,  I 
learn  that  you  intend  establishing  a  paper  in 
praise  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven.  I  wish  to  be 
one  of  your  subscribers,  and  I  shall  do  all  in 
my  power  to  circulate  it  among  my  friends  and 
neighbors.  I  think  every  laboring  man  should 
take  it  for  his  wife  and  children.  Better  pay 
for  a  paper  that  will  teach  them  to  know  and 
love  the  Comforter  of  the  Afliicted,  than  to  take 
the  New  York  Ledger,  Mercury,  and  such  worth- 
less trash." 
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The  Spirit  of  the  Church  in  her  Festivals. 

Astt  skillful  nrohitoot,  when  ationt  to  fonistrurt 
a  pahuc.  fixfs  upon  a  site  that  will  ndntit  of  its 
beiiif^  apprnsithcfl  l»y  a  nolile  avenuo  ;  and  as  a 
pnnUnt  jiiotluT  delays  for  a  lonjr  tim«  to  lu-stow 
on  Iht  child  tht-  rttouipt-nsc-  that  is  to  he  awardoil 
to  its  youthful  virtuis— in  the  same  nnuiiier  the 
Cliurcli  oniains  that  the  ctlebration  of  her  solemn 
festivals  should  he  precedeil  l)y  lonj;  pre|Mimtions. 
Advent  prepares  us  for  Christnias,  Lent  for  Easter, 
and  the  Paschal  time  for  Pentecost.  "  We  pre- 
l)arc  for  the  feast  of  Easter,"  says  Euschius,  "  hy  a 
faut  of  forty  days,  and  we  prepare  for  Pentecost 
by  fifty  days  of  holy  repiicing."  And  why  so  much 
pladnessy  The  same  historian  answers  the  ques- 
tion :  at  Easter,  Bnj)tism  is  received  ;  at  Pentecost, 
the  Holy  Ghost,  who  is  the  perfection  of  iiaptism. 
The  resurrection  of  Jesus  Christ  fortified  the  Apos- 
tles; Pentecost  completed  their  charity  and  ren- 
dered them  invincible.  Ou  this  day  the  Holy 
Ghost  was  given  with  the  plenitude  necessary  for 
the  Church  to  enable  her  to  sulyugate  the  uni- 
verse. 

The  ten  days  preceding  this  feast  are  conse- 
crated by  the  faithful  to  recollection  and  prayer; 
and  they  shut  themselves  up  in  the  cenacle,  with 
the  Hlessed  Virgin  and  the  Apostles,  in  order  to 
dispose  their  .souls  for  the  reception  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  with  the  abundance  of  IHs  gifls.  Never- 
tlieles."*,  all  these  preparations  seem  insufficient  for 
the  (.Muirch,  so  great  is  her  desire  to  see  us  worthy 
of  the  graces  of  her  Divine  Spouse ;  and  hence  she 
has  ordained,  in  addition,  a  solemn  fast  to  pre- 
cede this  great  festival. 

Dull  and  insensible  must  that  lioart  be,  which, 
on  the  return  of  this  memomble  day,  does  not  en- 
tertain feelings  of  j:)y  and  gratitude;  for  is  not 
Pentecost  the  festival  of  civilization?  Say,  O 
Chri.stian  nations,  from  what  period  do  you  date 
those  sciences,  those  institutions,  those  improved 
ideas  which  have  changed  the  face  of  the  universe, 
and  8ul)stitutingthe  law  of  charity  for  the  brutal 
law  of  force  have  matie  you  what  you  are  ?  H* 
you  have  ungratefully  forgotten  thi.s,  the  Catholic 
Church  takes  care  to  remind  you,  as  she  told  the 
generations  which  preceded  you,  and  as  she  will 
tell  the  generations  which  come  after  you,  that  for 
eighteen  centuries  she  has  celebrated  the  Fea.st  of 
Pentecost,  and  rich  and  poor,  kings  and  nations, 
should  unite  with  her  in  celebrating  this  day  as 
they  would  the  anniversary  of  their  birth,  for  the 
cenacle  was  their  cradle,  and  thence  they  date  the 
moral  and  intellectual  superiority  of  which  they 
are  so  proud. 

The  Apostles,  after  the  Ascension  of  their  Di- 
vine Master,  returned  to  Jerusalem  and  there 
awaited  the  accomplishment  of  His  promise.  They 
remained  in  the  cenacle ;  that  is  to  say,  a  high 
room  apart  from  the  others;  for  in  Palestine  the 
roofs  of  the  hous<>s  being  flat,  the  highc-t  room 
was  the  largest  and  most  secluded,  and  it  was 
there  the  Jews  had  their  private  omtories. 

It  is  suppo.sed  that  the  Apostles  were  as.scmbled 
in  the  house  of  Mary,  "  the  mother  of  John"  the  i 
well-beloved.  | 

They  were  in  e.xpcctation  of  the  promises  of  I 


I   their  Divine  Ma.-iter.  when,  the  tenth  diiy  aft(>r  hi« 
I   Ascension,  and  the  filtieth  after  IiIh  glorious  Ue«- 
I    urrection.  the  Holy  Ghost  descended  upon  tluin. 
I    It  was  on  Sumlay,  the  Peiit<cost  of  the  Jews,  that 
]   toward  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  the  dia- 
!    ciples    Were    gathere<l    together,     they  du«ldenly 
heard  a  sound  as  of  a  mighty    wind,  which,  cinu- 
i   ing  from   Heaven,  fille«l  the  house  in  whirh  they 
j    were  asseml)led.     This  sign  of  the  eondng  of  the 
I    Holy  Ghost  is  replete   with  mysterious  significa- 
tion.    The  wind  which  came  from  on  high  yrtu  a 
figure  of  the  holy  inspirations  and  of   the  breath 
of  grace  which  sustains  souls  in  a  spiritual  life,  in 
the  .siune  way  as  atmosi)heric  air  is  the  supixtrt  of 
physical  existence.     The  force   of    it  marks   the 
power  of  grace  on   the  human   heart,  to  change  it 
and  give  it  life  ;  and  if  it  filled  the  whole  house, 
it  was  to  signify  that  the  Holy  <(Nio.st  offers.  His 
gifts   to  all  nations,  in  order  "to  transf<»rm  them 
into  new  beings  and  to  ixnel rate  every  faculty. 

This  first  prodigy  was  follow e<l  by  another; 
tongues  of  fire  appeared,  which  dividing,  rejjoscd 
on  the  heads  of  all  present.  These  were  no  other 
than  the  Holy  Ghost,  who  clothes  Himself  with 
external  forms,  emblems  of  the  w<m«lerful  eflfects 
He  produces  internally  in  souls.  His  presence  en 
this  occasion  was  manifested  by  fiery  tongues, — 
an  eloquent  figure  of  that  unity  of  faith  and  love 
which  was  to  make  of  the  people  of  the  earth  but 
a  single  nati(m  of  brethren.  As  fire  enlightens, 
raises,  and  transforms  everything  into  itself,  so 
does  the  Holy  Ghost  produce  similar  effects  in  the 
soul.  This  fire  appeared  under  the  form  <»f 
tongues,  and  not  of  hearts,  thereby  signifying  that 
the  gilts  of  the  Holy  Ghost  were  showered  upon 
the  Apostles,  not  merely  to  induce  tlw  m  to  lova 
God,  but  also  cause  Him  to  l»e  loved  by  others — 
communicating  to  them,  by  wonl  of  mouth,  the 
fire  of  charity.  This  external  fonn  signifies, 
moreover,  the  gift  of  tongues,  which  was  to  en- 
able the  Apostles  to  communicate  with  different 
nations,  and  to  preach  to  them  the  doctrine  of 
their  Divine  Master. 

The  descent  of  the  Holy  Ghost  wrought  instan- 
taneously in  the  hearts  of  the  Apostles  a  double 
miracle:  one  interior,  the  other  exterior.  It -was 
an  interior  miracle  which  caused  all  their  facul- 
ties to  be  enriched  with  the  gifts  of  God,  and 
their  minds  to  be  enlightened  with  a  divine  light, 
making  them  c<miprehend  with  case  the  ancient 
prophecy,  the  sacred  writings,  the  mysteries  of 
faith  and  revealed  truths.  The  stupendous  work- 
ings of  Christianity ;  its  aim,  its  resources,  its 
end;  the  suqjrising  sweetness  of  their  Master; 
the  excess  of  His  love  for  man,  the  depths  of  the 
designs  of  God,  and  His  Ixjundless  |)ower  in  the 
different  dispensations  of  Ilis  grace ;  all  these  im- 
penetrable abys.se8  which  the  most  perfect  crea- 
tures had  not  lieen  able  to  fathom,  were'  to  the 
Apostles  no  longer  ol>scure.  Divine  love  entirely 
p<isse88e<l  their  heart.s,  and  filled  them  with  the 
most  abundant  graces  and  the  most  sublime 
virtues.  In  a  word,  the  Holy  Ghost  changed  the 
Apostles  into  new  men. 

The  authentic  proof  of  this  interior  change  was 
the    exterior    miracle  of   their    conduct.     Thes« 
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twelve  Galileans,  nnlettcreri  anrl  uneducated  fish- 
ermen, spoke  iiud  wrote  witli  an  eloquence,  a  dij?- 
nity,  a  depth  of  learning  which  caused  the  most 
'  enliglitened  genius  to  how  in  admiration.  All 
this  proved  to  unbelievers  that  they  spoke  not 
from  tiiemselves,  and  what  proved  it  still  more 
clearly  was  their  courage  and  zeal  for  the  Glory 
of  God. 

What  a  singular  .spectacle  it  was  to  see  twelve 
poor  fishermen — the  most  courageous  of  whom 
had  but  a  short  timi!  ago  denied  his  Master — to 
see  them  at  ])resent  encountering  kings  and 
judges;  nay,  the  whole  universe,  that  hail  then 
conspired  against  them!  "Behold,"  says  St. 
Chrysostom,  "with  what  intrepidity  they  bear 
themselves!  They  triumpli  over  every  obstacle, 
as  fire  triumplis  over  tinj  str,;w  withwhich  it 
comes  in  contirct.  Whole  cities  rise  up  against 
them  ;  nations  are  leagued  to  ensnare  them  ;  com- 
bats, wild  beastsr,  tire  and  the  sword  menace 
them;  but  vain  are  their  efforts.  The  sight  of 
these  dangers  make  no  more  impression  on  them 
than  if  they  vfcrv  mere  dreams.  They  are  un- 
armed, and  yet  they  face  armed  legixms.  Unlet- 
tered men  are  they,  and  yet  they  dare  compete 
with  a  host  of  orators,  sophists  and  ])hiloso])hers, 
whom  they  silence.  The  pride  of  the  Academy 
bows  before  Paul ;  the  disciples  of  Plato,  Aris- 
totle and  Zeno  are  mute  in  his  presence. 

The  prodigies  that  the  Holy  Ghost  operated  on 
the  wonderful  day  of  his  coming,  He  still  works 
in  well  disposed  souls.  It  is  true  that  the  exterior 
gifts  have  ceased,  being  no  longer  necessary  ;  but 
the  interior  ones  are  yet  to  be  obtained.  The 
Church  urges  us  to  petition  for  them,  and  more 
ei>pecially  on  the  ten  days  preceding  Pentecost, 
on  the  festival  itself,  and  during  the  octave. 
■- — «■» 

A  Thrilling  Event. 

About  the  mi  Idle  of  the  thirteenth  century 
Pope  Urban  IV,  with  the  whole  Sacred  College, 
was  staying  for  a  time  at  Orvieto,  near  Bolsena. 
In  this  latter  city,  a  priest,  in  oiFering  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  in  the  Cluirch  of  Saint  Catherine,  (still 
standing),  allowed,  liy  inadv(5rtance,  some  drops 
of  the  Precious  Blood  to  fall  on  the  corporal.  In 
order  t  >  remove  the  mark's  of  the  accident  he 
folded  and  refolded  the  blessed  linen  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  dry  up  the  Adorable  Blood.  He 
then  reopened  the  corporal,  and  found  that  the 
Blood  had  penetrated  through  all  the  folds  and 
imprinted  on  each  a  perfect  figure  of  the  Sacred 
Host,  in  the  eolor  of  blood.  By  order  of  the  Sov- 
ereign PcmtilT,  the  miracuhms  linen  was  then  taken 
solemnly  to  Orvieto,  when;  it  is  preserved  Avith 
profound  reverence,  to  this  day,  in  the  Cathe- 
dral. The  reliquary  wdiich  contains  it  is  a  master 
piece  of  workmausliip  in  gold  and  adorned  with 
paintings  in  enamel.  The  Cathi-dral  itself,  founded 
in  commemoration  of  the  prodigy,  is  one  of  the 
niost  beautiful  monuments  of  ait  in  Italy  ;  it  dates 
back  to  the  year  1390..  This  miracle  was  among 
the  nu)tives  which  determined  the  sjime  Pope  to 
establish  the  festival  of  Corpus  Christi.  Bolsena 
still  shows  the  spot  where  the  Blood  flowed,  and 
has  covered  it  with  a  little  grating. 


E  e  g  i  n  a . 

To-day 
Our  dear  Kegina  Avas  the  Queen  of  May  ; 

In  her  hand 
A  snow-white  Lily  bearing  for  a  wand, — 

Type  to  be 
Of  our  own  Lady's  purity  ; 

Rose-buds  wild. 
And  meadow  violets  with  blue  eyes  mild. 
Peeped  from  the  basket  of  the  happy  child, 

For  today 
Our  Dear  Kegina  was  the  Queen  of  May. 

All  the  unsipped  honey  of  the  year 

From  eglantine 

And  columbine 
And  white  clover  tufts  both  far  and  near, 
Could  but  hint  the  innocent  excess 
Of  liegina's  artless  happiness  : 

In  her  hand 
A  snoAv-white  Lily  bearing  for  a  wand, — 

Type  to  be 
Of  our  Virgin  Mother's  purity; 

Meadow  violets,  with  blue  eyes  mild, 
Like  our  Blessed  Lady's,  bore  the  child, — 

Tyjjcs  to  be 
Of  our  Lady's  humility  : 

lioses  too 
Nursed  by  vernal  rain  and  vernal  dew, — 

Types  to  be 
Of  our  heavenly  Lady's  charity : 

For  to-day 
Our  dear  Kegina  was  the  Queen  of  May. 

Thus  AA'as  tipified,  in  childish  guise, 
Heavenly  graces,  heavenly  mysteries. 
We  may  deem  our  own  sweet  Lady  smiled 
On  the  simple  pageant  which  beguiled 
Life  on  one  short  liour  of  busy  care, 
W^inning  even  pain  bright  smiles  to  Avear, 
As  forth  walked,  in  happy  state  to  day, 
Our  dear  Kegina,  reigning  Queen  of  May. 


The  Venerable  Berchmans. 

Reflect  often  upon  the  virtues  of  Mary,  that  you 
may  effectually  keep  them  in  remembrance.  It 
AA'ere  to  be  wished  that  all  those  who  call  them- 
selves devoted  to  Mary  might  imitate  the  example 
of  the  Venerable  Berchmans.  His  great  pleasure 
Avas  to  discourse  on  the  greatness  of  the  Mother 
of  God.  He  sought  every  occasion  to  make  that 
the  subject  of  his  conversation  ;  and,  in  order  to 
do  so  more  easily  and  with  more  fruit,  he  had 
collected  from  many  good  authors  the  praises  of 
the  Queen  of  Heaven.  He  Avas  never  better 
pleased  than  Avhen  he  could  meet  AA-ith  some  one 
particularly  devoted  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  for 
then  there  ensued  a  kind  of  combat  as  to  Avho 
should  give  her  most  praise.  Berchmans  was  al- 
Avays  certain  to  come  off  victorious,  so  eloquent 
was  he  when  speaking  of  Mary. 
«■* 

It  is  sometimes  hard  to  judge  duly,  whether  it 
be  a  gmd  or  !)ad  spirit  that  urges  thee  on  to  de- 
sire this  or  that,  or  whether  thou  aft  not  moved 
to  it  by  thy  own  spirit. 


\L 


[The  MissiONART'8  Don  rormn  of  itself  a  )«cpi\rnfp  cniT>orntlon.  u 

of  oiirM  huviii{;  beeu  luto 

THE  MISSIONAEY'S  HOME.  j 

"Wc  are  now  ootnc  to  tlic  Lake  of  Saint  I 
Jos«'i)Ii,"  sjiys  our  Gniih;  and  fnrtlier  up  a  little  lies 
Saint  3Iary's  Lake — mirror.  Around  tliese  j^ejitly 
undulating  lanks,  almost  matchless  for  landscapes 
of  tender  !»eauty,  cluster  the  buildings  of  Notre 
Dame,  University  and  Churcli.  houses  for  Novi- 
tiates, and  lious<*8  for  Manual  Labor;  in  the  dis- 
tance, St.  Mary's  of  the  Inunaculate  Conception — 
each  overlooking  and  infolding  views  of  so  serene 
a  lovlines.s,  we  wander  amid,  remembering  with 
Saint  Francis  de  Sales,  "It  is  the  sweetest  thing 
in  the  world  to  drop  into  the  hands -of  God  and 
there  stay."  And  yet  it  is  not  of  these  we  purjjose 
to  speak,  fair  and  gooiUy  as  they  arise  around,  and 
invite  our  lingering  gaze.  We  note  them  but  as 
surroundings,  turning  rather  to  the  one  site  on 
the  shore  of  this  lovely  solitude,  where  stands  the 
Missionary's  Home,  an  object  of  interest  to  all. 

The  pla'n.  130  feet  l)y  75.  three  full  stories  high 
— one  story  on  the  main  building  being  only  as 
ygt  completed — 48  private  rooms,  some  25  by  20 
feet,  with  every  convenience  to  promote  the  com- 
fort fr)r  those  for  whom  intended — "venerable 
clergymen  too  far  advanced  in  years  to  discharge 
longer  the  arduous  duties  of  the  sacred  ministry, 
or  th(>.st!  inca])aeiated  by  sickness,  or  desirous  to 
retire  awhile  into  solitude  to  renew  in  their  hearts 
the  fervor  of  their  vocation." 

Bishop   Young   luuJ   it    right   when    he   said : 
•'Priests  in  this  country  must  not  exjiect  any  com-    ; 
fort;  they  must  die  with  the  harness  on."   .But 
God  has  moved  K<ime  one  to  erect  a  home  for  these 
missionary  s<»ns  of  tiie  Cross — "spiritual  heroes,    , 
isolated  from  the  friends  and  ass<x'iation.s  of  their    j 
youth  ;  nged  shepherds,  who  from  over  the  sea    ; 
heard  the  cries  of  the  tloek  in  the  western  wilder-    ' 
ness  (spiritual  ears  touched  of  God  are  quick  to   ' 
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heAr) — and  lo  thf-y  came,  from  stinnied  France, 
keeping ///c  70//  of  mcrifict  I )e fore  them  ;  from  in- 
dustrial German  shores,  pondering  the  how  to 
work  for  God  and  upbuild  the  de.ir  Church;  and 
that gjiily  gallant  phalanx  of  Iii>h  hearts. in  whom 
the  faith  gushes  up  as  a  fountain  in  the  face  of 
the  sun,  wLio  mine,  journeying  only  for  souls, emp- 
tying their  pur.se  every  furl(<ng  of  the  way;  lay- 
ing corner-.«tones  for  parish  ihurches;  building  an 
altar  for  the  Blessed  Sacrament  ;  setting  up  .statue 
and  shrine  for  Holy  Mother  and  Queen,  swe»t 
Lady  of  Angels;  relieving  Christ's  |K»or  ;  taking 
no  thought  of  the  morrow  ;  intent  on  the  gather- 
ing in  unto  and  keeping  in  the  one  true  fold; 
feeding  the  sheep  :  feeding  the  lambs;  till,  com- 
ing to  the  threshold  of  nge,  they  jmuse  for  a 
hearth.stone.  I  stand  before  the  Identical  object 
— one  of  the  most  inteioting  features  of  Notre 
Dame — a  rising  honie  for  the  missionary  sons  of 
the  Cross  and  the  Virgin,  and  it  is  worth  the  lit- 
tle pilgrimage ;  it  is  worth  the  ^•oniing  to  trace 
the  grand  grain  of  faith  impreyiitd  in  these  walls; 
to  watch  the  monument  go  up  «»f  a  |K-o]>le  who 
love  their  Priest.s,  (as  God  knows  w<ll  they  may,) 
and  where  the  ''scrnions  in  stones"  have  all  text« 
about  the  Blessed  Virgin,  for  it  is,  or  .•should  be, 
well  known,  to  this  work  all  .surplus  fiinds  accru- 
ing from  the  j.ublioition  «)f  the  Avk  Mahi.v  are 
pledged,  and  thus — Holy  Mary.  |mtroness — every- 
iresh  chink  of  plaster  is  a  votive  offering  to  the 
Mother  of  GckI — the  eeh«>  of  a  Hail  .Mary.'  "By 
their  works  ye  know  them."  true  Catholiiv.  Aye, 
it  is  well  worth  the  visitation.— this  little  over- 
look of  God's  gardening,  naturul  and  spiritual. 
For  who  could  stand  wlio  rwoncili\l  brow 
G<xl  in  His  sweet  baptiMiis  ev»-r  ki<«-ed  ; 
Nor  somehow  kijow  tiic  pntuiis<>  of  thi;)  spot,* 
That  situ  the  tiearest  little  way  apart 
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From  sliops,  and  stirs,  and  carking  cares ; 

Yet  not  so  far  but  that  tlie  kindly  eye 

Of  hero  Gospel  battle-worn,  in  day 

Not  distant  far,  God-give!  may  overwatdi 

In  prayer,  old  Notre  Dame,  St.  Joseph's  Lake 

Of  silver  wave  acrost,  our  Lady's.boys, 

His  casement  from  :  or  farther  rightward  up. 

Its  sacreti  wood  within,  the  sacred  house    [this — 

Where  Priests  are  made, — God  bless  the  spot !  and 

Pleading  in  its  unfinished  hope  to-day, — 

Where  Priests  shall  lay  the  harness  off  to  die, — 

A  little  while  before — to  leisurely 

Through  Beulah  walk— a  little  while  before, 

The  gloriously  solemn  avenues 

For  sjiints  that  even  slowly  ope,  and  wind 

Up  through  the  Judgment-hall  to  Paradise, 

Are  ventured  through. 

Site  of  so  high  a  hope, 
House  of  so  just  a  charity — devotion 
To  the  Virgin  thy  corner-stone — thou  shalt 
In  beauty  rise,  in  virtue  shalt  endure. 

4»- 

Keligious  Chronicle. 

The  twelfth  of  April  is  a  double  anniversary 
of  memorable  events  in  the  life  of  Pius  IX;  his 
return  from  exile  in  1850,  and  his  presevation  from 
death  in  1855,  when  the  accident  occurred  at  St. 
Agnes'  without  the  walls.  Since  these  events,  the 
day  has  been  observed  with  annually  increasing 
solemnity  in  Rome ;  but  as  the  twelfth  fell  this 
year  during  the  sad  rites  of  Holy  Week,  the  cele- 
bration was  postponed  until  the  Octave.  From 
the  Roman  correspondent  of  the  lioxier  de  Marie 
we  leara  that  the  crowd  of  faithful  who  assembled 
was  immense. 

Secular  and  Religious  Priests  arrived  at  an  ear- 
ly hour  to  celebrate  the  Holy  Sacrifice.  The  stu- 
dents of  the  Propaganda,  who,  at  the  time  of  the 
accident,  surrounded  Pio  Nono,  went  in  proces- 
sion to  this  basilica,  where  they  piously  received 
Holy  Communion  from  the  hands  of  his  Eminence 
Cardinal  Barnabo. 

The  assembled  multitude  returned  thanks  to 
God  for  the  preservation  of  the  life  of  the  Pope, 
and  then  visited  the  Hall,  where,  in  1855,  the 
Church  came  so  near  losing  its  visible  Head. 

About  half-past  five  the  Holy  Father  arrived, 
and  was  received  by  his  Eminence  Cardinal  Bo- 
fondi,  and  the  Abbe  General  of  the  Canons  of  St. 
John  Lateran.  His  Holiness  assisted  at  Benedic- 
tion. After  visiting  the  Institution  and  bestow- 
ing his  blessing  upon  the  Canons  and  their  pupils, 
(among  the  latter  the  young  Edgard  Mortara,  who 
delivered  an  approi)iiate  poetical  address),  the 
august  visitor  re-entered  his  carriage,  amid  the 
acclamations  of  the  assembled  multitude  who  be- 
sought his  benediction. 

Pio  Nono  returned  to  Rome  via  the  Bridge  Pius, 
The  road,  from  the  basilica  to  the  walls  of  the 
city,  was  ornamented  for  the  occasion  with  flow- 
ers and  green  boughs.  As  twilight  deepened  into 
night,  the  windows,  balconies  and  monuments  of 
Rome,  were  l)rilliantly  illuminated.  The  Corso 
seemed  one  blaze  of  dazzling  light.  At  one  ex- 
tremity of  the  long  street,  the  cross  of  St.  Perer 
shone    with    resplendant    brilliancy   above    the 


hights  of  the  Capitol.  At  the  other  end,  the  Ob- 
elisk, in  the  Piazza  del  Popolo,  was  covered  with 
beautiful  transparencies.  All  the  adjacent  streets 
were  gorgeously  illuminated. 

The  statues  of  the  Ble^sed  Virgin,  in  every  part 
of  the  city,  were  ornamented  with  drapery,  lights, 
and  in-scriptions  in  prose  and  poetry,  commemora- 
tive of  the  two  anniversaries,  testifying  the  confi- 
dence of  the  Roman  people  in  the  Mother  of  God, 
and  beseeching  her  ever  to  shoAv  herself  propitious 
to  Rome  and  the  Sovereign  Pontiff. 

The  fountain  in  the  Piazza  di  Colonna  was  con- 
verted into  an  elegant  parterre.  The  Forum  of 
Trajan  was  lit  up  with  torches  whose  lights  reflect- 
ed, in  the  most  exquisite  manner,  upon  thecolumn. 

In  the  squares  of  St.  Eustache,  of  Campo-Marzo, 
St.  Charles,  Venice,  and  of  Madonna  of  the  Mount, 
were  erected  most  richly-illuminated  transparen- 
cies of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The  elegant  gothic 
front  of  St.  Lorenzo  was  ornamented  with  the 
statue  of  the  martyr,  surrounded  by  the  emblems 
of  charity  and  courage.  Over  the  celeljrated 
fountain  in  the  Piazzti  Baberino,  was  erected  a 
triumphal  arch,  whose  effect  was  most  beautiful. 
A  magnificent  transparency  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception  ornamented  Piazza  Navona. 

The  Square  of  Minerva  was  converted  into  a 
Chinese  hall;  and  that  of  the  Bridge  of  St.  An- 
gelo  ornamented  by  an  immense  banner,  painted 
by  Cavalieri,  representing  the  return  of  Pius  IX 
to  Rome  after  his  exile  in  Gaeta. 

In  the  Piazza  di  Pantheon,  an  exquisite  paint- 
ing,*by  Pazzi,  representing  the  Holy  Father  clothed 
in  Pontifical  robes,  his  head  crowned  with  the 
tiara,  holding  the  Keys  in  one  hand  ;  in  the  other 
the  EiicycliaiL  of  December  8,  1864,  and  the  ISyl- 
lnhuH ;  surrounded  by  Bishops  and  nations  offer- 
ing their  Ptter'a  Pence,  and  chasing  into  darkness 
luxury  and  error.  Under  the  portico  of  the  Pan- 
theon was  suspended  a  grand,  luminous  cross. 

The  Piazza  del  Campo  di  Fiori  was  converted 
into  a  square  of  verdure,  flowers  and  shrubs,  in 
the  center  of  which  gushed  a  beautiful  fountain. 
The  Gate  of  Ripetta  and  the  Fountain  of  Saint 
Mary's  Transtevere  were  transformed  into  elegant 
parterres.  The  Regiment  of  the  Pontifical  Line 
decorated  the  Forum.  Four  Pontifical  steamers 
and  several  large  barks,  anchored  in  the  Tiber, 
near  St.  John's  Bridge,  fired  a  salute  of  a  hundred 
guns,  and  the  music  of  the  Zouaves  floated  over 
the  brilliantlyiilluminated  river.  A  double  line 
of  transparencies  extended  the  entire  length  of 
Borgho  street,  up  to  St.  Peter's.  Everywhere  the 
Pontiticj^l  flags  and  the  Imsts  of  Pius  IX  attracted 
the  enthusiastic  attention  of  the  people.  French 
and  Pontifical  military  bands  played  in  all  the 
principal  squares. 

It  is  pleasant  to  add  that  the  citizens  spontane- 
ously imposed  upon  themselves  the  expenses  of 
the  festival.  Notwithstanding  the  densely  crowd- 
ed stre(!t,  the  most  perfect  tranquility  reigned 
until  all  separated,  at  a  late  hour  of  the  night. 
The  enemies  of  society  and  religion  may  envy  us 
this  serenity,  but  they  cannot  deny  its  existence. 
May  Heaven  hear  the  prayers  that»were  this  day 
uttered  by  the  Roman  people. 
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THIfiTEENTH  OENTUKY  JUDGED. 


Masterly  De^ription  of  ifM  Faith — Bold  Artnowl- 
edgment  of  it*  Admirable  Dewtiou  to  the  Motlur 
of  God. 

"  We  arc  we'l  Rwnre  thaf,  to  reproduce  such  a 
life  in  all  its  i  it<^grity,  it  is  necessary  to  place  our- 
selves face  to  tare  with  a  whole  onler  of  facts  and 
of  ideas  long  since  struck  with  reprobation  l»y  the 
vagtie  religioiity  of  latter  times,  and  which  a 
timorous  tho\ig!i  sincere  piity  has  t'Ki  often  exclu- 
ded from  n-ligious  hi-.tory.  We  allude  to  the  su- 
pernatural phenomena  so  ahiindant  in  the  lives  of 
the  Saints,  consecrated  hy  faith  under  the  name 
of  nuiacles,  and  esc-hewed  by  worhlly  wisdun  un- 
der the  nanje  of '  legends,'  '  popular  superstitions,' 
*  fabulous  traditions.'  Many  such  are  found  in 
the  life  of  Saint  Kli/abeth.  These  we  have  en- 
deavored to  reproduec!  with  the  same  scnipnions 
exacfne?8  which  we  have  used  in  all  the  rest  cf  the 
iiarnifive.  The  very  thought  of  omitting,  or  even 
of  extenuating  tliem — interpreting  them  with 
prudent  uiod  -rati'm,  would  have  been  revolting 
to  us.  It  wou'd  have  aj)peai"ed  to  us  a  sacrilege 
to  gloss  over  or  conceal  what  we  believe  to  be 
tnie,  to  pander  to  the  jjroud  re  i  son  of  our  age;  it 
would  have  been  a  culpal)le  error,  t>o,  for  these 
miracles  arc  related  by  the  same  authors,  estab- 
lished by  the  same  authority,  a'<  are  "all  the  other 
events  of  our  biog-aphy.  NorouM  we  well  have 
fixed  any  rule  whereby  to  admit  their  veracity  in 
some  ca-Jcs  and  reject  it  in  others;  in  short,  it 
would  have  been  nothing  better  than  hypocrisy, 
for  we  candidly  a;knowledgM  that  .we  firmly  l)e- 
^  lieve  all  that  has  ever  been  recorded  as  most  mi- 
racidous  of  the  Saints  of  God  in  general,  and  of 
St.  Eliz!\l)eth  in  particidar.  Nor  does  it  imply 
any  sort  of  vict<try  over  our  own  weak  rea-Jcm  ;  for 
nothing  appeared  to  us  more  rea-sonable,  more 
simple  tor  a  Christian,  than  to  bend  in  gratitude 
before  the  Lord's  mercy,  when  he  S(  es  it  suspeml 
or  nio<lity  the  natural  laws  which  it  alone  has 
createtl,  to  secure  and  enhance  the  triumph  of  tlie 
still  higher  laws  of  the  moral  and  religious  or«ler. 
Is  it  not  both  sweet  and  easy  to  conceive  how  souls 
like  those  of  St.  Elizabeth  and  her  contempora- 
ries, exalted  by  faith  and  humility  far  aimve  the 
Cold  reasoning  of  this  world,  purified  i)y  every 
sncrifice  and  every  virtue,  accustomed  to  live  be- 
forehand in  Heaven,  preseiitvd_t<i  the  go^idne.ss  of 
God  a  theatir  ever  prepared?  How  much,  too.  the 
fervent  and  simple  faith  of  the  people,  called  forth, 
and,  if  we  may  venture  to  say  so,  jnstitietl  the  fie- 
queut  aud  familiar  intervention  of  that  Almighty 


power  rejected  and  denied  by  the  iuseusate  pride 
of  our  days  I 

"  Hence  it  is  with  a  mixture  of  love  and  respect 
that  we  have  long  studied  those  innumerabh;  tra- 
ditions of  faithful  generations,  wherein  faith  and 
Christian  poesy — the  highest  less<ins  of  religion 
and  the  most  delightful  creati<»ns  of  the  imagina- 
tion, are  blended  in  a  union  so  intimate  that  it 
can  by  no  means  bediss«)lveil ;  but  even  if  we  had 
not  tl'e  ha))piness  of  believing  with  entire  sim- 
plicity in  the  wonders  of  divine  i>ower,  which 
they  relate,  never  could  we  venture  to  despis<'  the 
innocent  belief  which  ha-i  moved  and  delighted 
millions  of  our  brethren  for  so  many  ages;  all 
that  isjjureile  in  them  is  elevated  and  s:in|^it]e<l 
to  iis,  Ijy  having  been  the  object  of  our  father's 
faith — of  our  fatliers  who  were  nearer  Christ  than 
we  are.  We  have  not  the  heart  to  despise  what 
they  believed  with  so  much  fervor,  l«)ved  with  so 
much  constancy.  Far  from  that :  we  will  freely 
confess  that  we  have  often  found  in  them  l)olh 
help  and  cfmsolation,  and  in  this  we  are  not 
alone  ;  for  if  they  are  everywhere  despised  by  peo- 
ple who  call  themselves  learned  and  enlightened, 
there  are  still  places  where  thes«j  sweet  tnulitiona 
have  remained  dear  tr)  the  poor  and  simple.  We 
have  found  them  cherished  in  Ireland,  in  the  Ty- 
rol, and  especially  in  Italj',  and  in  more  than  one 
of  the  French  provinces;  we  have  gathered  them 
from  the  words  of  the  |)eople,  and  tlie  tears  which 
flowed  from  their  eyes;  they  have  still  an  altar 
in  the  fairest  of  all  temples^thc  hearts  of  the 
people.  We  will  even  venture  to  say  that  some- 
thing is  wanting  to  the  human  glory  of  ilutse 
Saints  who  have  not  been  invested  with  this 
touching  popularity — who  have  not  received, 
with  the  homage  of  the  Church,  that  tribute  of 
humble  love  and  familiar  confidence  which  is 
paid  under  the  cottage-roof,  by  the  evening 
hearth,  from  the  mouth  and  heart  of  the  unlet- 
tered poor.  Elizabeth,  endowed  by  Heaven  with 
such  alisolute  simplicity,  and  who,  in  the  midst 
of  royal  splendor,  preferred  to  all  other  society 
that  of  the  poor,  and  nii<!erable;  ElizalHth,  the 
friend,  the  mother,  the  servant  of  the  poor,  could 
not  be  forgotten  by  them  ;  and  in  that  sweet  n- 
membrance  do  we  find  the  secret  of  the  cluirming 
incidents  which  we  shall  have  to  relate. 

"But  this  is  not  the  place  to  dLst-uss  that  grave 
question  of  the  cre<lenco  to  the  miracles  in  the 
\\Yis»  of  the  Saints;  it  suQlees  f>r  us  to  have  de- 
clared our  own  p  »int  of  view  ;  cvo.i  had  it  lj«?n 
diir.rent,  it  would  not  have  prevenl«Hl  us  from 
writing  the  life  of  St.  Elizjibeth,  from  showing  all 
that  Catholics  believed  of  her,  aud  giving  au  uc 
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count  of  the  glory  and  the  influence  which  her 
miracles  have  obtained  for  her  amongst  the  faith- 
ful. In  all  mediaeval  study,  the  implicit  faith  of 
the  people,  the  unanimity  of  public  opinion,  give, 
to  the  popular  traditions  inspired  by  religion,  a 
force  which  the  historian  cannot  but  appreciate. 
So  that  even  independent  of  their  theological 
value,  one  cannot,  without  blindness,  overlook  the 
part  which  they  have  at  all  times  played  in  po- 
etry and  in  history. 

"  With  regard  to  poetry,  it  would  be  difficult  to 
deny  that  it  contains  an  inexhaustible  mine ;  a 
fact  which  will  be  every  day  recognized  more  and 
more,  according  as  the  human  mind  returns  to  the 
source  of  true  beauty.  Even  were  we  forced  to 
regard  these  legends  but  as  the  Christian  my- 
tholo(ty,  according  to  the  contemptuous  expression 
of  the  great  philosophers  of  our  days,  still  we 
would  find  in  them  a  source  of  poetry  infinitely 
more  pure,  abundant,  and  original,  than  the  worn- 
out  mythology  of  Olympus.  But  how  can  we  be 
surprised  that  they  have  been  so  long  refused  all 
right  to  poetic  influence  ?  The  idolatrous  gener- 
ations who  had  concentrated  all  their  enthusiasm 
on  the  monuments  and  institutions  of  paganism, 
and  the  impious  generations  who  have  dignified 
witff  the  name  of  poetry  the  filthy  effusions  of  the 
last  century,  could  neither  of  them  give  even  a 
name  to  that  exquisite  friiit  of  Catholic  faith ; 
they  could  offer  it  only  one  kind  of  homage,  viz : 
that  of  scoflSng  and  insult — this  they  have  done. 

"In a  purely  historical  pcint  of  view,  popular 
traditions,  and  especially  those  which  belong  to 
religion,  if  they  have  not  a  mathematical  certainty 
— if  they  are  not  what  are  called  positive  facts, 
they  are,  at  least,  quite  as  powerful,  and  have  ex- 
ercised a  far  greater  power  over  the  passions  and 
morals  of  the  people  than  facts  the  most  incon- 
testible  for  human  reason.  On  this  account  they 
assuredly  merit  the  respect  and  attention  of  every 
serious  historian  and  profound  critic. 

"  So  it  ought  to  be  with  every  man  who  is  in- 
terested in  the  supremacy  of  spiritualism  in  the 
progress  of  the  human  race  ;  who  places  the  wor- 
ship of  moral  beauty  above  the  exclusive  domina- 
tion'of  material  interests  and  inclinations.  For 
it  must  not  be  forgotten  that,  at  the  basis  of  all 
beliefs,  even  the  most  puerile,  and  superstitions 
the  most  absurd  that  have  prevailed  at  any  time 
amongst  Christian  people,  there  was  always  a  form- 
al recognition  of  supernatural  power,  a  generous 
declaration  in  favor  of  the  dignity  of  man — fallen 
indeed — but  not  irretrievably.  Everywhere  and 
always  there  was  stamped  on  these  popular  con- 
victions the  victory  of  mind  over  matter,  of  the 
invisible  over  the  visible,  of  the  innocent  glory 
of  man  over  his  misfortune,  of  the  primitive  pu- 
rity of  nature  over  its  corruption.  The  most  tri- 
fling Catholic  legend  has  gained  more  hearts  to 
those  immortal  truths  than  all  the  dissertations 
of  philosophers.  It  is  always  the  sentiment  of 
that  glorious  sympathy  between  the  Creator  and 
the  creature,  between  Heaven  and  earth,  which 
beams  upon  us  through  the  mists  of  ages ;  but 
whilst  pagan  antiquity  stammered  out  this  idea, 
giving  its  gods  all  the  vices  of  humanity,  Chris- 


tian ages  have  proclaimed  it,  elevating  humanity 
and  the  world  regenerated  by  faith,  to  the  very 
hight  of  heaven. 

"  In  the  ages  of  which  we  speak,  such  apologies 
as  these  would  have  been  superfluous.  No  one  in 
Christian  society  doubted  the  truth  and  the  ineffa- 
ble sweetness  of  these  pious  traditions.  Men  lived 
in  a  sort  of  tender  and  intimate  familiarity  with 
those  amongst  their  lathers  whom  God  had  mani- 
festly called  to  Himself,  and  whose  sanctity  the 
Church  had  proclaimed.  That  Church,  who  had 
placed  them  on  her  altars,  certainly  could  not 
blame  her  children  if  they  thronged,  with  indefat- 
igable tenderness,  to  lay  the  flowers  of  their  mind 
and  their  imagination  before  the  witnesses  of  eter- 
nal truth.  They  had  already  received  the  palm 
of  victory ;  those  who  were  still  doing  battle  de- 
lighted to  congratulate  them,  and  to  learn  from 
them  how  to  conquer.  Ineffable  affections,  salu- 
tary connections,  were  thus  formed  between  the 
Saints  of  the  Church  triumphant  and  the  humble 
combatants  of  the  Church  militant.  Each  one 
chose  from  that  glorious  company  a  father,  a  moth- 
er, a  friend,  under  whose  protection  he  walked 
with  greater  confidence  and  security  toward  the 
eternal  light.  From  the  king  and  the  pontiff 
down  to  the  poorest"  artisan,  each  had  a  special 
thought  in  Heaven  ;  in  the  midst  of  warfare,  in 
the  dangers  and  sorrows  of  life,  these  holy  friend- 
ships exercised  their  strengthening  and  consoling 
influence.  Saint  Louis,  dying  beyond  the  seas  for 
the  Cross,  fervently  invoked  the  humble  shep- 
herdess who  was  the  protectress  of  his  capital. 
The  brave  Spaniards,  overpowered  by  the  Moors, 
beheld  Saint  James,  their  patron,  in  the  midst  of 
their  ranks,  and,  returning  to  the  charge,  speedily 
turned  the  scale  of  victory.  The  knights  and  no- 
bles had  for  their  patrons  Saint  Michael  and  Saint 
George ;  for  their  patronesses.  Saint  Catherine 
and  Saint  Margaret ;  and  if  they  happened  to  die 
as  prisoners  and  martyrs  for  the  faith,  they  in- 
voked Saint  Agnes,  who  had  bent  her  young  and 
virginal  head  beneath  the  axe.  The  laborer  saw 
in  the  churches  the  image  of  Saint  Isidore,  with 
his  plough,  and  of  Saint  Nothburga,  the  poor  Ty- 
rolese  servant,  with  her  sickle.  The  poor,  in  gen- 
eral, the  lowly  and  the  hard-working,  met  at  every 
step  that  gigantic  Saint  Christojiher,  bending 
under  the  weight  of  the  child  Jesus,  and  found  in 
him  the  model  of  that  hard  life  of  toil  whose  har- 
vest is  Heaven.  Germany  was  peculiarly  fertile 
in  such  pions  practices,  as  we  now  clearly  perceive 
while  studying  its  pure  and  artless  spirit,  so  to- 
tally void  of  the  sarcasm,  the  scoffing  sneer  which 
blights  all  poeti7 — while  studying  its  language, 
so  rich  and  so  expressive.  It  would  be  an  endless 
task  to  specify  all  the  innumerable  bonds  which 
thus  connected  Heaven  and  earth  i  to  penetrate 
into  that  vast  region,  where  all  the  affections  and 
all  the  duties  of  mortal  life  were  mingled  and  in- 
tertwined with  immortal  protection ;  where  souls, 
even  the  most  neglected  and  the  most  solitary, 
found  a  world  of  interest  and  consolation  exempt 
from  all  mundane  disappointments.  Men  thus 
exercised  themselves  in  loving  in  this  world  those 
whom  they  were  to  love  in  the  other ;  they  calcu- 
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lated  on  finding  beyond  the  grave  the  holv  pro- 
tectors of  their  infancy,  the  sweet  friends  ot  tjieir 
childlioiKl,  the  faitliful  guardians  of  their  wliole 
existence;  there  was  Imt  one  vast  love  wliich 
united  the  two  lives  of  man,  and  whicii,  com- 
menced amid  the  storm  of  time,  was  prolonged 
throughout  the  glories  of  eternity. 

"  But  all  that  fuith,  and  all  that  tender  affec- 
tion, which  bound  to  Heaven  the  hearts  of  the  men 
of  those  times,  met  and  settled  down  on  one  su- 

{)reme  image.  All  these  pious  tnidition.s,  some 
ocal,  others  jK-rsonal,  were  eclipsed  and  engrossed 
by  those  which  the  entire  world  told  of  Mary. 
Queen  of  the  Earth  a.s  well  as  of  Heaven,  whilst 
every  brow  and  every  heart  bowed  down  before 
her,  every  mind  was  inspired  by  her  glory  ;  whilst 
the  earth  was  covered  with  sanctuaries  and  cathe- 
drals in  her  honor,  the  imagination  of  those  po- 
etic generations  never  ceased  to  discover  some  new 
perfection,  some  new  charm  in  the  midst  of  that 
supreme  beauty.  Each  day  brought  forth  8t)me 
more  marvelous  legend,  st)me  new  ornament 
which  the  gratitude  of  the  world  offered  to  her 
who  had  re-opened  the  gates  of  Heaven,  who  had 
replenished  tlie  ranks  of  the  Angels,  who  had  in- 
demnilled  man  for  the  sin  of  Eve — the  humble 
'  handmaid,'  crowned  by  God  with  the  diadem 
which  Michael  wrested  from  Lucifer  when  casting 
him  into  the  depths  of  hell.  '  Thou  must  indeed 
hear  us,'  said  one,  with  exquisite  simplicity,  '  for 
we  have  so  much  happiness  in  honoring  thee.' 
*  Ah!' cries  Waltar  Von  de  Vogelweide,  '  let  us 
ever  praise  that  sweet  Virgin,  to  whom  her  Son 
can  refuse  nothing.  This  is  our  supreme  consola- 
tion :  in  Heaven  she  does  whatever  she  wishes !' 
And  full  of  unwavering  confidence  in  the  object 
of  so  much  love,  convinced  of  her  maternal  vigi- 
lance, Christendom  referred  to'her  all  its  troubles 
and  all  its  dangers,  and  reposed  in  that  confidence, 
according  to  the  beautiful  idea  of  a  poet  of  Eliza- 
beth's time. 

"  In  the  spirit  of  those  ages,  wherein  there  was 
BO  great  an  abundauce  of  laith  and  love,  two  riv- 
ers had  inundated  the  world ;  it  had  not  only 
been  redeemed  by  the  blood  of  Jesus,  it  had  been 
also  purified  by  the  milk  of  Mary — by  the  milk 
which  had  been  thenourishmentof  God  on  earth, 
and  which  reminded  him  of  Heaven  ;  it  had  in- 
cessant need  of  both;  and,  in  the  words  of  a  pi- 
ous monk  who  wrote  the  life  of  Elizabeth  before 
us,  'All  are  entitled  to  enter  the  family  of  Christ, 
when  they  make  a  proper  use  of  the  blood  of  their 
Redeemer  and  their  Father,  and  of  the  milk  of 
the  Sacred  Virgin,  their  Mother ;  yes,  of  that 
adorable  blood  which  encourages  the  martyrs  and 
soothes  their  tonnents  *  ♦  *  ♦  and  of  that 
virginal  milk  which  sweetens  the  bitterness  of 
our  cup  by  appeasing  the  wrath  of  Gtod.'  And 
again,  we  must  say,  the  enthusiasm  of  this  filial 
tenderness  was  not  enough  for  those  souls  so  de- 
vout toward  the  Virgin  Mother.  They  required 
a  sentiment  more  tender,  if  possible,  more  fa- 
miliar, more  encouraging,  the  sweetest  and  the 
purest  that  man  can  conceive.  After  all,  had  not 
Mary  been  a  mere  mortal,  a  weak  woman,  ac- 
quainted with  all  the  miseries  of  life  ;  who  had 


endured  calumny,  and  exile,  and  cold,  and 
hunger?  Ah!  it  was  more  than  a  mother;  it 
was  a  sister  that  Christian  people  loved  and 
cherished  in  her !  Hence  she  was  ronstantly  im- 
plored t«i  rememlwr  that  fraternity  so  glorious  for 
the  exiled  race ;  hence,  too,  a  great  mint,  the  roost 
ardent  of  her  votaries,  hesitated  not  to  invoke  her 
thus :  '  O  Alary,'  said  he,  *  we  l>cfieech  thee,  as 
Abraham  besought  Sara  in  the  land  of  Egypt  * 
*  *  O  Jliry  ! — (>  our  Sara  f  say  that  th<m  art 
our  sister,  so  that  for  thy  sake  God  may  look  fa- 
vorably on  us,  and  that,  through  thee,  our  souls 
may  live  in  God  !  Say  it,  then,  O  our  beloved 
Sam !  say  that  thou  art  our  sister,  and  because  of 
our  having  such  a  sister,  the  Egyptians — that  is 
to  say,  the  devils — will  be  afmid  of  us  I  because, 
of  such  a  sister,  the  angels  will  stand  in  battle  by 
our  side;  and  the  Father,  the  Son,  and  the  Holy 
Ghost  will  have  mercy  on  us  on  account  of  our 
sister.' 

"  It  was  thus  that  they  loved  Mary — those 
Christians  of  former  daya  But  when  their  love 
had  embraced  Heaven  and  its  Queen,  and  all  its 
blessed  inhabitants,  it  descended  again  to  the 
earth  to  people  and  love  it  in  its  turn.  The  earth, 
which  had  been  assigned  for  their  dwelling;  the 
earth,  that  beautiful  creation  of  God,  became  also 
the  oljject  of  their  fertile  solicitude,  and  their  in- 
genious affection." 

Victory  Gained  by  Recourse  to  Mary. 

John  Comnenus,  Emperor  of  the  East,  gave  a 
very  striking  proof  of  the  devotion  he  had  to  the 
images  of  the  Mother  of  God.  The  Scythians  had 
made  an  irruption  into  Thrace.  They  had  pre- 
cipitated themselves  on  that  country  with  much 
violence  ;  finally  by  an  usurpation  worthy  of  their 
bad  faith,  they  had  made  themselves  masters  of 
it.  The  Emperor,  in  that  province  of  his  empire, 
had  recourse  to  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  and  by  the 
visible  protection  which  his  army  received  from 
her,  he  expelled  the  barbarians  and  totally  routed 
them.  Then,  far  from  being  ungrateful  to  bis 
protectress,  he  openly  attributetl  to  her  all  the 
honor  of  the  victory.  He  placed  her  picture  upon 
a  magnificent  triumphal  car  drawn  by  four 
white  horses,  mounted  by  the  first  princes  of  his 
empire  ;  and  he  himself,  walking  in  front  of  the 
triumphal  car,  bareheaded,  with  a  cross  in  his 
hand,  referred  to  Mary  all  the  glory.  Let  us  hon- 
or the  images  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven  as  those 
great  personages  did,  and  by  every  means  in  our 
power. — Tear  of  Mary. 

A  NATIVB  OF   GaSCONY  WHO   CHAKOED   HIS  RK- 

LioiON. — A  gentleman  of  Gascony  went  to  Eng- 
land and  left  the  Catholic  religion  for  the  Prot- 
estant, and  by  his  abjuration  obtained  a  pension 
of  £500  sterling.  Some  Englishmen  said  to  him : 
"  Your  changing  proves  that  you  are  persuaded 
that  our  religion  is  better  than  the  Roman  relig- 
ion." "  You  mistake ;  my  changing  proves  the 
contrary  of  what  you  assert  When  I  changed 
the  Catholic  religion  for  the  Protestant,  I  exacted 
in  return  a  pension  of  £500  sterling;  therefore, 
the  Catholic  religion  must  be  worth  the  meet." 


68 


AVE    MARIA. 


THE  VIKGIN  AND  THE  PSIEST ; 

OR, 

The  New  Month  of  Mary. 

CHAPTER  V. 

Peraomges  of  the  Old  Testanie/it  that  hate  prefigured 
Mill}/  and  the  Prient. 

One  of  tlic  principles  of  theology  is,  that  nature 
has  betn  made  for  grace.  This  l)eing  giauted,  it 
is  logic  that  the  world  of  grace  is,  in  Hgiiie  degree, 
found  in  the  wcnld  of  nature:  in  emblems,  in 
images,  or  in  similitudes.  We  Avould  not,  then,  be 
surprised  if  Jesus,  Mary,  the  Ciiurch,  the  Priest, 
and  in  general  all  the  chij'.t  d'ceuvre  of  the  super- 
natural world,  cast  forth  their  grand  shadows 
over  the  physical  creation  ;  and  if  the  holy  Fa- 
thers, the  Doctors,  ti)e  theologians,  have  searched 
for  and  found  under  the  exterior  of  creatures  some 
traits  of  tlie  divine  beauties  revealed  to  the  earth 
by  our  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  considered  in  this 
relation,  nature  is  no  longer  a  closed  or  inexpli- 
cable book.  On  the  contrary,  it  initiates  us  into 
the  mysteries  of  Heaven.  We  have  seen  how  it 
has  portrayed  one  by  one  to  us  all  the  virtues,  all 
the  prerogatives  of  the  Mother  of  God,  and  in  the 
mean  time  we  have  spoken  only  of  unintelligent 
nature.  It  remains  for  us  to  see  how  the  history 
of  the  people  of  God  reflects  the  figure  of  His  au- 
gust Mother,  J)y  causiri^^  those  women  to  pass  fuie 
after  another  belorc  liis  throne,  who  have  ren- 
dered illustrious  the  house  of  Israel,  and  whose 
virtues,  as  also  sometimes  whose  sublime  missicm, 
traced  in  advance  the  virtues  and  tl)e  mission  of 
Mary,  and  analogically  the  virtues  and  the  mis- 
sion of  the  Priest.  The  first  woman  who  had  the 
honor  of  typifying  our  Queen  was  Sarah.  Sarah 
had  h(>r  scm  Isaac  in  a  miraculous  manner,  when, 
naturally  speaking,  .she  was  incapable  of  conceiv- 
ing; and  in  becoming  a  mother,  says  the  Scrip- 
ture, she  experienced  an  unspeakal)le  joy.  (Gen. 
ii,  1).  Mary  also  conceived  in  a  miraculous  man- 
ner, quia  iiirirm  non  cogiiosco — "  because  I  know  not 
man" — and  in  l^ringing  into  the  world  the  de- 
sired of  nations,  she  could  say  with  Sarah  :  "  The 
Lord  has  given  tome  wherefore  to  be  happy; 
the  sorrow  of  Eve  will  become  by  me  the  joy  of 
the  universe;  whosoever  .shall  hear  this  news  will 
rejoice  with  me,  for  I  have  to-day  given  birth  to 
joy  for  angels,  grace  to  the  just,  pardon  for  sin- 
ners." Who  will  not  be  astonished  on  hearing 
that  the  humble  hand  maid  Mary  nourished  with 
her  milk  Him  who  nourishes  every  thing;  that 
she  clasped  and  supported  in  her  arms  Him  who 
rules  the  universe?  Is  it  not  miraculous  also  that  a 
simple  man,  a  sinner,  is  elevated  to  the  dignity  of 
Priest? 

Cannot  the  Priest,  in  his  turn,  repeat  all  these 
■words  pronounced  by  Sarah,  and  repeated  by 
Mary  with  a  more  just  claim,  when  he  has  said 
his  first  Mass,  when  at  his  voica  "  the  joy  of  angels, 
the  grace  of  the  just,  the  pardon  of  sinners"  has 
descended  upon  the  altar,  has  mystically  become 
incarnate  in  his  hands?  Surely  the  earth  will 
liave  occasion  to  be  struck  with  astonishment  on 
perceiving  this  wonder-work.  The  second  pro- 
phetic figure  of  the  Virgin  was  Rebecca,  wiiom 
the  Scripture  portrays  in  these  sweet  words :  '*  an 


extremely  comely  maid,  and  a  most  beautiful  vir- 
gin, and  not  known  to  man."  (Gen.  iv,  16).  She 
gave  water  not  only  to  the  servant  of  Abraham, 
who  had  asked  her  for  it,  but  also  to  his  camels; 
and  when  she  was  dejvarting  with  Elie/.er,  her 
fan\ily  address(!d  her  with  these  wishes:  "Thou 
art  our  sister,  mayest  tiiou  increase  to  thousands 
of  tiiousands,  and  may  thy  .seed  po.sj^ess  the 
gates  of  their  enemies."  (Ibid,  verse  69).  The 
portrait  of  Reijccca  i.s,  so  to  sjjeak,  but  a  pale  lin- 
eament detached  from  the  portrait  of  Mary  ;  for 
the  beauty  of  Mary  has  nothing  comparable.  From 
the  first  instant  of  her  c(mception,  she  attracted 
the  attention  of  all  the  emi)yrean ;  the  angels 
chanted  in  ecstacy  :  '•  Who  is  she  that  eometh  forth 
as  the  morning  rising?" — Qua  ent  ida  (jnai  progre- 
diturqii<i.si  aurora  comairgeitH  ?  (Canticles  vii,  9). 
Mary  oflFers  the  water  of  her  grace  and  of  the  Di- 
vine clemency,  with  which  she  herself  has  been 
adorned,  not  cmly  to  the  servant  of  Abraham,  that 
is  to  say,  to  the  just,  to  holy  souls,  but  also  to  the 
camels,  that  is  to  say.  to  sinners,  to  degraded 
souls;  never  has  she  refused  this  beneficent  wa- 
ter: all  those  who  invoke  her  find  her  full  of  in- 
dulgence and  goodness.  (St.  Anselm,  D<i  ExceH. 
Virg).  The  thousand  generations  which  have  be- 
lieved in  the  blessed  fruit  of  her  wi>mb,  and  ac- 
knowleilged  herself  as  their  Mother,  will  not 
cease  from  attributing  to  her  the  honor  of  their 
victories  over  the  enemies  of  the  soul  and  t  le 
body.  In  contemplating  her  in  her  glorious  As- 
sumption, each  one  will  say,  Soror  nodra,  (Gen. 
34) — "You  are  my  sister  I >y  your  human  nature; 
exalt  yourself  now  above  the  angels,  and  through 
you  may  youi'  child  also  one  day  occupy  the  place 
in  Heaven,  the  ]>lace  whence  were  driven  the  de- 
mons, your  enemies  and  mine."  (Albert,  Loe.  (Jit). 
The  Priest  also  has  been  placed  by  the  Lord  at 
the  source  of  graces;  his  mission  is  to  draw  from 
it,  and  he  draws  from  it  continually,  so  as  to  offer 
it 'to  Eliezer  and  to  his  camels  ;  in  other  words,  to 
those  who  ask  him  for  it  and  to  those  who  do  not 
ask  him  for  it;  to  the  just  and  to  sinners — more 
even  to  sinners  than  to  the  just,  becau.se  sinners 
have  more  need  of  it.  This  is  the  object  of  his 
zeal,  of  his  labors,  of  his  preaching,  of  liis  sacri- 
fices. That  which  Mary  effects  from  on  high  by 
her  power  over  the  heart  of  her  Son,  he  effects  by 
the  labors  of  his  apostleship  and  ecclesiastical 
function. 

Therefore,  when  the  Lord  is  going  to  take  a 
person  in  his  natural  country  so  as  to  cjrown  him 
with  the  priesthood,  in  order  to  make  him  the 
minister  of  His  altars,  he  always  receives  from  his 
Christian  family,  of  intelligent  and  devoted  piety, 
the  wishes  which  Rebecca  received  in  departing 
from  her  paternal  home  :  "Thou  art  our  brother, 
as  man.  May  you  increase  to  a  thousand  genera- 
tions; may  you  gfither  in  your  heart  celestial 
blessings  and  the  grace  of  perseverance  !  May  you 
obtain  triumphs  over  the  enemies  of  the  Church 
and  of  God,  and  extend,  even  to  the  extreme 
limits  of  tlie  world,  the  empire  of  virtue  and  of 
love  divine." 

Is  it  necessary  to  mention  Rachel,*whose  beauty 
made  her  preferable  by  Jacob  to  all  other  women  » 
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(Genesis).  She  symbolizes  the  beauty  of  Mary ; 
of  thiit  one  to  whom  her  celestuil  Sixnjse  sjiitl  : 
Tift'i  fiu/rfmt  f#,  amiru  r/ua,  rt  ni'tnifn  non  rjtt  in  te 
(Canticles  iv,  7) — "Tliou  art  all  lair.  ()  my  love, 
and  there  is  not  a  'spot  in  tl>ee."  She  symbol- 
izes alHo  the  bean'ty  of  the  priesthfKul :  rr<j  de  /»'»- 
etrdotrnn,  </rnji  mivrta  ft  immiicul'ittt — "  regal 
priesthood,  a  race  holy  and  imnmcniate" — that 
beauty  whicli  liaa  overjoyed  nil  the  wiints. 

The  ])rophetess  Debl)ora  conducting  the  leaders 
of  armies  t«)  victory,  Jahcl  iiirtictin;<  <leath  upon 
Sisani  by  driving  witlin  blow  of  a  lianinier  a  nail 
into  his  head  (Judges 4,  etc).,  figures  the"  Mother 
of  good  counsel" — .\[itrr  hnui  ctumihi — tlic  Queen 
triumphant  who  crushed  under  her  IVet  the  liea<l 
of  the  infernal  serpent.  'I'hey  foreshadow  also 
the  Priest,  who  is  the  natural  and  immediute 
counsel  of  the  faithful. 

It  is  our  LonI  ni;ns<'lf  who  sent  back  to  the 
Priests  thot<e  whom  lie  hnd  healed:  ttc,  oatendite 
ros  aicerdotibuM^  "Go,  show  yourselves  to  the 
Priests."  because  in  the  Priest  is  wisdom.  It  is 
in  him  that  He  has  deposited  "  the  words  of  life 
eternal."  that  is  to  say.  the  words  which  lend  to 
life.  Continnatiir  of  the  work  of  Mary,  he  makes 
war  upon  the  enemy  of  souls,  and  hy  his  pniyer 
and  l)y  his  saeratnrutal  words  he  inflicts  death 
upon  him;  he  holds  him  enchained.  Statuary  has 
reali-^eil  this  magtiitirent  emblem  of  Mary  aiul  of 
the  Priest,  crushing  with  victorious  f(v)t  the  head 
of  the  infernal  serpent.  It  is  thus  that  it  repre- 
Pi'nts  then>, — Mary  in  her  Immaculate  Conception, 
which  is  her  grand  victory  over  hell,  and  the 
Priest,  Saint  Igpatins  of  Loyola  in  his  apotheosis. 

The  joyous  myteries  and  the  dolorous  myste- 
ries of  tile  Holy  Virgin  appear  in  the. very  alYcct- 
ing  history  of  Noemi.  On  seeing  \oemi,  the 
Uethlemites  cried  out:  "This  is  that  Noemi!" 
{Noemi,  in  Hebrew,  signifies  i<'.7'/i'/7V/).  Noemi  re- 
sponded to  them,  "  Call  me  not  Niiemi,  (that  is, 
beautiftd),  but  call  me  Slara,  (that  is,  bitter),  for 
the  Almighty  h:itli  cjuite  filled  me  with  bitter- 
ness."    (Kutlf  i,  19-20). 

Now,  Mary  justifies  this  double  signification: 
Tofn  puMirit,  mire  (uiinriivi,  "all  beautiful,  l)itter 
sea."  Her  advent  to  Bethlehem,  many  centuries 
after  Noemi,  in  order  to  give  l)irth  there  to  the 
Saviour  of  the  world,  is  already  a  striking  coinci- 
dence. Hut  the  most  striking  is  in  her  joys  and 
in  her  dnlors.  !'.yintifid  and  joyous  she  was  in 
the  womb  of  her  mother  as  in  the  solitude  of  a 
tempb — God  exempted  her  from  sin  ;  when  Ga- 
briel announced  to  her  the  grand  and  glorious 
news  of  her  maternity  ;  when  she  felt  the  Son  of 
the  King  of  glory  palpitating  in  her  womb.  But 
times  muyt  ehaiTge  ! 

Ere  long  she«vill  in  haste  leave  her  country  in 
order  to  preserve  her  Son  froni  the  massacre  of 
the  innocents:  vox  in  Kama  audita  eat,  plorntua  et 
ulithitua  miiltuH  :  Ritcliel  ■plortiit*  JilioH  tiiiOM,  el  no- 
Ivit  conmlnri,  quia  non  djiint — "  A  voice  in  Roma 
•was  heard,  lamentation  and  great  mourning : 
Rachel  bewailing  her  children,  and  would  not  be 
comforted,  because  they  are  not."  (.Matt,  ii,  18). 
Ere  long  she  will  hear  the  shouts  of  a  populace  in 
rage,  and  will  see  the    bloody  Cross  of  Calvary, 


and  in  tlie  mid.<«t  of  tn  many  angiii<the«,  she  will 
e.xclaitn  with  much  more  resison  than  N<Ktni. 
"Call  me  not  iKuutiful,  but  call  tuc  bitter,  for  I 
Bmanatllicted  Mother." 

.  Sliib'd  Matter  dolorvM, 
JuTt'i  rritcnn  Inrrytno/ia — 
"At  the  Cross  her  xtatitm  keeping, 
St<KMl  the  mournful  mother  weeping." 
(Albert  the  Great  and  St.  John  Dauuv^enc). 

As-suredly  all  human  lives  are  subject  to  alter- 
nations of  joys  an<l  sorrows ;  but  the  cau.s-'s  of 
these  sensations  are  vari'iu-*.  Those  of  the  Priest 
have  this  pecidiarity  that  they  are  incU-ntical  with 
those  of  the  Christian  N<M;mi,the  Virgin  Mary. 

As  she,  he  rejoices  in  the  aliundant  graces  that 
the  Lord  confers  on  him;  he  rejoices  in  his  vocji- 
tion;  in  his  power;  in  his  fauiiWarity  with  the 
Divine  Lan)b;  he  rejoices  in  seeing  virtue  bloom- 
ing in  sr)ids;  in  hearing  the  concert  of  praises 
which  piety  continually  offers  to  Heaven.  But 
after  these  spiritual  joys,  whieh  nuike  him  say  as 
tjaint  Paid  /oiper'djuudo  gaudio — "  I  e.xceedingly 
aijMiwid  with  joy,"  he  brearhes  forth  in  the  bitter- 
ne.ss  of  his  heart  the  exasperated  wish  of  the  same 
Ajx>stle:  Quis  me  Ubi.riibit  a  crfHirt  murlis  h'ljuAf 
"  VVho  will  deliver  me  from  the  body  of  this 
death?"  He  is  not  without  such  kings  as  Herod, 
who  seek  Jesus  in  order  to  put  Him  to  diath  : 
these  are  the  scandalous,  the  assas-sin-of  the  soul; 
and  it  is  necessary  for  him  to  brave  all  enemies, 
to  undergo  all  fatigues,  in  order  to  impede  the 
carnage  of  the  innocents.  He  sees  Jesus  crucified 
aiiew,  blasphemed,  insulted;  His  tempb s  unfre- 
quented, His  sacraments  neglected  or  contemned. 
To  tho.se  who  tlelude  themselves  with  respect  to 
the  worldly  happiness  of  the  Priest,  to  tho.se  who 
compliment  him  on  lurount  of  the  sublimity  of 
the  chanirter  with  whieh  he  is  investe<l,  he  can 
respond  as  the  sister-in  law  of  Ruth  to  the  Reth- 
lemitcs,  and  as  Mary  to  the  daughters  of  Jeru- 
salem, "  Call  me  not  Noeuu,  brilliant,  magnifi- 
cent, liappy,  but  call  me  mirn — 'bitter,'  sad,  man 
of  dolors."     [to  ue  continckd]. 

An  Impenitent  Sinnei  Softened. 

Tlic  Venerable  Father  Bernard,  that  holy  priest 
so  celebrate<l  in  Paris  during  the  last  century,  for 
his  charily  toward,  and  devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  was  attending  to  the  gibl>et  a  man  con- 
demned to  be  hung.  The  wretched  man  added 
to  all  his  other  criuus  the  most  horrid  blasphemies 
again.st  God.  Although  he  had  already  tired  out 
the  patience  of  all  who  hail  exhorted  him.  Father 
Bernard  was  not  discouraged.  He  ascemled  the 
scalfold  with  him,  urged  him  with  all  p'ssiide 
zeal,  and  was  about  to  embnue  him  when  the  fu- 
rious criminal  pushevl  him  away, and  with  a  kick 
threw  him  from  the  lailder  to  the  pavement  Al- 
though wounded.  Father  Bernard  arose,  and,  fail- 
ing on  his  knees,  invoked  his  powerful  i|^diatrix 
by  his  usual  prayer :  Mi'morare  O  piitnima.  Ad- 
mirable effects  of  Mary's  protection  !  The  prayer 
was  no  sooner  ended  than  the  criminal  was  wen 
to  burst  into  tears  of  re]H"nt.Hnce,  wa.s  converted, 
a«ked  pariloa, confessed,  and  edified  as  much  by  his 
repentance  as  he  had  horrified  by  his  obstinacy. 
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Heroic  Courage, 

OU  THE  YOONO  SHEPHERDESS  OF  THE  TTROL. 

Rarely  do  Tve  fiud  a  more  noble  example  of 
Christian  courage  than  the  following,  which  is 
related  of  a  young  Tyrolese  shepherdess : 

One  day  while  she  guarded  her  flock  in  one  of 
the  green  valleys  along  the  road  l)etween  Innspruck 
and  Milan,  and  was  passing  away  the  time  sing- 
ing a  hymn  to  her  Patroness,  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
it  chanced  the  principal  manager  of  the  Royal 
Theater  of  JVIilan  was  traveling  along  the  road. 

No  sooner  had  he  heard  the  voice  of  the  young 
Tyrolese  than  he  immediately  alighted  from  his 
carriage,  and,  accompanied  by  a  lady,  advanced  to 
a  clump  of  oak  trees  in  order  to  hear  more  dis- 
tinctly. He  was  enchanted  with  her  melodious 
voice ;  never  had  his  theater  possessed  such  a  treas- 
ure— a  voice  of  such  powerful  compass  and  ex- 
quisite melody.  Understanding  how  wonderfully 
art  could  develop  this  glorious  gift  of  nature,  he 
advanced  toward  the  young  maiden  and  begged 
to  know  her  name  and  the  name  of  her  mother, 
which,  with  a  graceful  courtesy,  she  immediately 
gave  him. 

"  Will  you  show  me  the  way  to  your  mother's 
house?"  he  continued. 

"And  who,  sir,  will  guard  my  flock  during  my 
absence?"  asked  Mary. 

"  Leave  them  to  the  wolves,  and  I  will  pay  you 
a  hundred  or  a  thousand  times  their  value." 

"And  why,  sir,  do  you  wish  to  see  my  mother?" 
asked  IMary,  who  commenced  to  feel  somewhat 
alarmed. 

"  To  take  her  from  her  poverty,  in  placing  you 
on  the  road  to  foi'tune.  1  wish  to  make  you  the 
first  cantntrice  in  the  Roy^l  Theater  of  Milan ; 
all  Europe,  in  a  few  years,  will  ring  with  your 
praL^es !" 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  but  I  must  decline  your  offers. 
I  could  not  save  my  soul  in  your  theater ;  for  I 
have  often  heard  that  in  such  places  one  is  lost  in 
being  accessory  to  the  loss  of  others.  Do  not  count 
on  my  voice,  for  I  firmly  believe  that  God  and 
my  Patroness  will  give  me  courage  to  prefer  the 
salvation  of  my  soul  before  all  you  would  or  could 
offer  me." 

The  manager,  finding  he  could  do  nothing  with 
the  young  maiden,  made  his  way  to  her  mother's 
cottage,  who,  after  a  short  conversation,  yielded  a 
ready  assent  to  his  proposition,  and  the  bargain 
■was  finished  when  Mary  returned  with  her  flock. 

Neither  the  earnest  entreaties  of  her  mother, 
nor  the  magnificent  promises  of  the  manager, 
could  make  her  yield  her  assent.  They  hoped  that 
the  reflections  of  the  night  would  change  her 
mind.  The  brilliant  future,  which  they  painted 
in  the  most  dazzling  colors,  formed  the  subject  of 
her  meditations  for  some  time  ;  but  it  was  not  of 
the  diamonds  and  rare  jewels  which  were  prom- 
ised to  her  that  she  dreamed  ;  nor  of  the  glory 
thai  awaited  her ;  but  the  thought  that  her  poor 
old  mother  would  no  longer  have  to  labor  so  hard 
in  the  field, — ^and  then  she  wavered; — but  if  she 
accepted  she  would  trample  her  baptismal  vows. 

The  struggle  must  have  been  very  great.     Mary 


passed  the  entire  night  in  prayer.  She  addressed 
herself  to  God,  to  her  Guardian  Angel,  to  her 
Patroness,  and  to  her  own  conscience.  They  all 
gave  the  same  reply:  "If  you  consent,  you  will 
leave  Jesus  to  follow  satan." 

When  morning  came  she  declared  that  it  was 
impossible  for  her  to  accept  the  offer.  The  mother 
scolded,  wept,  and  grew  angry  ;  but  Mary  could 
not  be  moved.     The  mother  then  said  : 

"  Now,  my  daughter  I  am  determined  to  use 
my  authority.  I  will  give  you  one  hour  to  pre- 
pare ;  I  shall  then  go  with  this  gentleman,  and 
you  must  go  with  me  or  I  shall  have  you  taken 
by  force." 

•  "  Mother,"  replied  the  young  Christian  heroine, 
"any  other  sacrifice  you  may  require  1  shall  ac- 
cept with  a  joy  as  great  as  is  my  love  for 
you,  but  I  cannot  sacrifice  my  eternity,  and  I 
hope  that  God  will  pardon  my  disobedience." 

"  No  more  words,"  exclaimed  the  angiy  mother, 
"  but  go  immediately  and  get  ready  for  the  jour- 
ney, or  1  shall  take  away  even  the  portion  of 
time  that  I  have  allowed  you." 

Mary  passed  into  her  little  chamber,  where  she 
accomplished  the  resolution  which  she  had  made 
during  the  night.  Having  frequently  heard  it 
said  that  the  loss  of  the  front  teeth  entirely  changes 
the  voice  by  destroying  its  force  and  sweetness, 
she  approached  the  window  and  broke  off'  her 
white,  sound  teeth  against  an  angle  of  the  wall. 
When  she  went  back  to  the  other  apartment  she 
looked  so  supremely  hajipy  that  her  mother  be- 
lieved she  had  changed  her  mind. 

But  the  ear  of  the  manager  had  already  detected 
the  change  in  her  voice,  before  his  eye  discovered 
the  cause.  Penetrated  with  admiration  at  the 
sight  of  such  magnanimous  courage,  he  renounced 
his  project,  and  exhorted  the  mother  not  to  per- 
secute a  daughter  so  worthy  of  her  esteem  and 

affection. 

-•► 

The  Mother  of  Our  Lord. 

If  our  Lord  was  to  have  a  human  mother,  it 
must  be  plain  to  one  who  knows  the  ways  of  God 
that  she  must  occupy  some  such  place  in  the  world 
as  that  which  the  Church  teaches  us  God  has  as- 
signed to  her.  Nay,  we  should  expect  her  place 
to  be  higher,  more  influential,  and  in  some  sense 
perhaps  more  independent ;  and  it  is  our  firm  be- 
lief that,  hereafter,  so  it  will  be  found  to  be,  and 
that  we  shall  learn  in  heaven  that  of  a  truth, 
Mary's  grandeurs  are  such  as  could  not  safely  be 
taught  on  earth  'oecause  of  our  infirmities.  No 
province  of  theology  will  have  to  widen  itself  so 
much  as  that  which  speaks  of  her.  In  her  meas- 
ure she  will  be  as  new  to  the  saints  who  have 
loved  her  most,  as  the  Vision  of«Bliss  itself  will 
be.  Even  on  earth  the  last  ages  of  the  Church 
are  to  have  a  knowledge  of  her  which  would 
amaze  and  oppress  us  now.  In  the  Mystical  City 
our  Lady  complains  to  Sister  Mary  of  Agreda  that 
most  writers  about  her  have  been  too  timid.  She 
says  that  their  "  reserve"  is  in  reality  "  indevo- 
tion,"  and  assigns  this  as  the  reason  of  our  Lord's 
having  arranged  that  devotion  tp  her  in  the 
Church  should  grow  in  this  way  of  development. 
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LEOENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIBOIN. 


No.  1 — The  Prisoner  of  War. 

[Continned  ] 

When  they  had  disappcftred  on  the  seaward 
horizon,  and  wlien  tlie  wind  had  swept  away  the 
clouds  of  dust  that  marked  their  retreating  foot- 
steps, the  caliph  said  to  his  prisoner : 

"Olory  to  Allah  !  The  land  of  the  Frank  is  a 
fine  country.     Is  it  not?" 

""It  is  for  one  who  returns  to  it  glorious  and 
triumphant." 

"  But  if  victory  is  impossible  ?" 

"Then  it  is  better  to  die." 

"  Now  hast  thou  seen  that  the  breath  of  the 
Most  High  has  scattered  the  pride  of  the  infidels. 
They  will  not  come  here  to  break  thy  chains. 
Has  their  flight  convinced  thee  of  the  folly  of 
thy  hopes  ?" 

"  The  French  impnidently  put  their  confidence 
in  traitors,  and  trusted  their  honor  to  their  ene- 
mies, As  soon  as  the  news  of  this  disaster  shall 
reach  our  provinces,  millions  of  brave  men  will 
rise  with  indignation,  and  rush  hither  to  avenge 
it." 

"  Fifty  years  have  pa.«;sed  away  since  the  waves 
first  bore  to  our  shores  the  warriors  of  the  cross. 
Before  the  arrival  of  these  avengers,  thy  bones 
and  mine  will  be  mouldering  in  the  grave." 

"  Blessed  be  God  !  If  I  can  no  longer  shed  my 
blood  for  Him,  I  hope  that  our  Lady  will  take 
pity  on  her  servant,  and  obtain  for  me  that  God 
may  be  satisfied  with  the  little  I  have  done,  in 
expiation  of  my  sins." 

"I  admire  thee,  in  truth!  What!  thy  God  for- 
sakes thee,  while  thou  art  fighting  for  Him  ;  He 
delivers  thee  up  to  slavery  and  captivity,  and  yet 
neither  His  treachery  nor  His  ingratitude  can 
weaken  thy  blind  fanaticism  !" 

"  Is  not  II is  mercy  extended  to  me  even  in  my 
prison  v" 

"Ah  !  It  is  to  Him  thou  wouldst  give  thanks  ! 
And  have  I  no  title  to  thy  gratitude.  However, 
when  my  soldiers  brought  thee  hither,  vanquished, 
drenched  in  gore,  bound  hand  and  foot,  it  was 
not  the  cross  that  saved  thee  from  torture  and 
death.  My  religion  enjoined  me  to  exercise  to- 
ward thee  the  right  of  war,  and  to  slay  thee. 
And  if  chance  had  put  me  in  thy  power,  what 
mercy  wouldst  thou  have  shown  me  y ' 

"I  have  never  made  prisoners;  the  Saracens 
could  never  endure  my  approach;  they  strove 
only  in  speed  against  my  courser." 

"And  if  I  had  entered  y" 

"  Thou  wouldst  have  been  stretched  in  the  dust, 
like  the  others." 

"The  populace  thirsted  for  thy  death:  the 
blood  of  my  soldiers  which  thou  hadst  shed,  cried 
against  thee  for  vengeance  :  the  imaums  enjoined 
me  to  deliver  Islam  from  so  dangerous  a  foe.  I 
refused  to  listen  to  every  suggestion.  But  this  is 
a  trifle ;  if  I  had  not  banished  from  thy  bedside 
the  angel  of  darkness,  who  had  already  covered 
thee  with  the  fatal  shadow  of  his  wings,  thou 
couldst  long  ago  have  discovered,  in  the  other 
world,  that  Mahomet  is  the  true  prophet  of  Allah: 


hut  I  would  not  permit  thee  to  die ;  I  would  not 
even  have  thee  exixtwd  to  the  nmtagions  of  the 
hospital.  I  brought  thee  into  my  own  palxcc.  My 
own  physicians  (niployed.  to  cure  an  infidel,  the 
secrets  that  we  owe  to  the  true  Uliever  Averr- 
hoPs.  It  was  fated  tiint  thou  nhouldstdie;  but 
was  it  fated  that  1  hhoiild  load  thee  with  pre»enta 
and  favors,  and  that  thou  shouldst  be  insensible 
to  thine  obligation?" 

"Adore  Christ  and  I  will  follow  thee  unto 
death !" 

"  Fanatic !  Wouldst  thou  have  me  adore  a  God 
who  allows  His  own  people  to  be  slaughtered  ? 
If  He  exists,  would  He  not  crown  your  arms  with 
victory;  and  would  He  not  be  His  own  enemy  if 
He  permitted  those  to  perish  who  were  fighting 
in  defense  of  His  empire?" 

"  This  crui«ade  did  not  deserve  to  succeed,  since 
there  were  so  many  traitors  engaged  in  it !" 

"But  hast  thou  deserved  thy  fate?  3fy  pro- 
tection has  preserved  thee  hitherto  from  the  suf- 
ferings and  evils  consequent  on  captivity,  but  if 
I  withdraw  my  hand — 

"I  never  begged  any  thing  at  thy  hand." 

"Dost  thou  not  know  what  will  happen?  Dost 
thou  not  know  that,  left  to  the  derision  and  in- 
sults of  the  mob,  thou  wilt  become  the  sport  of 
their  resentment  and  rage?" 

"  They  have  fled  betore  mc  long  enough  to 
gain  boldness  to  insult  me." 

"  It  is  that  which  will  stir  up  their  anger,  when 
they  fear  thee  no  longer,  and  cjin  outrage  thee 
with  impunity.  Listen  to  me.  Expose  not  thy- 
self to  bear  the  weight  of  slavery  ;  exiK)se  not  thy- 
self to  fall  beneath  the  yoke  of  a  pitiless  master, 
who  will  condemn  thee  to  hard  labors,  who  will 
bring  thee  down  to  the  level  of  tho5:e  wretched 
beings  who  drag  out  a  miserable  existence,  har- 
nessed like  beasts  of  burden,  to  wagons  and 
carriages." 

"  I  am  a  freeman  and  a  noble  ;  I  can  wield  the 
lance,  but  I  will  never  stoop  to  .ncrvile  labors." 

"  The  rod  and  the  scourges  will  make  thy  spirit 
pliable." 

"They  are  weary  of  life  who  would  lift  a 
threatening  finger  against  me." 

"  I  have  dungeons  deep  and  dark.  Hunger  and 
thirst  will  outdo  thy  pride." 

"  War  is  a  stern  teacher ; — I  have  learned  to 
despise  .sufferings  and  privations*." 

"Art  not  afraid  to  irritate  me  by  thine  obsti- 
nacy— art  thou  not  afraid  lest  my  anger 'noay  exe- 
cute my  threats  too  soon  ?" 

"I  fear  God,  fori  feel  myself  humble  in  His 
sight." 

"  For  the  last  time, — wilt  thou  embrace  Islam- 
ism?" 

•'  May  God  confound  Mahomet  and  all  that  put 
their  faith  in  him  !" 

"Let  thy  destiny  be  accomplished!" 

As  he  left  the  palace,  Borenger  thought  he  saw 
his  e-s^uire,  dresseti  in  the  costume  of  the  country. 
He  called  to  him  in  a  loud  tone — 

"  Rayboul !" 

The  man  continued  on  bis  way,  without  turning 
his  head. 
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A  little  farther  on,  paRsing  through  the  mar- 
ket-place, he  heard  sounds  of  laraentations  and 
gro.iiiiei,'.  Raising  his  eyes  hi'  perceived  an  nn- 
liii))]\v  slave,  on  Ills  knot  s  lietbre  liis  master,  who 
was  heating  him  witli  rage.  Berenger  could  not 
stand  this  sight.  Overcome  with  pity,  he  forgot 
the  threats  of  the  caliph,  rushed  ui)')n  the  Mus- 
sulman, seized  him  by  the  throat,  and  threw  him 
down. 

The  slave  begged  mercy  for  his  torturer.  The 
Baron  de  Montier  released  his  grasp,  and  with 
regret  let  go  the  Saracen,  Avho  gazed  upon  him 
with  terror  and  resjiect,  and  fled  without  daring 
to  complain. 

"Our  Lady  will  reward  thee  for  thy  compas- 
sion," said  the  slave.  "I  am  a  Christian  like 
thee;  but  I  am  not  worthy  to  suifer  in  this  place 
of  martyrdom.  It  was  here  that  all  the  faithful 
were  slaughtered  that  were  surprised  l)y  the  Arabs 
when  they  seized  the  city  ;  it  was  here  that  the 
hand  of  tSaint  John  Damascene  remained  nailed 
the  whole  day,  three  hundred  years  ago.  It  was 
here  that  the  caliph  massacred  all  the  prisoners 
that  he  was  able  to  take." 

The  Crusader  pensively  moved  away. 

At  the  gates  of  the  palace  that  the  caliph  had 
given  him,  he  found  a  troop  of  soldiers,  j\"ho  put 
liim  in  irons.  He  was  without  arms  and  made  no 
resistance.  They  led  him  to  the  house  of  a  gar- 
dener who  lived  in  the  sulnirbs. 

The  gardener  was  a  large  and  robust  man  ;  he 
had  six  sous  as  vigorous  as  himself  After  hav- 
ing exchanged  some  words  with  the  soldiers  that 
the  Provenf;al  did  not  understand,  he  took  his 
slave  into  the  garden. 

He  placed  in  his  hands  an  immense  hoe  and 
ordered  him  to  use  it.  The  banm  only  half  un- 
derstood the  language  of  his  master;  he  took  the 
imj^lement  however,  although  resolving  never  to 
lower  himself  to  the  employment  of  serfs  and 
plebians. 

The  gardener  repeated  his  order  in  louder  tones, 
accompanied  by  an  impatient  gesture.  Brutal, 
gross,  and  confident  in  his  own  strength,  when 
he  saw  that  the  Christian  would  not  ol)ey,  he  re- 
solved to  curb  his  s]>irit  at  once,  and  he  struck 
him  across  the  face  with  the  handle  of  his  whip. 

At  this  servile  chastisement,  the  pride  of  the 
Southern  blood  boiled  in  the  veins  of  the  Cru- 
sader. Furious,  unable  to  control  himself,  he  flew 
upon  his  master,  and  grasped  his  throat  with  such 
violence  that  he  strangled  him. 

At  this  sight,  the  gardener's  sons,  who  were 
woi'king  not  far  ofi",  ran  to  assist  their  father, 
armed  with  their  iron  gardening  tools,  and  they 
rushed  upon  the  Christian  to  kill  him. 

Berenger  saw  them  coming :  he  had  been  ac- 
customed to  tight  without  counting  the  number 
of  his  adversaries.  He  awaited  their  approach 
with  firmness,  using  the  hoe  as  a  mace.  He 
whirled  it  round  Ids  head,  defended  himjt'lf,  cut 
down  some,  and  put  the  rest  to  flight,  remaining 
master  of  the  field. 

After  this  battle  he  left  the  gardener'.s  house, 
and  in  spite  of  the  weight  of  his  chains,  made  his 
way  toward  the  gates  of  the  city. 


But  he  was  surrounded  and  stopped ;  and  by 
the  order  of  the  Cadi  he  was  taken  bound,  and 
cast  into  prison. 

[to  he  continued.] 

Saint  Francis  of  Sales  was  a^ked  if  tlie  Apostles 
rode  in  Carriages. 

In  1619  he  visited  France,  in  company  with  the 
Cardinal  of  Savoy,  in  order  to  as.sist  at  the  mar- 
riage of  the  Prince  of  Piedmont,  his  brother,  who 
espoused  Christina  of  France,  the  king's  sister. 

A  member  of  the  Refornied  religion  having 
asked  to  speak  to  him,  was  introduced  into  his 
room,  and  without  any  salutation  or  i)reamble 
said  to  him  :  "Are  you  the  man  they  call  Bishop 
of  Geneva  V" 

"  Yes  sir,  it  is  thus  I  am  styled." 

"I  wish  to  learn  from  you,  whom  people  look 
up  to  as  to  an  apostolical  man,  if  the  Apostles  rode 
in  carriages?" 

Our  Saint  was  not  a  little  surprised  at  this  ab- 
rupt question.  Haxdng  recovered  himself,  he  cited 
Avhnt  is  written  in  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles,  of 
Saint  Philip,  who  entered  the  chariot  or  carriage 
of  the  eunuch  of  Candaca,  Queen  of  Ethiopia; 
which  gave  him  occasion  to  add  that  they  did  go 
in  carriages,  according  to  convenience  and  neces- 
sity. The  other  rep.ied:  "I  wish  you  would 
show  me  this  passage  in  the  Bible."  Our  Saint 
pointed  to  the  text. 

"  The  carriage  was  not  the  Apostle's,  but  the 
eunuch's  Avho  invited  him." 

"I  did  not  tell  you  the  carriage  was  his,  but 
simply  that  when  occasion  presented  itself,  the 
Apostles  went  in  carriages.'-' 

"But  not  in  gilt  and  embroidered  ones,  so  rich 
that  the  king  liimself  has  none  more  sumptuous  ; 
nor  were  they  drawn  liy  such  splendid  horses,  nor 
accompanied  by  such  elegantly  clad  valets;  of 
this  we  read  not,  and  it  is  all  tliisthat  scandalizes 
E&e  in  you,  who  pretend  to  be  a  saint,  and  whom 
others  consider  as  such.  Truly  those  are  fine 
saints  Avho  go  to  Heaven  in  a  carriage-and-four!" 

"Alas,  sir,  those  persons  of  Geneva  who  retain 
the  goods  of  my  See  have  stripped  me  so  entirely 
that  I  can  scarcely  afl'ord  to  live,  poorly  and  fru- 
gally, on  the  little  that  remains,  still  less  have  a 
carriage  of  my  own." 

"  The  sumptuous  and  majestic  carriage  in  which 
yoii  ride  every  day  is  not  then  yours?" 

"No,"  replied  the  holy  Bishop;  "you  may  well 
call  it  majestic,  for  it  belongs  to  his  Majesty;  it 
is  one  of  those  the  king  has  destined  tor  those 
who,  like  myself,  are  in  the  suite  of  the  Princes 
of  Savoy ;  you  can  easily  recognize  it  by  the 
king's  livery  worn  by  the  coachman." 

"Indeed!  lam  much  pleased  to  hear  this.  I 
love  you  all  the  more  for  it ;  you  are  then  poor,  I 
see !" 

"  I  do  not  complain  of  my  poverty,  since  I  have 
sufficient  wherewith  to  live  moderately  and  with- 
out superfluity;  and  were  I  to  feel  the  inconven- 
iences of  poverty,  I  would  have  no  right  to  com- 
plain of  a  tiling  Jesus  Christ  chose  for  His  portion 
during  His  whole  mortal  life,  having  lived  and 
died   in   the  arms  of  poverty.     The  family  of 
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which  I  am  horn  being  ouliject  to  the  Princes  of 
Srtvoy,  I  consiiier  it  an  hcmnr  to  uccoinpany  the 
Curdiital  of  Savoy,  and  to  l)c  present  at  the  r-ele- 
bration  of  the  nuptials  f)f  liis  hrotht-r,  the  Priiirc 
of  I*ie«lmont.  with  ti»c  sister  nf  his  CMiri.stian  Ma- 
jesty, the  King  of  France."  All  this  go  satisfied 
the  Protestant  that  he  left  filled  with  esteem  and 
vencratiou  for  our  Saint. 
«i> 

THE  POPE'S  MONTH  OF  MAEY. 

BRING  A    PARALLEL    HliTWEEN    TUB    LIFE  OF    THE 
noLY     FATIIEK    AND     TllAT    OF     TUE     BLESSED 

vinom. 

THIRD    DAY. 

Cooperation  of  PiuM  tlw  Ninth  to  the  Holy  Virgin 
by  hit*  Pious  Mothtr — Connecration  of  Mary  to 
Ahiiiijhty  (hul  hy  hrr  Virtuous  Pit  rents. 
"  Happy  the  man,"  Pays  the  Sacred  Scriptnrc, 
"for  wiidin  God.  from  the  sweet  treasures  of  His 
mercy  prepares  a  wise  and  virtuous  spouse.    This 
comp;uii()ii  of  his  life  will  brin<j  |)erpctual  joy  into 
his  house.     If  thou  sl»()uld>t  Hy  to  the  extremities 
ofthe earth,  thoumight.st  yet  Hud  nothing  tocoui- 
pare  with  such  a  treasure.     The  heart  of  her  lius- 
band  rests  with  confidence  upon  her.     She  heaps 
her  benefits  uj)on  liiui — she  never  returns  the  bit- 
terness she  may  receive  from  hiui.     She  opens  her 
hand  to  the   needy,  and  she   extends  her  arms  to  1 
the  poor  passiufj  by  ;  she  sees  that  all  her  house-  I 
hold    are   clothed    with  doul)le   crarments.     The  i 
words  of  wisdom  are  always  upon  her  lips, — kind- 
ness and  meekness  never  depart  from  her  tf)ngue.  | 
Her  .sons  surround  her,  and  call  her  blessed  ;  her 
husband  is  sealed  with  glory  amongst  the  noble 
of  the  earth,  ami  when  he  comes  to  the  council  he 
blesses    her    vigilance,    and    prai.ses    her    good 
works  " 

Chililren  of  Mary,  such  was  the  wife  that  Count 
Jerome  3Iastaf  Fen-tti  had  the  happines.s  to  ob- 
tain— such  was  the  mother  that  Heaven  chose  for 
Pius  the  Ninth.  This  illustrious  lady,  wiir>,  with 
a  fervor  ever  renewed,  ci>ntinued  in  Sinig.jglia 
the  admiral>le  practices  of  virtue  and  gfxul  works 
which  she  had  found  in  her  husband's  f'aniily,  de- 
voted herself  to  her  new  born  sou  with  a  love  of 
preililection.  The  child,  doubtless  by  a  disposi- 
tion of  the  designs  of  Divine  Providence  in  his  re- 
gjird,  received  in  lia])tisiu  the  namesof  John  Mary  ; 
John,  to  whom  the  dying  Saviour  said  from  the 
cros.s  pointing  out  to  him  the  Bless<^'il  Virgin. 
"  Behold  thy  mother!" — Mary,  to  whom  the  .same 
Jesus  said,  desigiuiting  the  bel<»ved  deciple,  "Be- 
hold thy  son  I"  Now,  the.se  two  names,  which  re- 
called the  memory  of  two  such  holy  persons  par- 
ticipating in  so  sorrowful  a  s<!ene — thest;  two 
names,  at  the  .same  time  a  prophecy  of  grief  au<l 
an  immense  fund  of  consolation,  joined  to  the 
name  of  young  .MastaT  Feretti  made  the  mother 
of  Pius  the  Ninth  involuntarily  tremble.  When 
she  saw  him  placed  in  his  cradle,  she  did,  it  is 
true,  detect  in  his  infant  l(K)k  .something  that  was 
not  altogether  of  earth  ;  but  in  his  first  cry  she 
also  felt  the  presage  of  an  anguish  extraordinary 
and  almost  divine.  It  is  Gud  who  brought  ma- 
ternal love  to  perfection  by  descemling  11  imself 
into  a   mother's   heart — Qod   sometimes  thus  re- 


veals to  true  m    '  '    ,k.  by  a  wiiile.  by  an 

infantine  cry.  n  v. if  their  cliihiVen. 

rile  Count«'Hs  .\i;i-.i;ii,  TV!!'):!!  i:  prettnti- 

ments  in  the  Uitlom  of  her  he.  r.-il  in  the 

future,  rcmeml)ered  the  lesM.u  .„  (  tivary:8bc 
cast  hers -If  on  her  knees  at  the  ffK>t  of  an  image 
of  her  whom  we  call  the  Mother  of  8orrr«w  and 
of  Joy,  and  raising  her  mn  in  her  arms,  she  cries, 
"()  Mary,  deign  to  achipt  this  child  a.s  you 
aiiopted  the  Iwlovcd  disciple!  I  cnnaccmte  him 
to  you  ;  to  your  care  I  commit  liim!"     *     *     * 

This   pious  oblation  of  this  noble  child  to  the 
Queen  of  Heaven,  Afrvants  of  Mary,  had  its  pre- 
cedent in  the  consecration  that  the  virtuous  jm- 
rents  of  the  Holy  Virgin  also  made  of  her  to  the 
Lord.     Tradition  teaches  us  that  Saint  Joachim 
and    Saint    Arine.  having  been  for  a  long   time 
united  in  wedlock,  and  alllicted  to  the  heart  that 
their  marriage  h.id  not  bles.sed  as  yet  by  Heaven, 
pas-sed  days  and   nights  in  prayer,"  imploring  the 
Almighty    to  take   away   the  reproach   of  their 
barrenness  from  the  midst  of  Ihrael.     As  if  they 
would  even  use-  a  gentle  violence,  and  ol)lige  Him, 
so   to  .speak,  to  put   an  end  the  sooner  to  their 
continued   disippointment.-*,  they   began  by  mak- 
ing three  p:irtM>f  the  extensive  pro|Hrrty  they  had 
inherited  from    their  own  parents:  the    first  was 
brought  to   the  temple,  the  .st-cond  distribute*!  to 
the  poor,  an<l   the    third  kept    for  the   needs  of 
their  own  simple  household.     But    this  sacrifice, 
however  prai.seworthy  and  disinterested  it  might 
have  appearefl.  was  not  efficacious  with  the  Lord; 
He   asked  of  them  a  greater;  He    wished   for  a 
sacrifice  of  the  heart — the  entire  holocaust  of  the 
heart.     It  was  then  that  Saint  Anne,  eulighrencd 
by   a    thought    which  she    believed  cjime  fnmi 
above,  recollected  the  mother  of   Samuel,  miracu- 
lously rendered  fruitful  on  her  solemn  promise  of 
consecrating    to    God  the    i.-^sue   of    her  w(»mb. 
Prostrating  herself,  then,  many  times   Ix-foru  the 
Supreme  Consoler  of  suffering  hearths  she  &\m  en- 
gageil,  by  solemn  vow,  to  give  to  the  Most  Higli, 
in  liis  temple,  the  child  that  she  might  have  the 
joy  of  bringing  into  the  world.     So  admirable  a 
.spirit   of    devotedne.ss    to    His    .sovereign    will> 
I>leased  the  Lord,  and   the  Virgin   Mary  was  the 
late  bloss<Hn  that  bui-st  into  bltMun,  to  reward  the 
soft  dew  of  Her  mother's  plenteous  tears  and  the 
lively    fervor  of    her    persevering  and    humble 
prayer. 

When  the  gentle  maiden  had  attained  the  age 
of  about  three  years,  and  had  thus  begun  to  be 
able  to  do  without  a  mother's  most  nece.s.s{iry  care, 
her  pious  parents  had  nothing  more  deepiv  at 
heart  than  to  keep  their  promise.  Accompanied 
by  some  of  their  neighbors  and  friends,  who 
wisheii  to  do  what  tliey  could  to  spare  them  the 
loneliness  and  satlness  of  their  return,  they-  to<ik 
the  road  to  Jerusalem,  ami  presented  them.svlves 
at  the  gate  of  the  Temple.  Anne,  followed  by 
Joachjm,  advanced,  with  her  iiead  respectfully 
veile<l,  to  the  High  Priest  of  the  Lord,  and  accord- 
ing to  an  oriental  tmdition,  to  be  found  in  the 
Koran,  said  to  him  with  emotion,  as  she  offered 
him  the  bles.sed  fruit  of  her  womb,  "Behold  the 
gift  I   come  to  present  to  you.     It  is  just  that  I 
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render  it  unto  you,  for  it  is  from  God  that  I  have 
received  it."    The  Priest  reeeived  the  heavenly 

gift.  (  Vie  de  la  Sainte  Vierge,  according  to  tra- 
ition,  by  L'abbfi  B6gel).  The  Temple  was 
closed,  and  the  holy  spouses,  after  being  separated 
from  their  sweet  and  radiant  child,  resumed, 
weeping,  the  road  to  their  distant  home. 

And  we,  servants  of  Mary — if  we  wish  to  draw 
down  the  protection  of  God  upon  our  children  ; 
if  we  wish  to  have  sons  and  daughters  who  will 
fill  us  with  joy  by  their  virtue  and  their  love,  by 
their  attention  and  filial  piety  ;  what  have  we  to 
do,  after  what  we  have  just  read  ?  Is  not  the  way 
magnificently  traced  out  to  us  ?  Let  us  consider 
to  what  an  eminent  degree  of  sanctity,  Mary,  the 
humble  handmaid  of  the  Lord,  and  Pius  Ninth, 
the  great  servant  of  Mary  and  the  servant  of  the 
servants  of  Christ,  have  been  elevated.  Let  us 
reverently  think  that  the  piety  of  their  virtuous 
parents,  in  seeking  for  them  from  the  most  tender 
years  a  protection  in  Heaven,  may  have  been  one 
of  the  principal  causes,  the  sole  cause,  perhap-s 
that  they  were,  in  after  days,  rendered  so  pleasing 
to  God.  Oh !  let  us  turn  our  eyes  to  this  altar 
and  this  cross ;  let  us  beat  our  breasts,  and  cry 
out  with  a  holy  contrition  : 

Lord,  take  pity  on  our  wanderings  ;  pardon  our 
culpable  errors !  The  children  Thou  hast  given 
us  to  love  us,  to  console  us  in  our  labors,  to  assist 
us  in  our  troubles,  to  support  us  in  old  age — 
scarcely  have  they  been  brought  into  the  world 
when  we  forget  to  whom  we  owe  them.  Instead 
of  acknowledging  that  they  belong  to  Thee  rather 
than  to  us ;  instead  of  preparing  them  for  that 
Heaven  in  which  they  are  destined  eternally  to 
dwell,  \ve  think  only  of  educating  them  for  this 
world,  where,  like  ourselves,  they  must  pass  but  a 
few  days,  and  then  die.  They  shall  embrace  such 
a  state,  say  we  ;  they  shall  undertake  such  an  en- 
terprise ;  they  shall  contract  such  an  alliance,  so 
that  they  may  become  rich — happy — esteemed. 
Of  God,  who  sent  them  to  us — not  a  word !  Of 
God,  who  could  take  them  again — nothing.  Lord, 
bring  us  back  from  our  errors  this  very  day ;  after 
the  example  of  Saint  Anne,  who  humbly  made  to 
TJiee  the  offering  of  her  daughter,  we,  in  our  turn, 
offer  Thee  our  children  !  After  the  example  of 
the  pious  mother  of  our  Pope,  Pius  the  Ninth, 
who  consecrated  him  to  Mary,  we  also  consecrate 
them  to  her.  Jesus  and  Mary,  watch  over  our 
children,  preserve  their  innocence  and  their 
virtues !" 

(TO  BE  CONTINCED). 


It  is  customary  with  us  to  serenade,  on  the  eve  of 
their  festivals,  persons  in  authority,  and  thqge  who 
are  held  in  great  esteem  or  affection.  The  same  cus- 
tom is  observed  in  Italy,  but  with  this  difterence  : 
there,  filial  piety,  informed  by  faith,  embraces,  in 
the  circle  of  authorities  and  relatives  for  whom  this 
honor  is  reserved,  the  additional  name  of  Mary  ! 
On  the  eve  of  her  festivals  the  joyous  sound  of 
innumerable  bells  form  above  the  cities  a  very  sea 
of  harmony :  one  might  fancy  it  an  angelic  choir, 
to  which  the  multitudinous  voices  of  men  hasten 
to  respond  from  below. 


Ave  Maria. 

"  Ave  Maria,  full  of  grace, 

Our  Lord  is  with  thee;"  unveil, 

O  Mother  of  fair  love,  thy  face, 
And  catch  our  vesper  hail ; 

'■'■Blessed  art  tlwu  among  ^''  Maid -Queen, 
"  Wcwie/i" — upon  the  Gospel  page 

As  stars — as  stars  who  stand — ^sweet  seen 
To  glow  through  every  age, 

^'^  And  blessed  is  th^  fruit,"  dear  fruit 
"  Of  thy  icomh,  JestLs,"  given, — 

The  living  vine  from  Jesse's  root, 
Flower  of  the  Rose  of  Heaven. 

"  Holy  Mary,"  Flower  of  thy  breast, 
"  Son, — glory  of  the  Infinite  ; 

"  Mother  of  God,"  so  lifted,  blest. 
Drop  us  one  smile  to-night. 

"  Pray  f  01'  us  now" — we  ask  but  that, 

Saint-Maid  of  Bethlehem ; 
Pray  for  our  exiles  now  "  and  at 

The  hour  of  our  death.  Amen." 

Ave  Maria,  sweetest  prayer. 
Ever  human  lips  may  breathe, 

Mother  take  us  to  thy  care. 
Who  thy  beauteous  brows  enwreathe. 

Ave  Maria,  tenderest  hail. 
Ever  troubled  lips  may  sing ; 

When  the  storms  of  life  prevail, 
Guardian-mother,  succor  bring. 

Ave  Maria,  dearest  spell. 

When  the  wiles  of  sin  assail. 
Beating  back  the  powers  of  hell, — 

Ave  Maria,  never  fail. 

Ave  Maria,  matchless  name. 
Take  it,  breath  of  every  gale ; 

Send  it  forth  from  Notre  Dame, 
Bear  it  round  the  world,  sweet  hail. 


Vow  OF  Saint  Francis  de  Sales  to  Recite  his 
Beads  Every  Day. — From  his  childhood,  Saint 
Francis  de  Sales  had  the  most  tender  devotion  for 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  joy  of  his  heart,  as  he  called 
her.  In  his  youth  he  associated  himself  to  the  con- 
fraternities and  congregations  established  in  her 
honor,  and  he  made  a  vow  to  recite  his  beads  every 
day,  a  practice  he  observed  with  so  much  piety  that 
he  usually  employed  an  hour  in  meditating  on  the 
mysteries  of  the  decades ;  so  exact  was  he  in  the  per- 
formance, that  if  his  occupations  deprived  him  of 
leisure  during  the  day,  he  carried  his  beads  on  his 
arm  in  order  not  to  forget  them  before  he  retired 
to  rest.  It  mattered  not  how  late  was  the  hour, 
nor  how  weary  or  fatigued  he  might  be,  he  never 
retrenched  in  the  slightest  this  devotion  to  Mary. 
In  sickness,  when  he  was  himself  unable  to  speak, 
he  caused  some  one  of  his  friends  to  say  the  beads 
aloud,  and  in  heart  and  spirit  he  recited  them  at 
the  same  time.  He  always  carried  his  beads  at- 
tached to  his  cincture,  to  keep  himself  ever  re- 
minded of  his  entire  con.secration  to  Mary,  and 
every  month  he  assisted  regularly  at  the  Confra- 
ternity of  the  Rosary,  of  which  he  was  a  member. 
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St.  Patrick  and  St.  Bridget. 

Ireland,  the  virgin  inland,  wboHc  soil  was  never 
pressed  by  the  foot  of  the  Kotuan  proconsul,  nor 
ever  contnminntcil  by  the  orjjies  and  exactions  of 
pagan  Rome !  It  is  the  only  phice  in  tlie  world 
where  tlie  Gosjk'I  has  been  introduced  without 
the  effusion  of  blood. 

The  great  brunch  of  the  Celtic  nice,  known  un- 
der the  name  of  Hibernians,  of  ^k;ots,  or  of  Gulls, 
M'hose  descendants  and  language  have  continuetl 
until  the  present  age  in  IrelnnJ,  in  the  UighlandM 
of  Srot/aiul,  and  in  IvOinr  Brittany,  adopted  with 
enthusiasm  the  law  of  Christ ;  and  when  in  Gaul 
and  Great  Britain,  the  Celtic  vitality  s«'emed 
destroyed,  under  the  double  pressure  of  Roman 
decntlence  and  Gennanic  invasion,  Ireland  ap- 
peared, among  all  the  Christian  nations,  the  most 
devoted  to  the  Catholic  faith  and  the  most  zealous 
for  the  propagation  of  the  Gospel.  As  s(M)n  as 
green  Erin  saw  the  rising  of  the  sun  of  Faith  i?he 
vowed  to  it  all  that  ardent  and  tender  devotion 
which  has  become  her  proper  life.  The  course  of 
ages  has  not  interrupted  it ;  the  bloodiest  and 
most  implacable  persecutions  have  not  shaken  it ; 
the  defection  of  all  southern  Europe  has  not  drawn 
her  within  its  vortex ;  and  amid  the  splendors 
and  miseries  of  modem  civilization,  and  Anglo- 
Saxon  dominion,  she  keeps  alive  that  inextinguish- 
able fire,  which  sustains  and  unites  with  the  most 
intact  orthodoxy,  that  admirable  purity  of  morals, 
which  no  conquerer,  no  adversary  can  contest,  equal 
or  corrupt.  Two  slaves  gave  the  faith  to  Ireland 
and  established  therein  the  religious  life. 

The  Gallo-Roman  Patrick,  relativeof  the  g^eat 
Saint  Martin  of  Tours,  at  the  age  of  sixteen  was 
captured  by  pirates,  and  sold  as  a  slave,  in  Ireland. 
Here  he  guarded  his  master's  fiocks  ;  cold,  hunger, 
and  the  harsh  pitiless  orders  of  his  master  initi- 
ated him  into  all  the  sorrows  of  servitude.  After 
six  years  captivity,  he  regained  hia  liberty  and 
returned  to  Gaul  ;  but  ever  in  his  dreams  he  saw 
the  children  of  those  pagan  Irish,  whose  yoke  he 
had  borne,  extending  their  little  arms  towards 
him.  His  studies  and  his  sleep  were  alike  troubled. 
He  seemed  to  hear  the  voices  of  these  innocents, 
begging  for  baptism,  and  crying  "  dear  Christian 
child,  come  back  among  us  I  come  back  and  save 
us  !  "  After  having  completed  his  studies  in  the 
great  monastic  sanctuaries  of  Marmontierand  Le- 
rins;  after  having  accompanied  Saint  Germain  of 
Auxerre,  in  the  mission  undertaken  by  this  great 
champion  of  orthodoxy  into  Great  Britain,  for 
th«  extirpation  of  the  Pelagiiin  heresy  so  dear  to 
the  Celtic  races,  Patrick  went  to  Rome ;  and  was 
Bent  by  Pope  Celestine,  as  Bishop,  to  Ireland, 
when  he  commenced  to  preach  the  faith.  The 
kings,  chiefs  and  warlike  and  noble  people,  of  the 
Emerald  Isle,  listened  to  him,  followed  him  in 
crowds,  and  testified  for  him  that  passionate  ven- 
eration, which  has  become  that  most  popular  tra- 
dition among  the  Irish,  which  thirteen  centuries 
have  not  been  able  to  weaken.  After  thirty  three 
years  of  apostolic  labors  he  died,  leaving  Ireland 
almost  entirely  converted,  and  filled  with  schools 
and  a>mmunities,  destined  to  become  the  nursery 
of  Missionaries  for  the  West 


The  life  of  Patrick  has  been  a  farorite  theme 

for  history  and  legend. 

Nothing  is  more  |>octic  in  legendary  lore  than 
the  interview  betw«-en  the  Gallo  Roman  aixxitle 
with  the  Irish  Imnls,  who  forme«l  a  hereditary 
and  sacenlotal  caste.  From  among  them  he  re- 
ceived his  most  faithful  disciples.  Ositian  himself, 
the  blind  Homerof  Ireland,  was  con  vert<-<I  by  him, 
and  was  permitted  by  Patrick  to  sing  for  him,  the 
long  ep«>ch  of  Celtic  kings  and  heroes.  (Ozaam.) 
But  conctird  was  n<it  established  between  them 
without  some  preliminary'  storms.  Patrick  threat- 
ened those  too  profane  warriors,  whom  Owian 
delighted  to  glorify,  with  the  torments  of  hell ;  and 
the  bard  replierl  to  the  Apostle,  "If  even  thy  Grxl 
were  in  hell,  my  heroes  could  draw  him  out!"  But 
truth  triumphant  ratified  pe;ice  l>etween  poetry 
and  faith.  The  monasteries  founded  by  Patrick 
became  the  asylum  and  hearthstone  of  Celtic  po- 
etry. "  Once  blessed  and  transformed,"  says  one 
of  the  old  authors,  "the  songs  of  the  bards  be- 
came so  l)eautiful  that  the  Angels  of  God  inclined 
from  Heaven  to  hear  them,"  (La  Villemarque, 
Celtic  Legend,)  and  this  is  the  reason  why  the 
harp  of  the  bards  has  remained  the  symbol  es- 
cutcheon of  Catholic  Ireland. 

In  his  history,  nothing  is  l>etter  proved  than  his 
zeal  to  prQserve  the  country,  wherein  he  himself 
had  lived  a  slave,  from  the  abuses  of  servitude, 
and  particularly  for  the  incursions  of  the  pirati- 
cal Scots  and  Bretons.  One  of  the  most  authentic 
records  we  have  of  Patrick,  is  his  eloquent  pro- 
testation again.st  the  king  of  a  Breton  horde,  who, 
landing  at  a  village  whose  inhabitants  had  been 
baptized  the  preceding  evening,  mas.sacred  many 
of  them  and  carried  off  the  remainder  to  be  sold 
in  distant  countries.  "  I,  Patrick,  ignorant  sin- 
ner, but  constituted  Bishop  of  Hibemia,  refugee 
among  barbarous  nations  on  account  of  my  love 
for  God,  write  with  my  hands  these  letters,  to  be 
transmitted  to  the  soldiers  of  the  tyrant.  I  do  not 
address  you  as  my  brethren,  nor  as  the  brethren 
of  the  saints  of  Rome,  but  as  the  compatriots  of 
the  devils,  the  apostate  Picts  and  Scots,  who  live 
in  death  and  fatten  themselves  upon  the  blood  of 
the  innocent  Christians  whom  I  have  regenerated 
in  Christ.  *  *  *  Does  not  the  Divine  Mercy, 
which  I  love,  oblige  me  to  act  in  this  manner,  for 
the  defence  of  those  who,  but  a  short  time  ago, 
held  me  in  captivity  and  massacred  the  servants 
of  my  father?"  Elsewhere  he  praises  the  intre- 
pidity of  the  female  slaves,  whom  he  had  con- 
verted, for  their  heroic  defence  of  their  modesty 
and  faith,  against  their  unworthy  masters. 

Buying  and  selling  human  fiesh  was  in  those 
days  as  common  amo;ig  all  the  Celtic  nations,  as 
it  was  during  the  la6t  century  upon  the  coast  of 
Africa.  It  was  more  difficult  to  destroy  slavery 
and  the  commerce  of  slaves,  than  to  uproot  Pagan- 
ism. Nevertheless  the  Christian  faith  bloomed  in 
Ireland  under  the  ftwtering  care  of  two  slaves ! 
With  the  name  of  Patrick  is  associated  in  an  eter- 
nal bond,  that  of  Bridget,  daughter,  according  to 
legend,  of  a  bard,  and  a  beautiful  captive,  who:n 
her  master  had  driven  away,  like  Hagar,  at  'thj 
suggestion  of  his   wife.      Born    in    sorrow   and 


76 


AVE    MAHIA. 


ftlmme,  Bri(lf»pt  and  her  mother  were  received  and 

baptized  Ijy  the  disciples  ot'Saint  Patrick.  Vainly 
lier  lather  sought  to  obtain  her  and  give  her  in 
marriage. 

She  devoted  herself  to  God  and  retired  to  a 
forest  of  oaks,  that  had  formerly  been  consecrated 
to  false  gods.  The  wonderful  cures  she  per- 
formed drew  a  crowd  around  her,  and  in  u  short 
time  she  founded  the  first  n»onastery  i'or  females, 
that  Ireland  had  ever  known,  under  tlie  name  of 
Kildarc — tk«  (xthni  crll.  She  diet!  there,  at  the 
age  of  seventy,  after  a  life  of  labor  and  of  love. 
Over  her  tomb  burst  forth,  that  inextinguishable 
flame,  called  St.  BrhhjtVKjire,  which  her  religious 
continually  nourished,  and  which  guarded,  during 
a  thousand  years,  the  love  and  faith  of  an  un- 
happy people,  as  the  light-house  of  the  country, 
until  the  triumph  of  a  sacrilegious  reform;  in  our 
days  it  has.  again  enkindled  the  muse  of  a  patriot 
poet:  [fane, 

'"Like  the  bright  lamp  that  shone  in  Kildare's  holy 
And  burned  through  long  ages  of  darkness  and 

storm. 
Is  the  heart  that  afflictions  have  come  o'er  in  vain, 
AVhose  spirit  outlives  them,  unfading  and  warm  ! 

Erin  !     Oh  Erin !  thus  bright  through  thy  tears 

Of  a  long  night  of  bondage  thy  spirit  appears." 
Innumerable  comments  asci  il)e  their  origin  to  the 
Abbess  of  Kildare.  Wherever  the  Irish  monk 
went,  in  Cologne  as  well  as  in  Seville,  churches 
liave  been  crect(;d  in  her  honor  ;  and  wherever,  in 
our  age,  British  emigration  has  penetrated,  the 
name  of  Bridget  distinguishes  the  Avoman  of  the 
Irisli  race.  Deprived  by  misery  and  persecution 
for  constructing  monuments  of  stone,  they  testi- 
fy their  undying  devoticm  to  this  dear  memory  by 
giving  her  name  to  their  daughters.  Noble  and 
touching  homage  of  a  race  always  unfortunate, 
and  always  faithful  to  the  Saint  who  was  herself 
a  slave  and  a  Catholic.  There  are  glories  more 
lauded  and  more  splendid,  but  can  we  find  many 
that  reflect  more  honor  uixm  human  nature. 

A  more  distinctive  characteristic  of  the  Irish 
monks,  as  of  their  nation,  was  the  imperious  need 
of  seckiog  or  carrying  afar  science  and  religion  ; 
they  penetrate  the  most  I'cmote  regions  in  order  to 
combat  heresy,  ccmsequently  this  monastic  race 
became,  par  excellence,  the  inissioruiry  race. 

While  strangers  flocked  to  Ireland,  to  receive 
religious  instruction,  she  sent  her  missionaries 
abroad.  They  covered  the  lands  and  seas  of 
the  West.  Indefatigable  navigators,  they  landed 
upon  the  most  remote  islands;  they  inundated 
the  continental  regions  with  successive  emigra- 
tions. Incessant  visions  showed  them  the  known 
and  unknown  world  to  conquer  for  Christ.  The 
poem  of  Th6  "■Pilgrimage  cj  Ht.  Brnndan ;"  that 
monastic  odyssey  so  celebrated  in  the  Middle  Age ; 
that  popular  prelude  to  the  Divine  Comedy,  ex- 
hibits the  Irish  monks  battling  with  all  the 
dreams  and  wonders  of  the  Celtic  ideal.  Later 
we  see  them  battling  wnth  the  reality.  We  will 
speak  of  their  metropolis  upon  the  rock  of  Ionia 
in  the  Hebrides.  We  will  tell  what  they  did  for 
the  c(mversi(m  of  Great  Britain ;  but  we  must 
first  follow  them    into  Gaul— into  that  country 


from  whence  the  Gospel  has  been  carried  to  them 
by  St.  Patrick.  It  was  toward  the  end  of  the 
sixth  century  that  tlie  action  of  Ireland  upon 
the  country  directly  under  the  dominion  of  the 
Franks,  became  decisive.  Then  most  generously 
did  she  acquit  hei'self  of  the  debt  she  owed  Gaul. 
She  had  received  Patrick  and  in  return  she  gave 
Columban. 

♦► 

Bo  Eight,  and  let  People  Talk. 

The  Bishop  of  Belley  says:  "As  I  was  going 
to  Paris  to  preach  during  Lent,  Saint  Francis  of 
Sales  taught  me,,  by  the  following  acecdote,  the 
little  importance  I  ought  to  attach  to  what  people 
would  say: 

"The  Superior  of  a  certain  Convent  had  given 
a  good  old  Brotlier  charge  of  the  clock,  by  way 
of  light  occupation,  and  to  spare  him  the  tedium 
of  inaction.  Having  tried  it,  the  poor  Brother 
found  he  never  Iiad  a  more  ditficult  and  disagree- 
able task. 

"'What,'  exclaimed  the  Superior,  'to  wind  up 
a  clock  twice  a  day  v' 

" '  That  is  easy  enough,  but  I  am  tormented  on 
all  sides !' 

"  '  How  is  that  f  asked  the  Superior. 

"'When  the  clock  is  a  little  slow,"  replied  the 
Brother,  'tho.se  occupied  at  the  College  c(mii)lain, 
and  to  satisfy  them  1  advance  the  hand  a  little; 
those  in  town  immediately  find  fault  because  the 
clock  goes  too  fust,  and  if  I  jnake  it  go  slower, 
the  others  recommence  their  ctmiplaints,  so  that 
my  head  is  like  the  bell  on  which  the  hammer  of 
the  clock  strikes,  and  I  am  perfectly  bewildered 
by  all  these  complaints.' 

"The  Superior,  to  comfort  him,  said:  'I  will 
give  you  a  piece  of  good  advice,  which  will  es- 
tablish peace  everywhere.  AVhei>  complaints  are 
made  that  the  clock  goes  too  fast  say :  '1  will  take 
care  and  slacken  its  pace.' 

.  "  '  But,'  replied  the  old  man,  '  the  others  will 
then  cry  aloud — ' 

"' Tell  them,' interrupted  the  Superior:  'chil- 
dren, be  quiet ;  I  will  hasten  its  speed.  In  the 
mean  time,  let  the  clock  alone,  only  be  careful  to 
give  good  and  kind  words,  and  all  will  be  satis- 
tied  and  you  in  peace.' 

''  You  are  going  to  be  exposed  to  all  sorts  of 
judgments.  If  ytm  listen  to  what  is  said  of  you, 
you  will  never  know  how  to  act.  Give  to  all 
good  and  gentle  Words,  and  in  the  meantime  fol- 
low your  natural  bent,  and  do  not  act  upon  the 
various  advices,  for  the  most  part  contradictory, 
you  may  receive.  Consider  God,  and  allow  your- 
self to  be  guided  by  the  Holy  Spirit.  -  We  should 
care  very  little  for  the  judgments  of  men,  since 
we  do  not  aim  at  pleasing  them.  God  is  our 
Judge;  He  sees  the  bottom  of  our  hearts,  and 
even  what  is  most  hidden." 

It  is  a  great  glory,  or  rather  a  triple  glory,  for 
the  Jesuits  to  number  in  their  ranks  the  three 
saintly  young  men,  Stanislaus  Kostka,  Louis  Gon- 
zaga  and  John  Berchnians.  What  protectors  for 
youth,  and  what  a  holy  emulation  should  it  excite 
among  others  to  see  this  triple  example  of  holi- 
ness in  young  collegians. 
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Oh  I  Balmy  and  Bright ! 

Oh  !  I)aliny  aiul  bright  us  ii)ni>ii]iglit  iiiglit, 
Is  love  oF  imr  IIK'SHcd  Mother ; 
It  Iic8  like  n  In-iiin 
Over  life's  cold  strenin, 
An<l  life  knows  not  such  another, 
Oh  life  knows  not  such  another! 

The  montii  of  .>Iny  witli  a  jjrace  n  day 
yiiines  hriirlit  with  our  BIcEued  Mother; 
The  angels  on  lii^h 
In  the  glorious  .-ky, 
Oh  they  know  not  such  another, 
Nay,  they  know  not  such  another  ! 

The  angels'  Queen,  the  beautiful  Queen, 
Is  the  sinner's  patient  Mother; 
With  pardon  and  peace 
And  the  soul's  relase, 
Where  shall  we  find  such  another, 
Where  shall  we  lind  such  another? 

O  -Mary's  Heart,  the  Innnaculate  heart, 
The  Heart  of  the  Saviour's  Mother! 
All  Heaven  shows  bright 
In  its  clear  sweet  light, 
God  lias  uot  made  such  another, 
God  has  uot  made  such  another! 

Weekly  Chronicle. 

FitoM  RoMK. — A  most  violent  tempest  arose  as 
the  Cardinals  were  heaving  the  secret  Consistory 
held  l>y  his  Holines«,  in  the  Vatican  on  the  27th 
of  March.  It  lasted  more  than  two  hours;  the 
hail  fell  with  such  fi)rce  as  to  destry  entirely  the 
glass  galleries  which  surround  the  court  of  Saint 
Dainasus  at  the  Vatican  ;  the  door  of  the  Po|)e's 
grand  stairway  was  torn  from  its  place,  an<l  the 
enormous  windows  which  light  it  were  hurled 
with  a  stunning  noise  upon  the  marble  steps. 
The  swiss  Guards  barely  escaiped  (Ij-ath.  Provi- 
dence most  visil)ly  protected  the  CaVdinals,  who 
left  the  Consistory  in  a  body  the  moment  of  the 
accident.  Two  minutfs  later  and  they  Avould 
have  been  buried  beneath  the  avalanche  of  wood 
and  broken  windows. 

FuANCK. — The  history  of  the  liust  moments  of 
Bishop  d'Amntlia,  of  New  Calp(h)nia,  who  died  in 
1853  a  victim  of  his  dev<ltedne8.^  to  his  people, 
decimated  by  frightt'id  epidemic,  has  been  most 
touchingly  relate<l  in  one  of  the  late  Sunday  even- 
ing reunions  at  Notre  Dame  des  Victoircs,  by 
Father  Forestier,  Marist.  The  following  scene  in 
his  life  was  given  by  the  pious  orator: 

"The  storm  nipidly  increased  in  violence.  The 
roaring  of  the  waves,  and  the  fury  of  the  winds  an- 
nounced immediate  danger.  The  young  Tadinan, 
still  a  catechumen,  trembled  at  the  thought  of 
dying  without  being  a  Christian.  'We  are  >?'>'"{? 
to  the  bottom  of  the  sea,'  said  the  Bishop  of  Am- 
atha  to  him,  'then  we  shall  see  our  good  God.' 
'Epikpo,'  (Bishop)  replied  the  poor  child,  'I  am 
not  very  hap))y  at  that  thought.'  '  You  may  be, 
for  you  are  baptized.'  'But  alas,  I  am  not.  Oh, 
baptize  me,  I  l>eseech  you,  and  then  I  also  will  go 
and  see  the  g.iixl  God.'  Bishop  Douarre  performeil 
the  ceremony,  and  said :  '  My  child,  now  you  are  an 


angtl ;  pray  to  GikI  and  to  Mary  to  help  uk,'  and 
the  child,  ha^jpy  in  buptiKmal*  gr«<i-,  cnlndy  re- 
plied :  '  O  Kpik|M),  would  it  not  Ik*  l>etter  U*  die, 
and  go  to  Heaven,  where  we  wouhl  never  again 
suffer  from  hunger  and  coM  »*  But  the  oljcdicnt 
child  prayed,  and  the  ve<».'*l  was  sive*]." 

[A  painting  at  Notre  Dame  «le  Fourvi^res 
represents  the  saiiitly  Bishop  baptizing  hiii  vuung 
catechumen  in  the  midst  of  the  tempc»t.J 

TiiR  Exiles  of  Vii.n*.— Oar  rcndcr-«arodon?it- 
less  familiar  with  the  hist-.ry  of  these  ixmr  Polinh 
Picligious.  lately  ex]Klled  fr'.m  their  cloister  and 
their  country.  Their  touching  reception  in  Paris, 
where  their  arrival  was  wholly  unexpeeted.  ia 
most  affictingly  related  in  the  following  lett<.-r 
from  the  Superior  of  the  First  Visitation  Convent 
in  Paris: 

"  Jue^day,  ^lareh  21st,  we  received  a  note,  writ- 
ten in  pencil,  from  Mother  \'.  Constance,  informing 
us  that  herself  and  her  family,  com |v>s«'d  of  forty- 
eight  p<rsons,  were  at  the  de'pot  of  the  Northern 
Railroad,  and  within  less  than  half  an  hour,  eight 
omnibuses  brought  them  to  the  door  of  the  Hef- 
ugees.  The  door  was  openeil  and  we  perceive<l 
a  cfoiid  of  Beligioiis  tilling  the  church  yurd  ;  con- 
spicuous among  them  were  f  >ur  large  white  Car- 
melite cloaks ;  for  the  dear  Mother  /if  Vilna.  with 
t  he  conlifling  charity  of  at  rue  d:iughter  of  (»ur  holy 
Founder,  had  extended  her  wings  to  shelter  these  I 
four  daughters  of  Saint  Teresa,  who.  on  the  eve  ! 
of  her  departure,  had  im])lore<l  her  to  t;ike  them 
with  her. 

"All  these  beloved  exiles  were  gathered  within 
our  cloister.  On  leaving  their  own  monastery 
they  had  kjs.sed  its  walls,  and  they  seemed  ready 
to  do  the  same  to  those  w  liich  now  offered  them 
the  precious  benefits  of  regular  life  in  conmuinify. 
These  dear  Sisters  t'ell  upon  their  knees  and  kissed 
the  hand,  not  only  of  tlie  Supt-rior.  but  of  everv 
Sister  in  the  monastery:  in  their  humility  and 
gratitude  they  seemed  to  see  Superiors  in  all  who 
received  them  with  so  much  joy.  •'i'hanks!' 
'Thanks!'  were  heard  on  all  sides,  in  German, 
French  and  l^olish.  We  answered  by  our  tears, 
and  they  under.sto«Kl  us,  for  this  language  of  the 
heart  beUmgs  to  all  countries. 

"After  everyone  had  entered  into  the  Convent, 
all  our  Sisters  were  eager  to  offer  them  refresh- 
ments; but  no  dinner  had  been  prepared.  The 
Sister  of  the  kitchen  rushed  to  her  turnace,  axsistttl 
by  many  volunteers,  and  a  repast  was  8|)eedily 
improvised  ;  tables,  benches,  napkins  and  dishes 
were  brought;  everybody  t<M)k  part,  but  without 
much  mutual  understanding,  for  their  hearts  were 
too  full  to  leave  much  room  for  presence  of  mind  ; 
and  during  this  time  these  wellljeloved  Sisters, 
who  were  still  fasting,  solicited  and  obtained  the 
happiness  of  receiving  Holy  Communion.  The 
sanctuary  railing  was  watered  with  their  tears. 
To  us  they  said  nothing,  but  I  think  our  Lord 
made  their  hearts  feel  that  ic/u^re  the  Uoly  Eucka- 
rimt  iM,  tlure  can  be  no  a  He. 

The  rest  of  the  day  was  8})ent  in  organizing 
lodgings  for  the  wanderers;  and  our  L«ird,  who 
multiplied  the  loaves,  this  evening  seemeti  to  en- 
large our  walls  for  the  accommodation  of  all,  tear- 
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ing  even  two  cells  vacant.  The  Chapter-room  and 
every  little  available  corner  was  transformed  into 
lodging  purposes,  it  was  so  natural  for  every  one 
to  have  a  degree  of  holy  rivalry  in  offering  her 
cell  to  those  who,  for  their  attachment  to  their 
faith,  had  not  whereon  to  repose  their  head.  It 
seemed  that  they  had  said,  with  Saint  Paul :  '  Who 
will  separate  me  from  the  charity  of  Jesus  Christ?' 
All  they  brought  with  them  was  the  crucifixes 
from  their  cells,  each  one  placing  her  own  upon 
her  heart. 

"It  would  be  difficult  to  describe  what  a  state 
of  destitution  they  were  in  after  the  vicissitudes 
of  'so  long  a  journey.'  " 

Diocese  of  Fokt  Wayne. — On  Sunday  28th  of 
May,  the  corner-stone  of  a  splendid  church,  to  be 
dedicated  to  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God,  was 
blessed  at  Lafayette,  Ind.,  by  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
LuERS,  assisted  by  Right  Rev.  Dr  Rosecrans, 
and  by  Rev.  J.  Force,  of  Logansport,  Rev.  C. 
Maugin,  of  Crawford ville,  etc.  Tlie  eloquent 
Doctor  preached  both  at  High  Mass  and  on  the 
spot  outside,  where  the  ceremonies  took  place,  in 
his  usual  clear,  logical  and  cogent  style,  to  a  large 
and  admiring  audience.  This  is  the  nineteenth 
church  the  zealous  pastor.  Rev.  George  Hamilton, 
is  now  undertaking.  May  he  live  long  enough 
to  build  as  many  more.  AVe  will  refer  again  to 
this  subject,  doubly  interesting  to  us. 


Maria  Aurora. 


Te  nascente  ut  aurora 
Vult  e  ccbIo  sine  morn 
Miiti  sol  justitice. — Neot  Poeta. 
Like  the  coming  of  the  dawning, 
Mary,  lovely  Star  of  Morning, 
Givest  thou  the  joyful  warning. 
That  the  Sun  of  Justice  comes. 
Mary  is  that  day-dawn  which  the  Psalmist  says 
the  Lord  would  create  with  his  own  hands.     The 
name  of  Aurora,  whatever  be  its  origin,  is  admi- 
rably appropriate.     Whether  we  derive  it  from 
aurum — gold — or  from  hora  aure<i — hour  of  gold — 
the  advent  of  Mary  into  this  world  was  the  morn- 
ing of  the  golden  age  of  Faith  and  Grace,  termin- 
ating the  iron  age  of  infidelity,  of  sin,  of  igno- 
rance, and  of  the  law.     Precious  Aurora !     Mary 
offers  us  the  immaculate  gold  of  her  virginal  puri- 
ty, the  glittering  gold  of  her  ardent  charity,  and 
the   pure   gold  of  wisdom  and  goodness ;  she  is 
filled  with  love,  inundated  with  the  Divinity — 
this    happy   woman    "clothed    with    the    sun." 
Other  authors  assign  the  origin  of  the  name  Aurora 
to   aura  rorans — breeze   shedding  dew — or  hora 
roris — the  dewy  hour — because  it  is  the  moment 
when  the  heavens  distill  dew  upon  the  universe. 
So  also  it  is  by  Mary  that  divine  grace  is  shed  over 
souls  to  extinguish  therein  the  fires  of  sin  ;  it  is  by 
the  consent  of  Mary  that  the  Divine  Word  has 
been  enabled  to  deposit  the  dew  of  the  Divinity  in 
the  bosom  of  human  nature.    Others,  again,  derive 
this  name  from  a/oium  Iwra — the  hour  of  birds — 
who  awake  with  the  dawn  to  send  forth  their 
canticles  of  gratitude  to  the  Creator.   When  Mary 
entered  the  world,  what  songs  of  joy  resounded 


in  Heaven  !  what  canticles  of  thanksgiving  in  the 
house  of  Anne  and  Joachim!  When  our  Aurora 
sheds  its  first  glimmer  in  the  soul  of  a  sinner,  the 
souls  of  the  Saints,  the  birds  of  this  world,  borne 
toward  Heaven  upon  two  wings  of  gold,  the  love 
of  God  and  the  love  of  their  neighbor,  unite 
their  voices  to  the  consorts  of  angels  saluting  the 
new  day. 

Often  the  aurora  is  called  aura  on  account  of 
its  transparent  whiteness.  What  whiteness  may 
be  compared  to  that  shining  whiteness  of  the 
Virgin  Immaculate?  Mary  is,  then,  the  true  au- 
rora, empurpled  with  the  fires  of  the  rising  Sun, 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  whom  she  carried  in  her 
arms.  Her  glory  is  derived  from  Him  whom  she 
brought  into  the  world.  She  sheds  over  us  the 
dew  of  the  celestial  benedictions ;  then,  as  we  see 
the  flush  of  morning  deepen  with  the  rising  sun 
until  it  is  all  absorbed  in  him,  so  does  the  bright- 
ness of  our  Aurora  increase  until  love  unites  her 
to  Jesus,  and  she  is  lost,  so  to  speak,  in  Him 
whose  universe  she  is. — 8t.  Bernardin  of  Sienna. 

Arising  from  the  bosom  of  shadows,  the  dawn 
puts  an  end  to  the  night,  and  spreads  over  crea- 
tion a  new  light,  filling  it  with  joy.  Mary  is 
born,  arising  from  the  long  night  of  sin  that  ex- 
tends from  Eve  to  her  Immaculate  Conception. 
She  rises  from  amidst  the  shadows  of  ignorance, 
of  infidelity,  of  sadness,  of  sorrow — she  inaugu- 
rates the  day  of  knowledge,  faith,  joy,  immortal- 
ity— she  brings  into  the  world  Him  in  whom  are 
"  hidden  the  treasures  of  the  knowledge  and  of 
the  wisdom  of  the  Father,"  the  "desire  of  the 
eternal  hills,"  our  peace  and  our  consolation. 
Mary  arises  from  the  shadows  of  the  law,  from 
the  obscurities  of  the  Synagogue,  to  commence 
the  glowing  day  of  the  Church  whose  Eternal 
Sun  knows  no  setting.  The  aurora  is  the  neces- 
sary midway  between  the  waning  night  and  the 
coming  day.  Mary  is  the  mediatrix  placed  by 
the  divine  mercy  between  man  and  God,  between 
the  sinner  and  his  Jesus. 

When  the  day  dawn  begins,  objects  decolorized 
by  night  resume  their  colors,  the  flowers  unfold 
their  tender  corols  to  drink  the  dew  of  heaven. 
These  delicate  flowers  nourished  by  celestial  ema- 
nations are  the  saints,  the  splendid  apparel  of  the 
garden  of  the  Spouse,  the  holy  Church — these  ob- 
jects resuming  the  colors  of  which  the  night  has 
deprived  them,  are  sinners  whose  souls  revive  at 
the  first  rays  of  our  Aurora  ;  at  its  rays  they  arise 
from  the  sleep  of  death  wherein  their  faults  have 
plunged  them,  and  go  forth  to  labor  in  the  field 
of  the  Father  of  the  family;  the  dreams  and 
phantoms  of  the  night  have  given  place  to  the 
smiling  images  of  the  day ;  to  the  night-birds,  evil 
desires,  have  succeeded  holy  contemplations ;  the 
demons  have  fled  before  the  angels  who  form  the 
court  of  Mary;  vices  have  disappeared  "like 
smoke,  and  as  the  wax  before  the  fire."  (Ps.  Ixvii, 
3.)  Then  the  traveler,  the  pilgrim,  remembering 
that  he  has  not  here  a  permanent  city,  (Heb.  xiii, 
14,  resumes  his  staff,  the  cross,  ascending  the  path- 
way which  discovers  to  him  that  Aurora  whose 
Son  is  called  "  the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life." 
(John  xiv,  6).     He  knows  that  the  monsters  of 


AVE    MARIA. 


79 


the  nigltt  have  ccHwd  to  gnash  their  tooth,  that 
the  beasts  of  the  forests  have  returned  to  their 
dens,  the  day-dawn  has  dispelled  all  perils  and 
the  sluggard  alone  dares  to  excuse  himself  and 
say:  "A  lion  is  in  the  path."  (Prov. xxvi,  18). 
The  returp  of  the  dawn  brings  a  smile  of  happi- 
ness to  the  lips  of  the  dying;  he  feels  again  the 
fre.sl^ness  of  the  morning  hour,  the  glow  of  health 
calming  the  pangs  of  sutfering.  Mary  heals  our 
feverisli  w)ul8,  she  restores  us  to  health,  she  saves 
the  world  in  giving  it  Jesus. 

Jacob  struggled  all  night  with  an  angel,  and 
when  the  morning  came,  he  who  had  resisted  him, 
said  :  "  Let  me  go,  for  behold  it  is  break  of  day." 
(Gen.  xxxii,  26).  This  angel  represents  the  Di- 
vine Majesty  opposing  itself  to  the  prayers  of  the 
patriarchs  tor  the  coming  of  the  Saviour.  This 
word  "Let  me  go,"  being  equivalent  to  "Cease 
your  entreaties,'  for  already  glimmers  the  Aurora 
which  precedeth  the  Sun  of  Justice. 

O  Virgin  most  blessed,  mystical  aurora,  may 
thy  propitious  brightness  dissipate  the  shadows 
of  our  souls  and  the  painful  gloom  of  our  griefs. 
Virgin  most  holy,  turn  toward  us  those  pitying 
eyes  and  lead  us  from  evil,  and  conduct  us  to 
eternal  happiness, 

All  our  ills  expelling. 
Every  bliss  implore. 
«» 

NEW  PUBLICATIONS. 


POINTS  OF  CONTROVERSY ;  A  Series  of 
jM-tures,  497  pp.  By  Rev.  C.  F.  Smarius,  Mis- 
sionary of  the  Society  of  Jesus.  New  York : 
I^nnie,  Shea  &  Lindsay. 

A  book  from  Father  Smarius !  It  must  be  a  gem, 
if  the  author  is  in  any  way  to  compare  to  the 
spe'd-er.  It  is  more  than  a  gem  ;  it  is  a  chef-iF mivre. 
This  work,  in  the  form  of  doctrinal  lectures, 
has  for  its  object  the  conversion  of  s^uls  to  God, 
the  leading  of  them  to  abjure  error  and  embrace 
the  truth  as  it  is  in  Christ  Jesus. 

Timely  antidotes  must  be  applied  to  arrest  the 
workings  of  the  poison  incautiously  imbibed  in 
con.<»equence  of  the  effects  sought  to  be  produced 
by  the  continual  misrepn'sentations  of  those  who. 
outside  the  pale  of  the  Church,  are  influenced  by 
prejudice,  or  endeavor  to  sustain  their  positions 
by  argument,  weak  even  to  puerility.  For  this 
purpose  the  vali  al)le  Ix^ok  before  us  was  written. 
The  Rev.  author  places  it  under  the  prf)tection 
and  care  of  the  ever  Immaculate  Virgin  Mary, 
Mother  of  God,  and  patroness  of  the  infant  Church 
in  the  United  States  of  America,  anil  begs  her  to 
bless  it,  its  author,  and  its  readers. 

We  give  the  table  of  contents — IndiflFerence  in 
Religion,  page  7  ;  The  Bible  not  the  Rule  of 
Faith,  page  50;  The  Church  of  Christ,  page  109; 
The  Roman  Catholic  Church,  the  Church  of 
Christ,  page  170;  C(mfession,  page  243.  On  Pur- 
gatory aiul  Indulgences,  page  296 ;  On  the  Real 
Presence,  page  342 ;  Honor  and  Invocation  of 
Saints,  Veneration  of  Images  and  Relics,  page  411; 
On  the  Honor  and  Invocation  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary,  page  458. 
As  la  seen  from  this,   Father  Samarius,  like  a 


true  son  of  the  Church,  an  he  is,  devoten  one  chap- 
ter of  the  nine  wliich  nmke  up  his  Invik,  to  the 
Hlesse*!  Virgin,  and  with  it  iH-aiitifully  rtoieii. 
He  writes  as  he  speaks,  and  he  S|>cak8  an  one 
whose  heart  and  hps  are  overflowing  with  the 
fervor  of  heavenly  love  and  devotion  :  his  utter- 
ances have  wings  and  Inar  us  away  up  to  the 
empyrean  where  we  find  ourselves  among  angels 
and  sainta  There  is  a  precious  value,  a  sacred- 
ness,  a  true  incense  in  this  book.  The  flowers  of 
beauty  scattered  through  it  are  living,  fre«h, 
blooming,  varied  in  shaiK-,  fragrance  and  hue. 

Everywhere  is  there  singular  excellence  of 
thought,  varied  with  wonderful  richness;  every- 
where is  the  writer  copious  and  accurate,  fervent 
and  enthu8ia<-tic ;  everywhere  has  he  shed  beams 
of  sunny  brightness  and  a  poetic  charm  over  his 
pages.  We  realize  in  it  our  ideal  of  what  such 
works  should  be.  The  bof)k  is  controversial,  and 
therefore  very  instructive,  for  when  conducted 
in  a  proper  spirit  and  with  a  sincere  desire  to  as- 
certain the  truth,  discus.sion  is  discovery.  He 
enters  fully  into  an  examination  of  the  popular 
objections  to  the  belief  and  practice  of  Catholics, 
as  far  as  regards  the  subjects  which  he  treats,  and 
completely  disproves  them.  He  has  some  thing 
to  tell,  and  he  proceeds  at  once  to  do  it.  "  Infi- 
delity and  a  general  indifference  to  all  religion 
are  the  characteristic  traits  of  the  age."  In  our 
unwise  hurry  in  life's  forced  march  we  pursue 
with  zeal  and  earnestness  every  thing  conducive 
to  the  gratification  of  our  .sen.'«es,  while  we  are 
sunk  in  a  total  apathy,  are  dead  to  all  that  ap- 
pertains to  our  higher  and  more  imjxjrtant  in- 
terests. 

The  age  in  which  we  live  is  distinguished  for 
its  great  indiflFerence  to  the  essentials  of  religion, 
and  l)y  a  peculiar  eagerness  for  everything  which 
a  sincere  love  for  religion  considers  vanit}-.  Peo- 
ple seemingly  wish  for  a  morality  without  religion, 
but  the  experience  of  man  has  shown  that  the  two 
are  inseparably  connected. 

Religion,  true  practical  religion,  is  almost  for- 
gotten, or  looked  upon  as  visionarj-  and  chimer- 
ical. The  meek  but  earnest  call  of  duty  is  un- 
heard or  unheeded  amidst.the  clamor  of  business. 
We  are  fast  becoming  irnligious — forgetting  that 
man  was  made  to  be  .sanctified,  that  man  was 
made  for  God,  and  that  no  man  liveth  for  him- 
8<'lf.  The  sacre<l  fire  of  faith  is  fa.st  going  out  for 
want  of  fuel,  and  the  contents  of  just  such  books 
as  this  of  Father  Smarius  is  the  means  of  sup- 
plying the  fuel  by  which  the  fire  of  habitual  piety 
must  be  kept  up,  and  the  flame  of  fervent  devo- 
tion daily  enkindled.  Any  positive  belief  is  bet- 
ter than  unbelief 

You  may  straighten  the  gnarled  and  crooked 
sapling,  l)ut  who  can  make  dead  branch,  sfcvered 
from  its  parent  stem,  grow  green  again  *  Wlio 
oin  quicken  the  dead  pulse  into  lifV,  and  st-nd  the 
blo<id  once  more  bounding  through  the  vt-ins  on 
its  life-sustaining  mi.ssiony  Fatlier  Smarius 
traces  the  cause  of  the  moral  d<'generacy  of  the  age 
to  the  principle  of  private  judgment,  as  the  high- 
est and  only  authority,  in  religion  and  morality; 
a  principle  introduced  by  Luther  and  Calvin,  and 
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■which  made  religion  the  salve  of  man,  subject  to 
his  prejudices  and  passions,  his  freaks  and  fan- 
cies, and  man  no  longer  ol)eilient  to  her  divine 
authority;  a  principle  that  dethroned  reason  it- 
self, and  made  feeling  the  exponent  of  truth,  so 
that  men  judged  of  religion  as  they  did  of  their 
breakfasts  and  dinners.  The  error  of  man  was 
substituted  for  the  teaching  of  Christ;  the  Scrip- 
tures lost  their  objective  value,  ai^d  became  the 
pro])erty  of  each  subjective  understanding — the 
natural  result  of  all  which  was  apathy,  indiffer- 
ence, finally  infidelity.  Unity  in  faith  and  belief 
was  destroyed,  and  the  flood-gates  of  Atheism 
thrown  open.  If  there  is  one  thing  more  con- 
vincing than  another,  which  goes  to  prove  the 
divine  origin  of  revelation,  it  is  this  same  char- 
acteristic of  unity.  To  remedj'  this  evil  we  must 
go  back  to  first  principles,  "  and  deduce  from 
these  the  obligations  which  have  been  disowned, 
the  duties  which  have  been  neglected."  This  the 
writer  endeavors  to  do,  auel  he  does  it  well. 

Seldom  has  it  been  our  good  fortune  to  see  a 
more  philosoi)hic  view. and  lucid  discussion  of  the 
teachings  and  practices  of  the  Church — so  much 
misconceived  and  so  often  misrepresented  by  an 
ignorant  prejudice.  We  predict  for  it  an  exten- 
sive circulation  among  Catholics,  while  among 
Protestants  those  who  look  into  and  study  such 
works  will  find  wliat  Protestants  have  found  be- 
fore; will  see  what  Protestants  have  seen  before 
— and  we  take  it  from  their  own  lips — those  who 
have  followed  Catholicity  into  her  schools  and 
colleges,  into  her  monasteries  and  convents — to 
hospitals,  asylums — the  abodes  of  poverty — and 
blessed  God  !  they  will  see  men  and  women,  actu- 
ated by  the  spirit  of  the  first  great  twelve,  put- 
ting into  daily  practice  the  sweet  story  of  our  suf- 
fering Saviour's  life ;  and  on  seeing  the  beautiful 
within  they  will  exclaim  with  Saint  Augustine, 
as  Protestants  have  exclaimed  before :  "  Too  late 
have  I  found  thee,  O  beauty  so  ancient  and  yet  so 
new !  too  late,  too  late,  have  I  begun  to  love 
thee!" 

We  earnestly  advise  all  our  readers  to  procure 
copies  of  ihis  work  of  Father  Smarius,  who  prom- 
ises, ere  long,  to  issue  another  volume,  which  we 
shall  hail  with  delight. 

We  are  very  sorry  that  for  Avant  of  sjiace  we 
cannot  at  i)re.>ent  give  a  longer  extract  than  the 
following  on  the  lilessed  Virgin.  We  intend  to 
return  to  the  book  again  : 

"  Is  it  j)ride,  madness,  or  inspiration,  which 
makes  a  young  maiden,  scarcely  sixteen  years  of 
age,  the  descoii.dant^/>f  a  royal  i)ut  fallen  family, 
the  inhabitant  of  an  obscure  town,  exclaim,  in  the 
bold  langu:»ge  of  the  text  al)ove  cited,  '  Behold  ! 
from  henceforth  all  generations  shall  call  me 
blessed  f 

"  Pride  or  presumption  it  cannot  be,  for  the 
words  which  precede  the  text  give  the  Virgin's 
humility  as  the  reason  of  her  bold  language.  'Be- 
cause lie  hath  regarded  the  humility  of  His  hand- 
maid. Behold  !  from  heucefoith  all  generations 
shall  call  me  blessed  !'  Much  less  was  it  mad- 
ness ;  for  who  dares  blasphemously  assert  that  the 
infinite  Wisdom  of  the  Father  should  have  chosen 


a  worann  that  was  crazed  for  His  beloved  mother? 
It  was,  then,  the  voice  of  insj^Iration,  the  voice  of 
the  Holy  Spirit,  the  voice  <if  the  Most  High,  which 
made  her  exclaim:  'Behold  l.fnmi  henceforth  all 
generations  shall  call  me  blessed."  As  the  voice 
of  inspiration,  we  must  examine  the  yieaning  of 
the  prophesy.  The  sense  is  plain  and  obvious. 
Mary  prophesies  that  from  that  very  day,  onward 
through  the  ages,  all  generations  shall  call  her 
blessed.  To  call  one  blesse(l  is  the  outward  ex- 
pression of  inward  respect,  honor,  veneration, 
which  the  person  deserves.  Mary,  then,  foretells 
that  from  the  day  on  which  she  l)ecame  the 
mother  of  Christ,  all  generations  should  continue 
to  respect,  honor,  and  venerate  her  as  she  de- 
serves. The  objective  reason  of  this  respect, 
honor  and  veneriition,  was  evidently  her  divine 
maternity, — the  fact  that  she  had  become  the 
mother  of  Christ. 

Hence,  we  may  infer,  without  doing  any  vio- 
lence to  the  text,  that  the  full  meai.ing  of  the 
prophesy  is  as  follows:  "  Behold,  from  this  day, 
on  which  I  am  the  mother  of  Chri.st,  true  God 
and  true  man,  all  Christian  generations  shall  call 
me  blessed.  There  was  then  to  be  a  succession  of 
Christian  men  and  women,  in  all  ages,  among  all 
nation.s,  who  from  the  connnencement  of  Christi- 
anity till  the  end  of  time,  should,  in  the  selfsame 
manner,  show  Mary  that  respect,  honor  and  love 
which  her  dignity  as  mother  of  the  Kedeemer  en- 
titled her  to  from  that  very  day." 


Sentiments  of  Diffidence  and  Humility. 

On  a  certain  occasion.  Saint  Francis  of  Sales 
was  obliged  to  pass  through  Geneva,  in  order  to 
confer  on  religious  matters  with  the  Baron  of  Lux, 
Lieutenant  ofthe  King,  in  Burgundy,  who  had  come 
by  express  order  of  his  Majesty.  The  Saint  exposed 
himself  very  much  during  the  journey  ;  and  as  I 
onice  alluded  to  the  fact  in  comj)any  with  him  and 
several  distinguished  persons,  he  humbly  accused 
himself  of  imprudence,  without  blaming  those  who 
had  accompanied  him,  and  who  fully  convinced 
that  no  harm  could  befall  him  and  that  no  one 
would  attempt  his  life.  I  added:  "Well.  Father,  the 
worse  that  could  have  happened  would  have  been 
the  best  for  you  ;  for  if  those  people  had  killed  you, 
of  a  confessor  they  would  have  made  a  martyr." 
"How  do  you  know,"  replied  he,  "if  God  would 
have  had  mercy  on  me,  and  granted  me  sufficient 
constancy  to  obtain  sucli  a  crown?" 

I  said  that  my  conjecture  was  well  founded, 
since  1  was  sure  he  would  prefer  to  suffer  a  thou- 
sand deaths  rather  than  renounce  his  faith. 

"I  know  very  well  what  I  ought  to  have  done  : 
it  is  precisely  m  hat  you  say  ;  but  am  I  a  prophet, 
to  divine  what  1  woukl  have  done  ?  Saint  Peter, 
the  patron  of  the  Church  of  Geneva,  was  certainly 
as  determined  to  do  right  as  I  could  be,  and  yet 
we  all  know  what  he  did  at  the  voice  of  a  poor 
servant  girl.  Blessed  are  they  that  fear  and  dis- 
trust tlicir  own  weakness,  and  who  do  not  rely 
upon  themselves,  but  put  all  their  confidence  in 
God.  We  can  do  all  things  when  lie  fortifies  us, 
but  without  Him  we  can  do  nothing." 
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00EPU3  OHRISTI. 

(We  love  t<i  boUfvp  tlmf  Furher  Faber's  works  are  honne- 
hmd  word<  with  nil  tlio.  rciiiliTs  of  llie  Avk  Mahia  ,  and  in 
proporiioii  H^  tlie.v  arc  cliuriiu-d  with  the  wriiinjrs  DfthU  gifted 
Mill  of  St.  I'hilij),  8<i  we  lire  »urf  they  will  thank  uu  furir'viDiij, 
ill  thffo  daye  CDiiKOCraied  lit  the  BU-sci-d  ^ncnl^l<'Ilt,  hin  ex- 
quisito  labluatu  of  lite  t'athulic  world  uii  <.'ori>UH  Chrixli.] 

It  is  tlio  Feast  of  Corpus  Cliristi.     Lot  us  put 
belore  ourselves  rs  on  a  map  the  respect  whicli  the 
whole  Church  is  ])resenting  to  the  Eye  of  God  to- 
day.    ()  the  joy  of  tlie  inuiiense  ffhiry  the  ('hiircli 
is  scndiuf^  up  to  God  this  hour:  verily  !  as  if  the  ! 
world  \V!is  uU  uufallen  still !     We   think,  and  as 
we  think  the  thoiijjjjts  are  like  so  many  successive  ! 
tide-waves  filling  our  whole  souls  with  the  lull-  j 
nes9  of  delight,  of  all  the  thousands  of   masses 
which  are   hcing  sjiid  or  sung  the   whole  world 
over,  and  all  rising  with  one  note  of  blissful  ac- 
clamation from  grateful  creatures  to  the   Majesty 
of  our  merciful  Creator.     How  many  glorious  pro- 
cessions, with  the  sun  upon  their  l)anners,  are  now 
winding  their  way  round   the  squares  of  mighty 
cities,  through  the  flower-strewn  streets  of  Chris-  | 
tian  villages,  through  the  antique  cloisters  of  the 
gh)ri(ms  cathedral,  or  through  the  gtounds  of  the 
devout  .siininaiy,  where  the  various  colors  of  the 
faces  and  the  different  languages  of  the  people  are  ] 
only  so  many   fresh  tok«ns  of  the  unity  of  that 
faith  which  they  are  all  e.\ultingly   profissing  in 
the  single  voice  of  the  maguiticeiit  ritual  of  Home ! 
Upon   liow  many  altars  of  various  architecture, 
amid  sweet  flowers  and  .«tarry  lights,  amid  clouds  ' 
of  humltle  incense  and   the  tumult  of  thrilling  ! 
song,  before  thousands  of  prostrate   worshipers,  > 
is  tlie  lilessed  fc>acrament  raised  for  exposition,  or 
taken  down  for    Ixmediction  !     And    how  many  j 
bles.«K.'d  acts  of  faith  and  love,  of  triumph  and  of  , 
reparation,  do  not  each  of  these  things  surely  rep- 
resent I     The  world  over,  the  summer  air  is  fllle<i  , 
with  the  voice  of  simg.     The  gardens  are  shorn  of 
their  fairest  blossiuns  to  be  flung  beneath  the  feet 
of  the  ^^acramental  God.     The  steeples  are  reeling 
with  the  clang  of  the  bells  :  the  cannon  are  boom- 
ing in  thegorges  of  tlie  Andes  an<l  the  Apeunines;  , 
the  ships  of  the  harbors  are  painting  the  bays  of 
the  sea  with  their  show  of  gaudy  flags  ;  the  pomp 
of  royal  or   re[)ublican  armies  salutes  the  King  of 
kings.     The  Pope  on  his  throne  and  the  school- 
girl in  her  Village,  cloistered  nuns  and  sequestered 
hermits,   bishops  and  dignitaries  and    preachers, 
emperors  and  kings  and  princes,  all  arc  engrossed  | 
to-day  with  the  hlcssed    Sacrament     Cities  are  i 
illuminated;  the  dwellings  of  men  are  alive  with  ■ 
exultation.     Joy  sq  abounds  that  nien  rejoice  they  j 
know  not   why,  and  their  joy   overflows  on  sad  I 


hearts  and  on  the  poor  and  the  imprisoned  and 
the  wandering  and  the  orphane<l,  and  the  home- 
sick e.xiles.  All  the  millions  of  soul.«t  that  Iwlong 
to  the  royal  family  and  spiritual  lineage  of  St. 
Peter  are  to  day  engaged  more  or  less  with  the 
lile-sscd  Sacrament;  so  that  the  whf)le  Church 
Militant  is  thrilling  with  glad  emotion,  like  the 
tremulous  rocking  of  the  mighty  s<>a.  Sin  seenos 
fi>rgottt'n  ;  tears  even  are  of  rapture  rather  tlmn 
of  jK'nance.  It  is  like  the  sotil's  first  day  in  heav- 
en ;  or  as  if  earth  its«'lf  were  passing  into  heaven, 
as  it  well  might  do,  for  sheer  joy  of  the  Ulewed 
Sacrament. 

Crowds  that  were  in  sin  yesterday  now  for  the 
love  of  Jesus  have  made  to-day's  sun  to  ri.se  upon 
their  penance  ;  and  over  each  one  all  heaven's  an- 
gels rejoiced,  more  than  over  a  newly  created 
world.  Millions  have  marie  their  preparation 
for  Communion,  and  the  least  fervent  of  them  all 
did  som.'thing  for  God  he  would  not  else  have 
done.  The  s;ime  millions  comnmuicated ;  and 
think  of  all  that  .Ie.><us  did  in  them,  and  with 
them,  and  fi)r  them,  while  the  sjicramental  union 
lasted!  The  same  millii>ns  male  their  thanks- 
giving, and  what  a  choir  of  praise  was  there. 
How  many  aged  men  will  the  evening  find  less 
worldly  than  the  morning  sawtluni!  in  how 
many  souls  of  children  has  not  faith  started  and 
grown,  strong,  .sui>])lt'.  j II icy  shoots,  more  than  a 
whole  year's  grr>wth  in  one  brief  day  ;  and  what 
a  glorionsthing  is  each  growth  of  faith  in  a  child- 
ish soul,  seeing  there  comes  along  with  it  such  a 
glorious  promise  for  eternity  I  .Vnd  what  shall  I  say 
of  those  deeper  depths,  the  souls  of  mortified  men  t 
I  suppose  that  the  mere  exercise  of  faith,  to  say 
nothing  of  love,  in  a  saint  is  something  so  deep 
and  high,  so  far-reaching  and  full  of  union  with 
Christ,  that  we  common  (Mjristians  can  know 
nothing  of  it.  And  how  many  real  siiints,  how 
many  hereafter  to  be  raised  on  the  altars  of  the 
Church,  have  lK?en  in  rapture,  in  ecsta.sy.  in 
tran.sccndent  conununion  with  God  this  day, 
through  the  stirring  of  the  life  giving  mystery  in 
their  souls.  The  silent  cloister  has  sent  up  thou- 
sands of  sweet  ])erfumes  from  esjxiusi-d  souls 
throughout  the  day  ;  acts  of  faith  enough  to  win 
grace  for  unamverted  tribes,  acts  of  love  siiflicient 
to  expiate  a  sea  of  bhusphemies  and  a  world  of 
sacrilege,  acts  of  union  which  have  strenirthened 
and  invigoraU'd  the  whole  Church,  and  quickened 
all  its  pulses  in  places  far  remote  from  the  cells, 
where  the  acts  were  perfected  in  solitude  und 
pi-ayer  and  austere  concealment.  NN  ho  can  tell 
the  vocations  begun  or  achieved  to  day,  the  oon- 


82 


AVE    MARIA 


versions  suggested  or  effected,  the  first  blows  given 
to  a  sinful  bal)it  or  the  crowning  virtue  to  a  de- 
vout resolve,  the  sins  remitted  or  the  sinful  pur- 
poses abandoned,  the  death-beds  illuminated  or 
the  souls  liberated  from  purgatory  through  the 
quickened  charity  of  earth  ?  There  has  been  a 
vast  and  busy  and  populous  empire  of  interior 
acts  open  to  the  eye  of  God  to-day,  so  beautiful, 
so  glorious,  so  religious,  so  acceptable,  that  the 
feast  of  the  outer  world  has  been  the  poorest  pos- 
sible expression  of  the  inner  feast  of  the  world  of 
spirit.  And  Avhat  is  it  all  but  triumph — the  tri- 
umph of  our  hidden  Lord  ? 

Corpus  Christi  is  essentially  a  feast  of  triumph. 
It  is  a  day  of  triumph  rather  even  than  of  joy,  a 
day  of  power,  of  fearlessness,  of  public  profession 
ot  faith,  of  the  heavenly  insult  [defiance]  of  truth 
over  doul>t,  heresy,  falsehood,  sacrilege,  and  blas- 
phemy. Its  position  immediately  following  upon 
Trinity  Sunday  is  a  sort  of  type  of  thi.s.  It  does 
not  come  after  the  Ascensicm  in  unbroken  order, 
as  one  feast  of  our  Lord  following  another,  nor 
even  at  once  after  Pentecost,  when  the  descent  of 
the  Holy  Ghost  had  been  as  it  were  the  fruit  of 
the  Ascension  and  the  sweet  token  of  the  strange 
truth  that  it  could  ever  be  expedient  for  us  that 
our  Lord  should  go  away.  But  it  waits  until  the 
Chuch  has  led  up  all  her  mysteries  into  the  se- 
cret fountain,  the  mother  niystery,  of  the  Most 
Holy  Trinity,  as  if  the  whole  collective  devotion 
of  the  year  rose  up  into  the  unapproachable  light, 
and  fell  back  again  in  showers  of  glory  and  in , 
streams  of  celestial  power  and  beauty  upon  men 
in  the  grand  and  consummating  mystery  of  Tran- 
substantiatlon.  Hence  its  character  of  triumph. 
The  Church  Militant  is  blended  for  a  moment 
with  the  Church  Triumphant,  and  forgets  her 
exile  and  her  militant  condition  ;  and  the  worship 
of  the  Holy  Trinity,  which  is  a  sort  of  antepast  of 
Heaven,  finds  its  adequate  expression  in  the  joy- 
ous adoration  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  It  is  a 
day  when  we  cannot  be  still,  and  hence  a  day  of 
processions.  It  is  a  feast  of  shout  and  song,  one 
while  against  the  earth,  as  if  the  walls  of  the 
great  city  of  the  world  were  miraculously  falling 
down  l)efore  our  faith,  while  we  encompa.ss  it, 
marching  angels  and  men,  to  the  martial  strains 
of  our  Lauda  Hioii ;  another  while,  in  praise  of 
the  Church,  while  the  whole  world  resounds  with 
the  acclamation.^  of  the  redeemed  bearing  their 
Redeemer  round  the  ramparts  of  His  own  impreg- 
nable Sion. 

Look  now  with  tlie  eve  of  faith  at  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  and  rcmeinlier  simply  what  our  cate- 
chism teaches  us  Hl)out  it.  Is  it  not  a  magnificent 
thing  to  be  a  Catholic?  Faith  is  such  a  glorious 
gift.  Think  how  it  makes  over  to  us,  as  if  they 
were,  and  they  truly  are,  our  own  hereditary  pos- 
sessions, all  the  grandeurs  of  the  universal  Church, 
the  famous  C'hurch,  the  martyr  Church,  the 
Church  that  is  never  old,  but  ever  has  a  perpetual 
freshness  like  the  Holy  Trinity,  ever  virgin  as 
Mary  herself,  ever  wet  with  blood  as  the  martyrs 
were,  ever  teaching  like  the  apostles  and  doctors, 
ever  witnessing  like  the  confessors,  ever  suffering 
innocently  like  the  Holy  Innocents  themselves, 


and  sending  up  a  perpetual  song  of  victory  even 
out  of  the  tires  of  persecution.  Oh  how  we  ought 
to  bless  God,  now  that  we  know  Jesus,  that  we 
were  not  born  in  the  poor  times  of  the  patriarchs 
and  prophets  before  the  Bles.sed  Sacrament!  Ah  ! 
how  they  desired  to  see  our  day  and  saw  it  not ! 
Nay,  we  even  seem  privileged  in  our  days  beyond 
elder  Christian  times :  for  the  longer  the  Church 
battles  with  the  world  the  more  venerable  she 
seems  to  become,  and  her  victories  of  grace  more 
wonderful.  Time  "writes  no  wrinkles  on  her 
brow,"  but  adds  line  after  line  of  glory  and  of 
freshness.  She  seems,  because  we  know  her  bet- 
ter, to  grow  more  beautiful,  more  powerful,  more 
bright  of  face,  more  sweet  of  voice,  more  strong  in 
arm,  more  mother-like  in  manner.  Dear  Church ! 
to-day  is  her  great  day,  the  Feast  of  Holy  Faith  ! 

JUNE,  THE  MONTH  Xthe  SAOEED  HEAET. 

The  secret  of  all  devotion  to  ^lary,  is  man's  love 
of  the  Sacred  Heart !  Hence  the  crowning  beauty 
of  the  Month  of  Mary,  prefacing,  or  introducing 
us,  as  it  were,  into  the  chosen  sanctuary  of  our 
Heavenly  Queen — into  the  Sacred  Hearty  itself 
For  thirty-one  days  we  waited  in  the  vestibule — 
chanting  our  songs  of  love  and  tender  devotion, 
and  as  the  last  perfume  of  the  flowers  and  the  in- 
ccense  of  the  Benediction  floated  away  on  the 
night  winds,  and  the  distant  echoes  laintly  whis- 
pered the  last  strains  of  the  organ,  then  our  Lady- 
Queen,  our  Mother,  drew  aside  the  curtains  of  the 
dawning  day,  and  as  she  placed  us,  with  herself, 
in  her  own  dwelling — in  the  Sacred  Heart  of 
Jesus — she  sweetly  whispered,  "  not  closed  is  my 
ilonth ;  on  the  contrary,  it  has  but  commenced  in 
the  ]\Ionth  of  the  Sacred  Heart ;  by  your  devo- 
tions during  the  oSIonth  of  Maiy,  you  are  pre- 
pared to  enjoy  the  wonderful  riches  and  charms 
of  the  Ecclesiastical  ]Mid-summer,  Corpus-Chiisti, 
Whitsuntide,  Trinity  Sunday  and  the  Sacred 
Heart.''  Then  we  began  to  understand  the  beau- 
tiful little  mystery  attached  to  :May.  Thirty-one 
days  to  Mary  was  not  too  long  a  prelude  for  the 
Month  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  Vv^e  needed  to  pre- 
pare by  a  closer  union  with  our  Jlother  for  the 
great  festivals  that  unite  the  last  days  of  our 
Lord's  human  life  on  earth,  Avith  the  first  days  of 
His  humanity  in  Heaven,  where  he  has  promised 
to  draw  all  hearts  to  Himself;  and  that  we  resist 
not  this  loving  violence,  we  must  open  our  hearts 
to  the  sweet  counsel  of  his  Mother. 

"She  is  the  Queen  of  Heaven  and  earth;"  far 
and  wide  her  empire  extends ;  its  Ijoundaries  are 
scarcely  distinguishable  from  those  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  so  closely  .are  they  \inited.  Mary  holds 
sway  over  the  Sacred  Heart,  it  does  her  bidding 
and  she  conmiands  with  a  mother's  love  ;  yet  she 
is  the  subject  of  the  Sacred  Heart  and  rejoices  in 
her  subjection.  Out  of  her  heart  came  the  blood 
of  that  Heart,  and  it  was  that  Heart  from  all 
eternity  merited  for  her  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion. It  was  the  Sacred  Heart  that  made  her 
sufi'er ;  but  it  was  the  Sacred  Heart  that  changed 
her  sufferings  into  everlasting  joy.  She  owes  all 
to  the  Sacred  Heart,  to  whom  tlie  ISaered  Heart 
owes  its  very  self     Yet  the  river  is  greater  than 
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tlie  fountain,  nnd  the  Sacred  Heart  is  greater  than 
Mary  /'//  thf  Infinite,  fH-oausc  it  inchidcs  the  God- 
head.     Mary  sits  upon  her  throne  and  uses  all  her 

1)ower  to  pmpagate  the  empire  of  the  tSacred 
loart.  Her  i)rayer  dispi-nses  its  graces.  Her 
holiness  is  the  monument  and  trophy  of  tl»c  Sa- 
cred Heart.  All  her  regal  splendor,  all  her  wealth 
of  graces  and  all  the  mystery  of  her  motherhood 
are  from  the  Sacred  Heart.  She  is  its  daughter 
and  its  ujother,  its  servant  and  its  queen.  And 
this  fountain  of  the  Sacred  Heart  ever  gushes  and 
flows  in  mysterious  sympathy  with  the  source 
whence  it  came  I 

Our  age  has  been  destined  by  Providence  in  an 
especial  manner  to  manifest  the  riches  of  the 
Sacred  Heart.  It  selected  one  huml)le,  faithful 
soul,  the  Blessed  Margaret  Mary  Alacoque  of  the 
Visitation,  as  its  instrument  to  make  known  the 
ineffal)le  views  of  its  goodness  and  wisdom. 

Let  us  listen  to  what  she  herself  tells  of  the 
visits  of  her  Celestial  Spouse ;  nothing  is  more 
touching  or  more  calculated  to  (;.\cite  our  devo- 
tion to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  our  (Jod  : 

"Being  one  day  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament," 
(she  writes  by  the  order  of  her  Superior),  "during 
the  octave  of  Corpus  Cristi,  I  received  from  my 
God  most  excessive  graces  of  His  love  ;  and  wish- 
ing to  return  Him  love  for  love,  He  said  to  me  : 
'  Thou  canst  perform  for  Me  no  greater  service 
than  in  doing  what  I  have  so  often  asked  of  thee.' 
Then  showing  me  IHs  Sacred  Heart,  'Behold  the 
Heart  which  has  so  much  loved  mankind;  it  has 
spared  nothing,  but  has  exhausted  and  consumed 
itself  as  a  testimony  of  its  love  for  them.  From 
the  greater  part,  I  have  received  naught  but  in- 
gratitude, irreverence  and  sacrilege,  ijy  the  cold- 
ness and  contempt  they  have  .shown  iMc  in  the 
Sacniment  of  My  Love.  For  this  reason,  I  require 
that  the  first  Friday  after  the  festival  of  the  Bless- 
ed Sacrament,  be  honored  as  a  Feast  jKirticularly 
dedicated  to  ^My  Sacred  Heart.  And  secular  per- 
sons will  find  in  tliis  devotion  all  the  assistance 
they  need  in  their  state  of  life — peace  and  joy  in 
their  family — solace  in  labor — consolation  in 
their  attlictions,  and  abundant  benedictions  from 
Heaven,  upon  all  their  undertakings.  It  will  be 
a  place  of  refuge  during  life,  but  particularly  at 
the  hour  of  death.' 

"  He  also  a.s.sured  me  that  He  took  a  singular 
complaisance  in  seeing  His  love  honored  under 
the  tigure  of  this  Heart  of  Flesh,  such  as  He  had 
shown  it  to  me.  And  He  at  the  same  time  prom- 
ised me  that  wherever  the  Image  Heart  would 
be  particularly  honored,  it  would  attract  the  most 
abundant  l>enedictions." 

In  the  midst  of  the  irreligion  of  the  day,  it  is 
most  consoling  to  sec  the  wonderful  development 
made  in  this  devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart.  The 
decree  of  the  Holy  Father,  establishing  in  its 
honor  a  Solemn  Festival,  has  completely  realized 
the  desire  expressed  by  our  Lord  to  Blessed  Mar- 
garet Mary.  And  the  late  bcatitication  of  this 
saintly  soul  should  stinmlate  the  zeal  of  all  the 
members  of  the  Apostlesliip  of  Prayer.  If  we 
were  only  a  little  more  devoted  to  Mary  and  the 
Sacred  Heart,  what  conquests  for  Jesus  would  we 


make!  What  souls  would  we  not  Ikj  instrumen- 
tal in  saving!  Our  mm  first,  and  then  our  neigh- 
b(»r8 !  And  it  is  not  yet  too  late.  Let  mine  at 
least  among  us  beennu!  more  fervent,  and  if  we 
have  not  a  host  to  do  the  work,  then  let  each  one 
working  with  Mary  in  the  Sacred  Heart,  be  a  ho*t 
in  himself. 

The  Sacred  Heart. 

In  this  glorious  poem,  Fatiier  Faber  has  thrown 
around  the  deeiiest  theologiatl  truth  all  the  beau- 
ties of  poetry.  It  is  like  the  Gospel  of  the  Be- 
loved Disciple,  arrange<l  in  such  full  strains  of 
Gregorian  cliant.  In  the  third  verse  how  exquis- 
itely he  sings  "In  the  beginning  was  the  Word." — 
"There  reigns  the  Eternal  Father  in  His  lone 
prerogatives."  fing,  lives." 

"And  in  His  Father's  mind  the  Son,  all  self-exist- 
This  is  preceded  by  the  sublime  description  of 
eternity  before  creation,  commencing 
"And  in  that  ungrowing  vision  nothing  deepens, 
nothing  brightens.' 
Again,  soaring  in  thought  to  the  a!>o<le  of  the 
Godhead,  he  tells  us,  O  how  touchingly ! 
"  What  They  owed  not  to  Themselves  They  stooped 
to  owe  to  man." 
But  the  gem  of  the  poem  is  the  sixth  verse, 
"A  Heart  that  hath  a  Mother  and  a  treasure  of 
red  blood." 
Thank  God  for  a  F'aber !  who,  bringing  poetry 
to  its  true  home,  the  Church,  draws  our  hearts 
from  the  siren  songs  of  earthly  loves,  back  to  the 
love  of  Mary-  and  the  Sacred  Heart. 
Unchangingand  unchangcal)le,  before  angeliceyes, 
The  vision  of  the  Godhead  in  its  tranquil  beauty 

lies ; 
And,  like  a  city  lighted  up  all  gloriously  within. 
Its  countless  lusters  glance  and  gleam,  and  sweet- 
est worship  win.  [the  Three. 
On  the  Unbegotten  Father,  awful  well-spring  of 
On  the  Sole  Begotten  Son's  coequal  Majestj', 
On  Him  eternally  breathed  forth  from  Father 
and  from  Son,  ["gcs  run. 
The  spirits  gaze  with  fixed  amaze,  and  unreckoned 
And  in  that  ungrowing  vision  nothing  deepens, 

nothing  brightens. 
But  the  living  Life  of  God  perpetually  lightens; 
And  created  life  Is  nothing  but  a  radiant  shadow 
fleeing  [ning  Being; 

From  the  unapproached  lusters  of  that  Unbegin- 
Spirits  wise  and  deep  have  watched  that  everlast- 
ing Ocean,  [motion ; 
And  never  o'er  its  lucid  field  hath  rippled  faintest 
In  glory  undistinguished  never  have  the  Three 
seemed  One,  [run. 
Nor  ever  in  divided  streams  the  Single  Essence 
There  reigns  the  Eternal  Father,  in  His  lone  pre- 
rogatives,                                         [ing,  lives. 
And  in  the  Father's  Illind,  the  Son,  all  self-exist- 
^Vith  Him,  their  mutual   Jubilee,  that  deepest 
depth  of  love,                              [git^ed  Dove  I 
Life-giving  Life  of  two-fold  source,  the  many- 
O  Bountiful!  O  Beautiful!  can  Power  or  Wisdom 
add 
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Fresh  featnrps  to  a  life,  so  munificent  and  glad  ? 
Can  even  uncreated  Dove,  ye  angels!  give  a  hue 
Which  can  ever  make  tl»e  Unchanging  and  L'n- 

cliangeable  look  new  ? 
The  Mercy  of  the  Merciful  is  equal  to  Their  Might, 
As  wondrous  as  Tiieir  Love,  and  as  Their  Wisdom 
bright !  [the  first, 

As  They,  who  out  of  nothing  called  creation  at 
In  everlasting  puqjoses  Tl    ir  own  design  had 
nursed, —  [once  al)ode, 

As  They,  who  in  Their  solitude.  Three  Persons, 
Vouchsafed  of  Their  abundance  to  become  crea- 
tion's God, —  [to  owe  to  man. 
What  They  owed  not  to  Themselves  They  stooped 
And  pledged  Their  glory  to  Him,  in  an  unimag- 
inable plan. 
See !  dee])  within  the  glowing  depth  of  that  Eter- 
nal Light,                          [ports  angelic  sight? 
What  change  hath  come,  what  visir)n  new  trans- 
A  creature  can  it  l)e,  in  uncreated  bliss? 
A  novelty  of  God?     Oh  what  nameless  thing  is 
this?  [shed, 
The  beauty  of  the  Father's  Power  is  o'er  it  brightly 
The  sweetness  of  the  Spirit's  Love  is  unction  on 
its  head ;  [part, 
In  the  wisdom  of  the  Son  it  iilays  its  wondrous 
While  it  lives  the  loving  life  of  a  real  Human 
Heart ! 

A  Heart  that  hath  a  Mother,  and  a  treae"'-e  of 
red  blood,  [food! 

A  Heart  tliat  man  can  pray  to,  and  feed  upon  for 
In  the  brightnes  of  the  Godhead  is  its  marvelous 
abode,  [God ! 

A  change  in  the  Unchanging,  creation  touching 
Ye  spirits  blest,  in  endless  rest,  who  on  that  Vision 
gaze,  [amaze. 

Salute  the  Sacred  Heart  with  all  your  v^-orhhipful 
And  adore,  while  with  ecstatic  skill  the  Three  in 
One  ye  scan,  [Heart  of  Man  ! 

The  Mercy  that  hath  planted  there  that  blessed 
All  tranquilly,  all  tranquilly,  does  that  Blissful 
Vision  last,  [it  cast ; 

And  its  brightness  o'er  immortalized  creation  will 
Ungrowing  and  unfading,  its  pure  Essence  doth 
it  keep,  [finitely  deep ; 

In  the  deepest  of  those  deptlis  where  all  are  in- 
Unchanging  and  unchangeable  as  it  hath  ever  been, 
As  it  was  before  that  Human  Heart  was  there  by- 
angels  seen, 
So  is  it  at  this  very  hour,  so  will  it  ever  be. 
With  that  Human  Heart  within  it,  beating  hot 
with  love  for  me! 


Bethelehcm  itself  supplies  us  with  many  sweet 
pictures.  We  have  the  Birth  at  midnight,  with 
the  kneeling  Mother,  and  the  adoring  Joseph,  the 
light  of  his  red  dusky  lantern  blending  with  the 
wliite  splendor  that  radiates  from  the  Little  Infaint 
on  the  floor,  and  the  eyes  of  the  beasts  in  the 
shadowy  background,  which  have  caught  the  re- 
flection and  are  looking  through  the  gloom.  No 
painter  can  paint  it  as  it  lies  in  the  believer's  soul, 
and  as  the  bells  of  Christmas  wake  it  up  in  that 
gay  winter  midnight,  which  is  brighter  than  a 
summer  noon,  because  of  the  inward  light  by 
which  the  hearts  sees  and  worships. 


LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEaiN. 
No.  1— The  Prisoner  of  War. 

[Continued.] 

CHAPTER  VI.— The  Renkoade. 

The  narrative  of  these  events  inspired  the  ca- 
lil)h  with  a  still  more  violent  desire  of  perverting 
the  baron.  He  flattered  himself  that  the  solitude 
and  weariness  of  a  dungeon  would  bring  down 
his  pride ;  he  also  forbade  food  to  be  given  to 
him  for  three  whole  days. 

After  this  time  had  elapsed,  the  imuan  was  sent 
to  him.  The  Moslem  priest  boasted  to  the  fam- 
ishing prisoner  of  the  feasts  and  pleasures  of  the 
Mahometan  paradise.  But  Berenger  remained 
immovable  and  answered: 

"  If  your  houris  resemi)le  the  dancing  girls  that 
I  have  seen,  I  prefer  the  blue  eyes  of  Etiennette; 
and  as  for  the  nectar  they  drink  in  your  heaven,  I 
doubt  if  it  Iws  the  flavor  and  relish  of  the  wines 
of  Provence." 

"Thou  still  hopest  to  return  to  thy  country! 
Dost  thou  not  know  that  the  gates  of  this  dungeon 
will  never  more  open  for  thee?" 

"Perhaps;  but  I  have  a  protection  somewhere 
that  will  assist  me,  whn  all  other  resources  fail. 
Then  thou  wilt  see  thhigsthat  will  astonish  thee !" 

"Thou  ait  valiant  in  the  tight,  but  thy  wisdom 
is  not  equal  to  thy  valor.  Thy  companions  have 
been  more  prudent.  Tliey  have  acknowledged 
the  truth  of  the  Koran,  and  rewarded  by  the  be- 
neficence of  the  caliph,  they  enjoy  in  peace  the 
happiness  that  heaven  grants  even  in  this  life  to 
those  who  believe  and  keep  his  law." 

"My  compauions  are  not  knights  of  noble  blood. 
If  they  have  perjured  their  faith  toward  God, 
they  are  recreants  and  cowards.  I  pity  Mahomet 
to  have  such  people  in  his  service." 

The  imaum  exhausted  in  vain  all  the  artifices  of 
his  eloquence.  The  baron  had  no  ears  for  him, 
and  would  listen  neither  to  his  reasonings  nor  to 
his  solicitations. 

However,  th-i  deprivation  of  air  and  exercise  be- 
gan to  weaken  the  constitution  of  the  Crusader. 
Painful  sores  were  foiTued  uptm  his  limbs  by  the 
rubbing  of  his  chains.  His  strength  began  to  fail, 
and  he  fell,  little  by  little,  into  a  morbid  languor. 
The  burning  climate  of  Asia  soon  changed  the 
wounds  on  his  arms  and  knees  into  ulcers.  His 
legs  l^ecame  inflamed,  and  myriads  of  insects, 
generated  in  the  darkness  and  stifling  heat  of  the 
prison,  crawled  over  his  body,  and  left  him  no 
repose  either  night  or  day. 

The  soul  is  united  to  the  body  by  mysterious 
ties  and  close  sympathies.  Moral  suflfering  reacts 
upon  the  organs  of  the  body,  and  reciprocally  even 
the  least  maladies  of  the  same  organs  aff'ect  the 
moral  being.  The  character  of  the  Crusader  be- 
came enervated  as  he  lost  his  vigor.  While  think- 
ing of  his  position,  it  appeared  to  him  most  fright- 
ful. He  formed  the  hope  of  escaping  from  his 
dungeon,  and  c-ast  about  him  for  the  means. 

He  did  not  believe  himself  any  longer  bound 
by  his  parole,  and  he  would  have  fled  without 
scruple  this  land  of  temptation  and  suffering. 
But  they  were  thick  and  deep — th^  walls  of  the 
subterranean  vault  in  which  he  lay.     The  day- 
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lipfht  entered  only  by  a  narrow  loop  hole,  fruanled 
by  lit'iivy  Imrs  of  iron,  so  well  fiistenc'l  timt 
hi>  tng^i'd  at  them  h  whole  night,  without  succeed- 
ing in  liHtsening  tlii'iii. 

As  tijese  thoiightH  enpngcd  his  mind,  a  man 
•whom  he  did  not  recogni/e  at  first,  on  account  of 
the  darkne^H,  was  introduoe<l  into  liis  cell.  Hut 
when  a  lamp  was  hmiigiit,  and   his  visitor  was 

})laced  face  to  face  with  him,  lie  distingui8hed  the 
eatures  of  his  esquire.  Hayboul. 

"Is  it  thoti?"  cried  he,  making  an  effort  to  rise. 
"Do  I  not  deceive  my.sclfv  How  ilost  thou  come 
hercV  Ah  I  how  sweet  to  see  a  friend  again,  after 
being  so  long  surrounded  l>y  none  l)ut  enemies 
and  strangers!  What  art  thou  doing  in  this  city? 
What  is  l)ecome  of  my  companions?  Wliat  has 
linppened  to  them  ?  Are  they  still  faithful  to  the 
Cross?  Are  they  still  alive?  Oh!  answer  me: 
it  is  so  long  since  my  ears  have  heard  the  sounds 
of  our  sweet  mother-tongue  !" 

'•Alas !  my  lord, — my  good  master,  in  what  state 
do  I  find  thee!  Defeated — covered  with  ulcers, 
and  dying!  Is  it  possible  that  the  most  valiant 
of  the  French  barons  should  have  fallen  into  such 
an  ocean  of  evils,  and  tliat  I  am  forced  to  compas- 
sionate him  who  was  the  terror  of  the  proudest 
warriors  of  Europe !" 

"  Yes ;  I  am  no  longer  the  haughty  Baron  de 
Montier.  Thou  seest  nothing  before  thee  but  an 
unfortunate  prisoner.  "\\'e  have  lost  all  by  the 
fickleness  of  fortune,  but  we  have  no  cause  to 
blush  :  our  honor  still  remains  to  us,  and  we  are 
still  Christians.  For  thou  art  a  Christian  still, 
art  thou  not,  in  spite  of  thy  dress? — all  my  es- 
quires and  men-at-arms  have  kept  their  oaths." 

"Thy  esquires  and  thy  men-at  arms  have  not 
broken  their  oaths." 

"Are  they  less  wretched  than  I  ?" 

"  They  will  never  again  .see  the  snn  of  Provence. 
I  saw  them  cast  headlong  from  tlie  lyinaretsof  the 
great  mosque :  and,  the  night  foUbwing,  their 
bodies  were  devoured  by  dcgs  in  the  street." 

"Their  death  was  noble,  and  as  glorious  as  if 
on  the  field  of  battle.  How  didst  thou  escape 
their  fate  ?" 

"  My  fortune,  my  lord,  saved  mc  from  the  jaws 
of  death  at  the  very  moment  I  was  alxnit  to  share 
their  fate.  But  what  tales  I  heard  of  thee  !  They 
said  that  thou  enjoyedst  all  the  favors  of  the  ca- 
liph,— that  he  nuide  thee  sit  at  his  table,  and  gave 
thee  his  eldest  daughter  in  marriage." 

"  Knowest  thou  the  price  I  was  to  pay  for  those 
treacherous  bent  fits?  I  was  asked  to  deny  the 
Cross  and  adore  Mahomet." 

"It  was  a  desperate  extremity;  but  what  is  the 
use  of  obstinately  resisting  a  necessity  to  which 
we  must  all  one  day  submit.  Sickness  and  suffer- 
ing always  end  by  forcing  us  to  yield." 

"  Forcing  mc !  am  I  accustomed  to  break  my 
oaths  ?" 

"  It  is  breaking  them  only  to  save  thy  head." 

"  Is  it  not  breaking  them  to  deny  Almighty 
God?" 

"  Heaven  may  be  gained  in  any  religion,  pro- 
vided we  follow  its  precepts  in  sincerity." 

"  1  am  not  such  a  learned  theologian  I     I  only 


know  what  the  chaplain  of  Montier  8ay«.— tliat 
heretics,  miscreants  and  persons  excommunicated 
will  Imj  inevitably  damned,  unless  they  are  con- 
verted. And  even  if  th(»u  knowest  the  truth 
better  than  he,  there  arc  two  loves  whicli  I  can 
never  banish  from  my  heart;  the  love  of  Etien- 
nette.  Baroness  of  Montier,  and  that  of  Our  Lady, 
the  Queen  of  Heaven." 

"What  will  it  si^Miify  to  thy  lady,  the  baroneai, 
whether  thou  remainest  true  to  her  love  or  not? 
She  will  never  s<e  thee  again.  And  as  for  the 
Virgin,  if  she  values  thine  homage,  ht  her  work 
a  miracle  to  help  thee  preserve  thy  faith." 

"  I  c:ui  ask  it  of  her,  at  any  rate." 

"She  will  not  hear  thee.  Dost  thou  not  see 
that  God  abandons  us,  and  does  nothing  for  us? 
The  Crusaders,  our  brethren,  instead  of  helping  us, 
have  not  even  impured  into  our  fate,  and  have 
fled  like  cowards.   What  hope  remains  to  us  now  ?" 

"To  die  without  dishonorand  without  remorse!" 

"Glorj'  does  not  follow  a  man  into  the  tomb. 
Once  stretched  on  the  beil  of  death,  the  memory 
immovable  of  past  exploits  is  but  a  slender  and 
sorry  consolation." 

"  It  is  now  twenty  years  since  my  father  girded 
me  with  my  first  sword.  He  died  a  few  days  after, 
and  I  have  not  forgotten  his  last  farewell  words : 
'I  leave  thee,'  said  he,  'an  niitarnisheti  name. 
Be  hardy,  brave  and  loyal ;  and  know  that  if  ever 
thou  stainest  thy  escutcheon  by  an  action  unwor- 
thy of  thy  race,  I  will  break  the  stone  of  n>y  tomb 
and  return  to  chastise  thee.'  Being  then  master 
of  my  own  conduct,  I  could  have  easily  grown  old 
in  my  castle  in  the  laj)  of  idleness  and  pleasure. 
But  I  contemned  the  seductions  of  sloth, — I  placed 
my  happiness  in  enduring  hunger,  fatigue,  and 
danger,  and  if  I  have  |jy  these  ettorts  acquired  a 
little  renown,  I  urn  not  come  here  to  spoil  it  all 
and  to  cover  myself  witli  opprolni  uu." 

"The  most  valiant  knights  do  not  think  them- 
selves dishonored  by  surrendering  when  they  are 
compelled  by  the  fortune  of  war.  Captivity  is 
our  enemy.  We  have  resisted  as  long  as  we  could. 
Honor  is  thus  satisfied.  We  may  acknowledge 
ou rsel ves  vn nqu ished." 

"  Never ;— they  took  my  arms  fi*ora  me ;  I  never 
yielded  thenx  up." 

"  What  phantoms  obscure  thy  mind  !  Of  what 
use  is  thy  heroism?  To  whom  will  it  be  known? 
We  are  dead  to  France,  and  our  resolution,  what- 
ever it  is,  being  unknown  to  our  fellow  country- 
men, will  be  equally  exempt  from  blame  or  praise." 

"Could  I  cmceal  my  cowardice  from  myself? 
Could  I  dishonor  the  shades  of  my  forefathers? 
When  they  appear  to  my  imagination,  and  de- 
mand an  account  of  t-!ieir  good  name,  what  should 
I  be  able  to  answer  them  ?" 

"That  thou  hast  yielded  only  to  the  irresistible 
force  of  circumstances ;  thit  fortune  is  to  blame, 
not  thou,  for  the  crime,  if  it  be  one;  but  what 
obligiiticm  is  there  to  quit  actually  the  fold  of 
Christ  ?  Can  we  not  a)ntinue  to  adore  Him  in  the 
secret  of  our  hearts,  while  outwardly  we  follow  the 
ceremonies  of  the  Mahonietans?  What  will  it  cost 
us  to  pretend  to  comply  with  their  wishes  and 
go  with  them  to  their  mosques?" 
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"These  arc  the  counsels  of  a  villain  !" 

"  My  lord,  I  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  attachment 
that  inspires  my  words.  I  cannot  bear  to  see  thee 
perish  miserably  in  tliis  dungeon,  as  long  as  it  is 
only  thine  own  fault  that  thou  art  not  raised  to 
the  summit  of  power  and  honor." 

"  Let  others  make  traffic  and  sale  of  their  oaths. 
Life  is  a  burden  when  it  is  stained  with  igno- 
miny." 

"  My  lord  baron,  do  not  be  misled  by  vain  scru- 
ples. Save  thyself,  whilst  thou  canst ;  do  not 
expire  in  this  prison.  The  caliph  otfers  thee  his 
friendship  ;  do  not  reject  it.  To-morrow,  perhaps, 
the  opportunity  will  he  gone.  Do  violence  to  thy 
feeling:! — thou  wilt  thank  me  for  this  by  and  by. 
If  thou  canst  not  resolve  upon  it,  tliou  hast  only 
to  let  me  act  for  thee.  I  will  promise  for  thee  ; 
and  thou  wilt  not  disavow  my  promises.  As  for 
remorse,  let  not  that  frighten  thee.  It  is  a  mere 
fancy — I  have  never  felt  it." 

"  Canst  thou  have  trampled  on  the  Cross  of  thy 
Saviour  ?" 

"  Heaven  has  rewardetl  me  for  it ;  since  then  I 

have  been  rich  and  honored.     I  have  a  splendid 

.  house,  treasures  and  dignities.     Moslems  of  the 

highest  rank  have  given  me  their  daughters  in 

marriage." 

"Traitor  and  miscreant!  Thou  liast  broken 
thine  oath,  and  gloriest  in  it !  Thou  l)oastest  of 
it  before  me,  and  shame  does  not  choke  thee!  Oh, 
that  I  were  not  chained  !" 

"  Moderate  thy  pride,  lord  baron,  I  advise  thee, 
and  instead  of  threats,  address  to  me  entreaties. 
I  am  thy  jailor,  and  1  have  over  thee,  in  my  turn, 
the  power  thou  hast  so  long  made  me  feel.  Thou 
shalt  changt;  thy  faitli,  Banm  de  Montier,  and  thy 
perjury  shall  justify  mine,  or,  by  the  lire  of  hell, 
the  most  fright'ul  tortures — " 

"  I  laugh  at  thy  fur^^.  My  body  is  in  thy  power, 
but  not  my  will.  I  will  show  thee  the  difference 
between  the  soul  of  a  baron  and  that  of  a  hypo- 
critical and  lying  serf  I  fear  thee  not,  and  God, 
who  is  just,  will  lengthen  my  life,  to  witness  thy 
chastisement.  It  will  be,  amid  my  sorrows,  a 
consolation  and  relief." 

P"'rightened  in  spite  of  himself,  by  these  im- 
precations, Rayl)nul,  astonished,  left,  with  trem- 
bling steps,  the  prison.       [to  be  continued.] 


Hermann  on  the  Holy  Eucliarist. 

A  melodious  voice  sounds  from  the  solitude  of 
Carmel.  Let  us  listen.  It  is  the  voice  of  a  holy 
religious;  a  model  of  edification  in  a  monastery 
of  saints;  a  living  trophy  of  a  most  brilliant  victory 
over  the  world  wrought  by  the  Divine  Eucharist. 

Once  Hermann  was  a  renowned  artist  of  rare 
talent.  At  Paris  and  London  every  musical  fes- 
tival witnessed  his  presence  ;  no  such  solemnity 
was  complete  without  him ;  every  day  brought 
him  new  pleasures,  new  triumphs.  A  Jew,  with- 
out religion,  his  only  worship  was  that  of  pleasure. 
Now  he  is  forever  hidden  from  the  eyes  of  men. 
Beneath  his  coarse  habit  yet  beats  a  burning  heart; 
a  heart  eager  as  ever  for  glory  and  happiness; 
but  to  him  this  glory  consists  in  belonging  entire- 
ly to  God ;  this  happiness  is  to  unite  himself  to 


God  in  the  Sacrament  of  His  Love.     Let  us  hear 
his  cry  :* 

Naught  in  this  mighty  universe  of  ours 
My  heart  can  satisfy,  my  spirit  fill; 
The  world  a  desert  spreads  before  my  gaze, 
And  yet  my  keen  desires  my  bosom  thrill. 
Food  of  my  Country  !  Bread  of  Life ! 

My  heart's  consumed  with  fond  desire ; 

My  Jesus,  come !  appease  this  strife — 
O  Fount  of  Being !  Blessed  Fire  ! 
I  seek  the  cup  of  joy — 'tis  empty  all ! 
Ah,  who  among  these  arid  tracts  will  come, 
To  quench  the  ardor  in  my  pulsing  veins, 
To  soothe  ray  pining  heart,  to  lead  me  home  ! 
Food  of  my  Countrj^^ !  Bread  of  Life !  etc. 
Fain  these  immense  desires  would  I  fulfill, 
But  limitless  this  sea  fore'er  expands  ; 
No  goods  can  satiate  my  fluttering  soul, 
Ami  ])leasure's  cup  .seems  poured  upon  the  sands. 

Food  of  my  Country  !  Bread  of  Life  !  etc. 
If  Thou  hast  made  our  hearts  for  earthly  joys 
Why  satisfy  they  not,  Beloved  Lord  ? — 
If  we  are  strangers  only,  here  below, 
Thy  Heavenly  Manna  give,  O  God  adored ! 

Food  of  my  Country  !  Brend  of  Life !  etc. 
How  long  my  weary  exile !  Jesus !  Love  ? 
When  wilt  Thou  call  my  spirit  to  its  rest  ? 
Oh  !  how  'twill  speed  to  thee  I — Far  thrown  aside 
The  bonds  that  keep  me  from  my  refuge  blest. 
Food  of  my  Country  !  Bread  of  Life  !  etc. 
Then  will  my  soul  in  torrents  of  Thy  Love 
Plunge  joyous,  all  unchecked  by  flesh  or  time — 
Quaff  Tiij'  life-giving  sweetness  at  its  source, 
And  gaze  upon  the  Infinite  sublime. 

Food  of  my  Country  !  Bread  of  Life  ! 

My  heart's  consumed  with  fond  desire  ; 

My  Jesus,  come !  appease  this  strife ! 
O  Fount  of  Being !  Blessed  Fire  ! 

Also,  reflecting  on  the  solemn  feasts  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  he  is  astonished  ;  he  laments 
that  men  calling  themselves  Christians,  should 
remain  dry  and  cold  before  this  fire  of  Love ;  and 
from  the  depth  of  his  retreat  he  calls  to  them 
aloud : 

"  Yes,  worldlings,  I  say  it  to  you  prostrate  be- 
fore this  Love  misunderstood:  if  j'ou  no  longer 
behold  me  treading  j^our  silken  carpets;  singing 
for  applause;  obtaining  futile  honors,  it  is  that 
I  have  found  rny  glory  in  the  humble  Tabernacle 
of  Jesus  in  the  Sacrament,  of  Jesus  my  God. 

"If  you  no  longer  see  me  stake  upon  a  card  the 
patrimony  of  a  whole  family,  or  hasten  breathless 
in  the  race  for  gold,  it  is  because  I  have  found 
riches  in  exhaustless  treasure  in  the  Ciborium  of 
Love,  inclosing  Jesus  in  the  Sacrament. 

"  If  I  come  no  longer  to  your  sumptuous  tables, 
playing  a  giddy  part  in  your  frivolous  feasts,  it  is 
because  I  have  found  a  feast  of  delights,  where  I 
may  regale  myself  forever  ;  where  I  may  rejoice  in 
company  with  the  angels  of  Heaven ;  where  is 
found  the  supreme  happiness;  where  I  have  found 

•Extract  from  "Love  to  Jomis;  or,  Fortv  Canticles  in 
Honor  oi  the  Divine  Eiicliarisit ;"  words  and  music  by  Her- 
mann, Father  Augustiue  Mary  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
Discalceated  Carmelite. 
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my  Well-Bclovcd ;  He  is  niim* ;  I  posseM  Iliin, 
and  no  ono  can  tak«r  Him  iiwiiy ! 

"  Poor  riflifs — sjid  pk-asurts — humiliating  hon- 
ors, were  those  I  pursued  witli  you.  Hut  now 
that  mine  eyes  have  seen;  that  my  luinds  have 
touched;  that  on  my  heart  has  palpitated  the 
lieart  of  a  God  !  oli,  li<«v  1  himent  that  you  in  your 
l^lindness  will  continue  to  pursue  pleasures  pow- 
erless to  till  your  souls. 

'•  Come,  then,  to  this  celestial  banquet  prepared 
by  the  Kternal  Wisdon!  Come,  draw  nigh.  Leave 
your  toys;  lay  aside  vour  chimeras;  throw  far 
from  you  those  deceitful  rags  which  cover  you ; 
a.sk  of  Jesus  the  white  robe  of  pardon,  and  with 
a  new,  with  a  pure  heart,  drink  of  the  limpid 
fountain  of  His  Love.  Believe  me,  now  that  your 
Divine  Saviour  mounts  daily  upon  His  throne  in 
your  churches  to  give  you  audience,  He  will  listen 
to  you  with  more  clemency.  Throw  yourselves  at 
His  feet;  give  Ilim  your  heart,  and  He  will  bless 
you,  and  you  shall  taste  joys,  but  joys  so  immense 
that  I  cannot  ilescribe  them  if  you  come  not  to 
taste  them.     Ttu'de  niul  xee  (hat  the  J^rd  in  sittet  ! 

"  (),  Jesus,  my  Love,  how  gladly  would  I  en- 
kinflle  within  my  friends  of  former  time  the  urdor 
which  inflames  me  !  Would  tlmt  I  could  make 
known  to  them  the  happiness  Thou  bestowest 
upon  mc !  Ah  !  1  venture  to  say,  that  if  faith  did 
not  teach  me  that  the  contemplation  of  Thee  in 
Heaven  is  a  yet  greater  joy,  I  could  not  believe 
in  the  possibility  of  a  happiness  superior  to  that 
I  experience  in  loving  Thee  in  the  Eucharist,  and 
in  receiving  Thee  into  my  poor  heart,  so  enriched 
by  Thee.  What  delicious  peace !  What  beati- 
tude !     What  holy  joy  ! 

"If  King  David  danced  before  the  Ark — mere- 
ly typical  of  Thee,  my  true  Covenant — into  what 
bursts  of  joy  ;  into  what  songs  of  triumph  should 
I  not  break  ibrth? 

"  But  alas !  here  I  pause — shut  ont-^-cast  down  ; 
for  I  cannot  refuse  int«i  my  canticles  that  fire  of 
the  soul  I  long  to  e.vpre.'^.s,  and  1  remain  powerless, 
OTcrwhelmed  by  the  task. 

"  It  is  to  Thee,  (),  my  CJod,  I  have  rccoui-sc. 
Lend  to  them  that  secret  virtue  with  which  Thou 
hast  known  how  to  charm  me;  and  then,  like  a 
brand  cast  amid  the  fagots,  they  will  enkindle  a 
fire  of  love  for  the  adorable  Host !" 

Dear  readers,  be  not  deaf  to  these  tender  invi- 
tations of  charity.  Let  us  go, — let  us  go  often 
during  this  month,  to  adore  cur  Cod  in  the  Sac- 
rament of  His  love  ;  let  us  open  our  hearts  to  the 
influence  of  His  all-powerful  graces,  antl  He  will 
bless  us. 


After-life  is  the  theatre  on  which  childhood 
produces  its  spcK-tacles  one  after  another,  like  so 
many  dramas,  whose  lightness  or  sadness,  beauty 
or  harshness,  tell  rccogni/al)le  tales  of  birth-place 
and  its  sc-enctT,  of  early  schools  with  their  dark 
and  bright,  of  the  impress  of  a  fathers  mind,  or 
the  moulding  of  a  mother's  skilful  love,  of  the 
grave  touches  of  a  brother's  ufl'ectionatc  influence, 
or  the  ineffaceable  memories  of  an  idoltrous  sister's 
teaching  partisanship. 


Aye  Maria. 

Ob,  when  with  joy  my  w>ul  is  filled, 

K.xulting  in  Lifi-'s  guU  day  ; 

The  air  with  allluent  iKuuty  thrilled. 

In  tender  imj)ulsc  let  ine  say, 

Ab  triuntphs  holiest  roundcluy, 

A  Of  Muria  ! 
When  sorrow  melts  my  eyes  to  tears, 
And  all  is  lone,  dark  and  cold, 
Oh  !"  then  to  banish  all  my  fears. 
Belying  with  a  trust  untold, 
Thin  watchword  shall  my  faith  uphold. 

Are  Mil r ill  ! 
When  wild  temptations  la.sh  my  barque. 
And  furious  demons  gather  nigh. 
One  Star  shall  guide  my  wavei  ing  ark  ; 
Nor  thunders  drown  my  earnest  cry 
To  pierce  the  stormy  raging  sky — 

..'Ift'  Maria  ! 
When  gentU'r  passions,  like  sweet  strains 
Of  harmony  upon  the  air, 
Repeat  their  rich  and  pure  refrains 
To  silence  woe  and  .soothe  my  care. 
This  sweetcT  strain  shall  be  my  prayer — 

Are  Maria  .' 
Thus,  thus — all  thought,  all  pain,  all  joy, 
Blest  Mother,  shall  belong  to  thee  ; 
Nor  bliss  shall  ph  as«%  nor  grief  annoy 
3Iy  .soul,  through  thy  dear  Ime  made  frcc,- 
Aly  cry  through  all  shall  ever  be 

Ace  Maria  ! 


The  Martyrs  of  Oastelfidardo. 

This  most  touching  and  interesting  work  of 
which  only  the  first  volume  has  as  yet  been  pub- 
lished in  France,  is  a  history  of  those  young  he- 
roes who,  having  left  their  native  lands  for  the 
defense  of  the  Holy  See,  fel!  upon  the  battle-field, 
or  died  afterward  from  the  effectsof  their  wounds. 

In  this  age  of  busy  confusion  the  sublime  nnuie 
of  martyr  is  given  in<li.'«cnminately.  It  is  pro- 
faned l>y  the  lievolutionists,  who  audaciou.sly  ap- 
ply it  to  tho  UKJst  degraded  wret(  hes,  from  Manit 
and  Robespierre,  "  martyrs  for  their  love  of  man- 
kind," to  the  assiis.'iins  of  kings  and  emjx'rors, 
"martyrs  for  the  Italian  idea."  This  shouhl  not 
astonish  us;  Satan,  who  cannot  create,  c<iunter- 
feits — he  seeks  to  have  his  martyrs,  as  he  has  his 
Apostles  and  Saint.s. 

By  the  side  of  the  impious  who  profane  the 
most  sacred  names,  are  certain  well  meaning  per- 
sons, who  debase  and  disgnicc  the  word  by  their 
manner  of  using  it ;  they  cannot  suffer,  they  will 
not  say  persecution,  biit  even  the  most  petty  con- 
tradiction in  a  just  cause,  without  a  thousand 
voices  being  raised  to  burj'  them  under  thq  name 
of  martyr. 

In  truth  it  is  not  in  such  senses  the  Church 
gives  a  name  which  she  alone  has  the  right  to  u.<»c. 
Neither  is  it  in  this  manner  the  distinguished 
writer,  De  Sgtir,  gives  it  as  the  title  of  his  work; 
but  in  the  .sense  rigorously  Catholic,  he  defines 
the  Martyr  to  be  the  Christian,  who,  lia\irg  shed 
his  life'sblood  for  truth,  enters  by  his  saeriflco 
into  eternal  happiness.     Such  to  all  apiK-arance 
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were  the  heroes  of  that  short  but  immortal  day  of 
Castelfidardo  ;  they  gave  their  blood  for  the  cause 
of  the  Pope,  and  they  gave  it  voluntarily,  joyful- 
ly, not  with  the  resignation  of  faith  but  with  the 
holy  joy  of  sacrifice.  To  die  for  the  Pope  is  to 
die  for  the  Church,  to  die  for  the  Church  is  to  die 
for  God,  and  to  die  for  God  is  to  live  the  life  of 
eternity.  They  are,  then.  Martyrs  in  the  fullest 
sense  of  the  word ;  and  they  passed  from  the  car- 
nage of  the  battle-field,  and  from  the  bloody 
couches  in  the  hospitals,  to  the  joys  of  Paradise. 

So  at  least  it  has  been  understood  by  the  Pope 
and  the  hierarchy  in  the  glorious  words  pro- 
nounced over  these  young  Crusaders  of  the  nine- 
teenth century,  words  where  all  sadness  and  re- 
gret were  lost  in  their  joyful  strains  of  triumph. 

And  so  was  it  understood  and  proclaimed  un- 
der similar  circumstances  in  the  eleventh  century, 
by  St.  Leo  IX,  of  happy  memory,  one  of  the  most 
illustrious  predecessors  of  Pius  IX.  This  beauti- 
ful page  in  the  history  of  the  Church  oifers  a 
striking  analogy  to  the  chapter  of  our  own  times, 
traced  in  characters  of  glory  upon  the  bloody  field 
of  Castelfidardo. 

In  1053  the  Normans  pillaged  the  Duchy  of 
Benevento,  in  the  Pope's  dominions,  carrying  ruin 
and  devastation  into  the  convents,  churches,  and 
even  into  vhe  holy  places  which  had  formerly 
been  the  object  of  their  pilgrimages.  The  Sover- 
eign Pontiff",  persuaded  that  his  position  as  king 
required  him  to  suppress  these  outrages,  called 
the  Italians  to  arms.  To  the  Emperor  of  Con- 
stantinople he  wrote,  "  Since  neither  my  exhorta- 
tions nor  prayers  can  arrest  the  depredations  of 
these  people,  I  have  resolved  to  employ  human 
means,  and  to  go  in  jierson  to  defend  the  flock 
Jesus  Christ  has  confided  to  me." 

Firm  in  his  resolution,  the  Sovereign  Pontiff 
marched  against  the  enemy,  with  a  little  army 
composed  of  German  cavaliers,  Lombard  lancers 
and  Italian  infantry.  The  Noi-man  concentrated 
their  forces  in  Capitanata,  where,  being  closely 
besieged,  they  had  recourse  to  negotiations,  and 
sending  deputies  to  Leo,  proposed  to  live  in  peace, 
and  pay  an  annual  tribute  to  him  if  he  would  con- 
fer upon  them  the  investiture  of  the  country  which 
they  had  wrested  from  the  Empire  and  the  Cliurch. 

'I'he  Pope  replied  Ijy  a  refusal  full  of  nobleness 
and  ssveetness.  Then  the  Xormans  prepared  for 
battle,  and  the  Pontiticjil  army  was  completely 
defeated.  The  German  cavaliers  would  not  yield, 
and  witliout  exception  they  all  died  sword  in 
hand  upon  the  field  of  Dragonera. 

Covered  with  dust  and  l)lood,  furious  after  a 
victoryso  dearly  purchiised,  the  Normans  hastened 
to  Civitella,  to  capture  the  Pojie,  whohad  sought 
a  refuge  in  that  city. 

They  set  fire  to  the  suburbs  and  forced  the  Vic- 
ar of  Jesus  Christ  to  leave  his  retreat.  Preceded 
by  his  cross,  he  went  straight  to  his  enemies. 

Jtt  the  siglit  of  the  Venerable  Pontitf,  who  had 
ever  treated  them  in  the  most  paternal  manner, 
and  whose  virtue  shone  with  greater  luster  under 
misfortunes,  these  fierce  warriors,  in  tears,  cast 
th(  mselves  at  his  feet  to  receive  his  blessing  and 
listen  to  his  words. 


With  the  simplicity  of  the  dove,  and  without 
the  .slightest  bitterness  in  his  heart  for  the  sor- 
rows they  had  caused  him,  the  Pope  stoj)ped  in 
their  midst  and  imposed  penitential  works,  after 
receiving  from  them  a  soU;mn  oath  that  they 
would,  as  his  faithful  vassals,  fill  the  place  of  the 
brave  Germans  who  had  died  on   the  battle-field. 

From  thence  St.  Leo  repaired  to  the  theater  of 
the  late  combat,  where  lay  a  great  number  of  his 
relations  and  friends ;  at  tiie  sight  of  their  muti- 
lated bodies,  he  was  overcome  with  extreme  grief ; 
while  tears  coursed  down  his  cheeks,  he  called 
them  by  name,  lamenting  that  he  had  not  shared 
their  fate. 

One  circumstance  deeply  moved  all  who  were 
present.  The  dead  bodies  of  the  Pontifical  army 
remained  intact,  while  those  of  the  Normans  were 
mutilated  and  half  eaten  by  savage  beasts.  The 
Pontiff  saw  in  this  extraordinary  circumstance  an 
assurance  of  the  eternal  salvation  of  those  who 
died  ..him.  He  passed  two  days  upon  the  bat- 
tle-field, fasting  and  praying,  and  l)y  the  hands  of 
the  Normans  tliemselves,  he  caused  the  bodies  to 
be  interred  in  a  neighboring  church. 

He  returned  to  Benevento,  still  sad  and  sorrow- 
ful at  the  remembrance  of  those  who  had  died  in 
combating  for  him.  Every  day  he  offered  Mass  for 
their  intention,  until  in  a  vision  he  was  told  his 
prayers  were  not  needed  by  them,  for  they  were 
already  in  the  ranks  of  the  Martyrs. 

This  vision  was  afterward  confirmed  by  their 
appearing  to  different  persons,  reiterating  the 
same,  and  affirming  that  they  were  enjoying  eter- 
nal glory  ;  many  miracles  occurred  as  a  still  fur- 
ther confirmation,  and  a  revelation  was  granted 
the  Holy  Father  in  his  last  hours.  Exhiiusted  by 
long  sickness,  and  feeling  the  approach  of  death, 
St.  Leo  called  the  Bishops  of  Home  around  his 
bed,  and  said  :  "The  moment  of  my  departure  has 
arrived ;  last  night  I  had  a  vision  of  Heaven  ;  I 
saW  all  those  who  suffered  death  for  the  Church 
and  Jesus  Christ  at  Dragonera,  in  the  rtsplendant 
ranks  of  the  Martyrs;  they  carried  palms  in  their 
hands,  and  their  garments  were  as  burnished  gold. 
They  called  me,  in  a  loud  voice,  saying,  '  Come 
and  rest  with  us,  for  through  thee  we  have  ob- 
tained this  glory.'  Then  a  clear  voice  from  the 
opposite  side  spoke :  '  Not  yet,  not  yet,  but  in 
three  days  thou  \\-ilt  be  reunited  to  us.  Here  is 
thy  place,  thy  seat  is  prepared  and  we  await  thee.'  " 

According  to  the  revelation,  at  the  end  of  three 
days  the  Holy  Pontiff*  peacefully  rendered  h'.ssoul 
to  God.  And  so  it  happened  eight  hundred  years 
ago  that  the  Sovereign  Judge  of  all  things  revealed 
to  his  Representative  on  earth,  and  by  him  to  all  the 
faithful,  that  those  who  died  in  defense  of  the 
rights  of  the  Holy  See  were  really  and  truly  Mar- 
tyrs. Now,  what  was  once  true  in  the  Church  is 
alicays  true,  and  the  victims  of  1860  have  the 
same  right  to  the  glorious  title  of  those  of  1053. 

The  cause  is  the  same,  that  of  God  and  the 
Church.  Our  readers  will  pardon  this  digression 
from  the  Martyrs  of  Castelfidardo  ;  the  analogy  is 
so  perfect  that  we  could  not  refrain  from  giving 
this  extract  from  the  middle  iigcs.  '♦For  the  rest," 
to  continue  the  words  of  De  begur,  "  we  but  con- 
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tlniie  the  nM  romlmt.  bora  wltli  the  world  and 
only  muling  with  iUt  clom-.  Tin"  Clmroh  of  Jchus 
Cbrjst  liiiH  alrt-uys  (-(mihutcd  for  her  Divine  Spouse, 
and  the  |)()w«r;<  of  hell  have  ever  been  opposed  t<> 
her.  These;  powers  are  known  l)y  ditferent  nan)es 
nccoitiin^  to  time  iind  \A:u'v.  At  .JcnisaU-in  it  was 
JudiLS  ("tiipita."*,  Ik-rod  and  Pilule;  at  Homo.  NcrO, 
Deeius,  iJiocktiun  and  Juliuii  tiie  Apostate;  Inter 
they  took  the  jihihc  ot"  Arius;  later  still  of  Ma- 
homet and  Islainisni;  in  our  days  they  are  known 
by  the  one  name  which  comprises  all  others, 
the  Revolutionists.  But  under  the  name,  as  under 
the  other,  it  is  always  the  same  struggle,  that  of 
evil  against  good,  the  flesh  against  the  spirit,  bar- 
barism, more  or  less  refined,  against  Christian 
civilization. 

Italy  is  now  the  battle-field  of  these  contending 
powers.  Each  army  is  commanded  by  leaders 
worthy  of  its  warriors.  On  one  side.  Pius  IX,  our 
strong  and  gentle  Pontiff  an«l  Father,  a  lion  in 
strength,  a  lanil)  in  gentlem-ss,  representative  of 
all  rights  and  all  mnjesty  ;  Francis  II.,  the  young 
King  of  Naples  (worthy  son  of  the  Queen  styled 
the  Saint),  who  represents  the  rights  of  all  sover- 
eigns ;  and.  in  exile  as  on  his  rock  of  Gaeta,  is  the 
most  royal  figun  that  ouragL-  can  show,  and  Gen- 
eral de  lu  Moriciere.  the  valiant  captain  and  first 
soldier  of  the  CMinrch. 

On  the  other  side,  Victor  Emmannel,  apostate 
soion  of  a  pious  race,  who  robbed  the  King  of 
Naples  while  calling  him  "  my  fair  cousin,"  and 
the  Sovereign  Pontiff  while  styling  him  "  my 
Holy  Father!"  Cavour,  the  soul  and  inspirer  of 
this  impious  trio,  which  .sought  to  strangle  Italy  ; 
and  Garibaldi,  the  revolutionist,  whose  excommu- 
nicated bands  are  kept  united  by  the  corrupting 
gold  of  England.  Garibaldj,  the  sworn  enemy  of 
the  Church,  is  nevertheless  the  least  repugnant  fif 
the  trio,  for  he  is  neither  king  nor  gentleman  ;  he 
is  illiterate  and  bold  ;  he  says  what  he  thinks  and 
desires,  and  in  place  of  hiding  his  revolutionary 
projects  under  an  cmbroidired  robe  of  black  i 
habit,  he  boldly  dons  the  n/l  xhirt,  worthy  em- 
blem of  his  aspirations  and  hatred.  ! 

Against  this  impious  trio,  the  heroes  of  Castel- 
fidardo  generously  offered  their  swords  and  their   I 
lives.     They  hastened  to  defend  the   Holy  See,   { 
knowing  well  that  the  members  are  without  lib-   I 
erty  or  honor  when  the  head  is  outraged  and  in-   I 
suited.     This  is  why  the  Church   salutes  them  as 
martyrs.     "Read  the  acts  of  these  heroic  cham- 
pions; their  farewells,  the  letters  of  their  moth- 
ers, the  accountof  their  last  moments,  their  deaths, 
and  if  you   have  a  spark  of  faith  in   your  hearts, 
you  will  strike  your  bn-asts  and    rej>eat  with  us, 
or  rather  with  the  Episcopacy,  'No;  these  brave 
youth  have  n  t  fallen  victims  to  their  political 
passions;  they  are  indeed  martyrs  of  the  Catholic 
faith,  immortal  martyrs  of  the  Holy  See.'" 

Count  De  Segur  has  as  yet  given  but  a  few  of 
these  lives,  culled  from  the. heroic  French  band. 
We  trust  that  he  will  continue  these  alTecting  re- 
citids  at  an  early  day,  and  include  the  generous 
champions  from  all  lands  who  fell  victims  in  the 
holy  crusade. 

It  is  refreshing  an<l  consoling  in  this  day  of 


bu«y.   bu4tiing,  material  xnicn-^in — of  th^  earth 

earthly— to  reali/,.-  that  the  "  Ages  (»f  Faith"  have 

not  passed  away  forever.     The  .Martvrs  of  Ca*tle- 

fidardo  rejojco  the  heart  by  th*-  pn^f  they  give 

1  of  a   bravery,  devotion  andpieiv  woiiUy  tliciirM 

days  of  Christianity.     They  left  their  home.H  and 

count rjcs.  in  some  cases  wiile  domains  and  rich 

pM-sessions.  to  give  thenmlves  to  the  cause  of  the 

Church  ;  to  combat,  to  suff.-r.  and,  if  need    Im-.  to 

I  die  for  the  Pope  and  thu  llolv  See.    And  without 

;  exception  all  the  members  of  this  martyr  band 

!  who  fell  at  Castelfidardo  were  devoted  clients  of 

I  the  Mother  of  God.      In  her  thev  placed  their 

I  hope,  their  confidence.     This  is  found  in  all  their 

letters,  in  all  their  words,  from  the  moment  they 

I  felt  the  heavenly  inspiration  to  fight,  to  die  for 

j  the  Church,  until    they  joyously  rendered  their 

souls  to  God. 

The  tears  start  to  our  eyes,  as   we  read  the 
,  touching  account  of  the  martyr.  General  Pimodan, 
,  kneeling  by  the  side  of  de  la   Moricitre,  in  Our 
I  Lady  of  Lontto.  to    receive    II«)iy  Communion. 
Again  it   is  the  brave  ainvndon  of'that  m.xlel  of 
fervor  and   innot;ence,  George  D.  Hal i land,  who, 
I  reciting  the  J/.'//('>;v</y,  plueed  himself  under  the 
protection  of  the  IJIessetl  Virgin,  and  then  thought 
■  only  of  giving  the  most  blows  ami   receiving  the 
fewest.    Then  it  is  the  noble  De  Lippe,  in  hisyouth- 
\  ful  beauty,  kneeling  before  the  altar  of  the  Moth- 
er of  G<hI.  to  offer,  through    her,  his   life's  bb>od 
for  the  Holy  See.     The  martyr  Harceveaux,  who, 
dying,  left  his  soul  to  God  and  his  body  to  Our 
Lady  of  Loretto.     And  that  angel  of  earth,  the 
bles.sed    martyr   Guf-rin,    who    recite<l    daily  the 
beads  an<l  the  oflice  of  the  IJIes.sed  Virgin.     But, 
by  predilection,  wo   select   the    proto-martyr  of 
Castelfidardo.  Mizael  de  Pas.     Consecrated  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  fiT»m  his  infancy,  in  the  first  flush 
of  youth,  with  all  the  brilliunt  prospectN  that  birth 
and  wealth  could   confer,  while   kneeliug  in  the     I 
sanctuary  of  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires  lie  offered 
l)(»th  lileand  fortune  for  the  cause  of  the  Holy 
See;  the  vow  was   recorded   in   Heaven,  and  the 
sacrifice  consummated  at  the  shrine  of  Loretto.  He 
was  wounded  on  the  eve  of  the  battle  of  Castelfi- 
dardi>,  the  day  on  which  the  Church  commemo- 
rates the  Sorrows  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  his 
prayer   was  granted— that    his  Heavenly  Queen 
"would  come  on  her  Feast  of  Mercy  to  release 
her  poor  captive. '     After  the  complete  defeat  of 
the  Pontifical  army,  they  removed  Mizael  into  the 
very  a.sylum  of  the  Holy  House — into  the  Sunta 
C<i.-iit  itself     In  words  of  exquisite;  prithos  Count 
De  Segur  depicti*  the  joy  of  this  <lying  martyr's 
soul  during  the  time  his  poor  sulfvring  Ixuly  rested 
in    this  incomi)arable  sanctuary  after  which  he 
had  so  ardently  sighed.     We  almost  see  his  radi- 
ant face,  and  his  eyes  beaming  with   love,  as  he 
gazes  around  on  this  lowly  dwelling,  where  the 
angel  saluted  the  Blessed  Virgin,  ami  where  the 
Blessed  Virgin  had  conceivc<l  Jesus — her  Creator 
and  her  God — and  where  for  so  many  yi-ars  the 
Holy  Family  lived  in  the  obscurity  of  heavenly 
humility. 

As  Mizael  de  Pas  die<l  in  the  first  flush  of  youth- 
ful innocence,  we  give  bis  life  in  the  Department 
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of  the  Ave  Maria  devoted  to  the  Children  of 
Mary.     Sec  page  95. 

SATAHIO  PBOOESSIOITS. 

While  the  children  of  Mary  devoutly  follow  in 
solemn  procession  the  Sacred  Body  of  her  Divine 
Son,  the  enemies  of  Plis  Vicar  on  earth  have  also 
their  proces.sions.  Of  their  reciprocal  demeanor 
every  impartial  mind  will  judge.  We  could  not 
contrast  better  the  piety  and  fervor  of  our  beauti- 
ful processions  of  Corpus  Christi,  than  by  placing 
here,  in  bold  relief,  the  last  chapter  of  Count  de 
Segur  on  the  "  Martyrs  of  Castelfidardo :" 

Meanwhile,  Piedmont  besieges,  despoils,  steals 
the  goods  of  the  Church,  the  rights  of  the  people, 
millions  of  the  public  funds ;  shoots  as  insurgents 
all  subjects  remaining  faithful  to  their  sovereigns, 
and  inaugurates  in  Italy  the  reign  of  liberty  by  a 
despotism  of  fire,  of  the  sworti,  and  of  blood  ! 
Everywhere  the  Bishops  are  put  to  flight,  the  good 
priests  thrown  into  prisons.  Religious  Orders  de- 
stroyed ;  licentious  books  cover  the  country  like  a 
cloud  of  unclean  insects ;  the  theaters  resemble 
halls  of  debauchery ;  the  good  tremble,  and  the 
wicked  triumph  ;  in  a  word,  revolution  shows  it- 
self more  and  more  in  its  hideous  reality,  and  has- 
tens to  its  end  witli  an  audacity  and  an  insolence 
which  assures  success.  The  end  it  has  anncmnced, 
and  daily  repeats  with  the  utmost  effrontery  of 
cynicism,  is  the  overthrow  of  the  Papacy,  the 
destruction  of  the  Catholic  Church.  It  not  only 
says  this,  but  realizes  it  by  its  acts,  and  wherever 
it  is  mistress,  manifests  it  from  time  to  time  by 
scenes  of  impiety  and  horror,  the  mere  recital  of 
which  revolts  the  heart  with  indignation  and 
disgust. 

I  will  give  but  one  example,  taken  from  a  letter 
of  Mr.  Oberson,  Almoner  of  the  Swiss  Pontifical 
Guards,  who  was  made  prisoner  at  Castelfidardo, 
and  confined  in  the  citadel  of  Alexandria.  It  is 
from  this  prison  that  he  assisted,  on  the  16th  of 
October,  at  that  truly  satauic  spectacle  which  I 
leave  him  to  recite  : 

"The  day  had  passed  in  the  greatest  tranquility. 
It  was  the  hush  which  precedes  the  storm.  To- 
ward 10,  p.  m.,  I  was  overwhelmed  by  I  know  not 
what  sad  presentiment,  when  suddenly  I  heard 
cries  which  I  could  not  at  first  distinguish,  then 
a  crowd  repeating  sometimes  Ora  fro  nohit,  some- 
times Lihira  Hos  Domine.  I  hastened  to  the  win- 
dow, and  saw  emerging  from  the  quarter  St.  !Mich- 
ael,  opposite  my  cell,  a  long  procession  of  relig- 
ious, each  bearing  a  lighted  candle.  Two  drums, 
beating  the  processional  march  usual  at  Home, 
preceded  it ;  then  came  an  enormous  cross,  car- 
ried by  a  Capuchin,  and  followed  by  several  hun- 
dred of  these  religious ;  after  these  followed  relig- 
ious of  every  Order,  in  the  most  eccentric  costumes; 
then  Prelates,  Bishops  and  mitred  Cardinals, 
guards,  and  finally  the  Pope,  borne  upon  his 
thrdhe. 

"At  the  first  glance,  seeing  Capuchins  preceded 
by  a  cross,  and  hearing  them  chant  Ora  pro  nobis, 
I  thought  they  were  assisting  at  the  interment  of 
some  officer  of  distinction.  When  I  saw  all  those 
miters,  and  heard  the  hideous  cries  of  an  unbridled 


rabble,  in  the  midst  of  the  night,  and  beneath  the 
glare  of  five  or  six  hundred  torches,  I  could  doubt 
no  longer.  I  witnessed  a  horrible  profanation. 
They  were  about  to  inter  the  Pope,  because  they 
were  convinced  it  was  superfluous  to  remain  longer 
faithful  to  him.  A  cold  sweat  burst  out  upon  my 
brow,  my  knees  sank  under  me ;  I  thought  I  should 
fall,  so  oppressed  was  I  with  the  grief  and  sorrow 
of  seeing  a  people  give  themselves  up  to  such  hor- 
rors. I  made  an  effort,  however,  to  suppress  my 
emotion,  that  I  might  ascertain  what  words  these 
wretches  sung. 

"  The  convoy  turned  to  the  right,  toward  the 
towers  of  the  fortress ;  suddenly  they  halted  ;  one 
of  them  then  pronounced  a  funeral  oration.  It 
was  a  tissue  of  the  most  horrible  caUimnies  against 
the  Pope, the  Cardinals,  the  Bishops,and  the  whole 
Catholic  clergy,  pronounced  by  a  demoniac,  who 
shrieked  like  one  possessed,  and  when  he  hap- 
pened to  say  something  more  enormous  than  be- 
fore, the  whole  crowd  cried  out :  Bravo  !  hravo  / 
Eviva  !  eviva  !  and  clapped  their  hands  for  him  to 
go  on.  The  conclusion  was,  that  the  mo.st  beauti- 
ful and  holiest  work  in  the  world  was  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  Pope  and  all  his  Priesthood ;  and  this 
beautiful  missioTi  Providence  had  reserved  to  Pied- 
mont, to  Garibaldi,  Cavour,  Fanti,  Cialdini,  to 
the  Piedmontese  army,  which  was  about  to  instal 
Victor  Enunanuel  in  the  Vatican  !  These  horrors 
were  applauded  by  thousands  of  braces  and  vivas  / 

"Another  orator  wished  also  to  make  himself 
heard,  but  his  feeble  voice  was  soon  drowned  in 
their  noisy  plaudits. 

"  Very  soon  they  arrived  under  my  window.  I 
I  shuddered  at  seeing  them,  knowing  well  what 
scene  to  expect.  I  saw  them  then  close  to  me.  O 
God,  what  horror !  The  Capuchins  were  the  sol- 
diers in  the  National  Guard ;  they  had  made  a  Cap- 
uchin robe  of  their  caban — worn  over  a  shirt  in 
guise  of  a  surplice,  making  the  hood  fall  back  over 
the  surplice;  the  Prelates,  Bishops  and  Cardinals 
had  enormous  horns  upon  their  heads,  proceeding 
from  each  side  of  the  miter,  to  signify  so  many 
demons.  The  Pope  was  motionless  ;  he  had  ex- 
pired under  the  monstrous  tiara,  crushed  by  its 
weight.     The  litanies  were : 

"'St.  Garibaldi,  Liberator  of  Italy — Ora  pro 
nobis  P 

" '  St.  Cavour,  who  knows  how  to  unravel  the 
intrigues  of  the  Jesuits — Ora,  etc!' 

"'SS.  Fanti  and  Cialdini,  who  know  how  to 
crush  MoricitSre  and  the  infamous  army  of  priests 
— Ora,  etc.'' 

"All  the  saints  were  of  this  kind.  From  time 
to  time  17rffl.s !  to  brethren  and  friends.  Thus,  in 
passing  the  artillery's  quarter  they  sang: 

" '  Live  our  brethren  of  the  artillerj',  who  have 
jjeppered  the  soldiers  of  the  Pope !' 

"  'Live  the  Piedmontese  army,  ever  victorious!' 

"As  with  such  saints  they  must  have  s&mt-esses, 
at  the  risk  of  seeing  them  desert  Paradise,  they 
pronounced  names  worthy  of  figuring  in  the  Alex- 
andrian litanies ;  then  came  St.  Liberty,  St.  Equal- 
ity, St.  Fraternity,  St.  Republic!  and  that  it  may 
extend  to  the  extremities  of  the  eJirth  ! 

"  Under  my  window  they  chanted,  for  my  bene- 
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fit :  •  From  the  oppressors  of  Itnly — Libera  non,  Do- 
mine  !  ¥nm\  the  Popc^iul  liis  Fric'stho<Kl — Libera 
nog,  Dtymiiu  ;'  and  a  nunilK^r  of  Ijorrors  so  revolt- 
ing tliat  I  would  not  dare  to  repeat  them.  '93  has 
certainly  produced  nothing  more  impious,  more 
hideous,  more  disgusting. 

"  Suddenly  there  was  a  profound  silence.  The 
Colonel  had  interfered,  when  all  was  finished  and 
the  scandal  accomplished.  It  was  the  policy  of 
the  day. 

"  You  wiU  doubtless  ask  me :  but  who  are  these 
unnatural  Wprobates  who  give  them.selves  up  to 
such  horrible  profanations,  such  almminable  im- 
piety? They  arc  the  soldiers  of  the  'gallant  king.' 
"  This  disgusting  scene  was  organized  and  direct- 
ed by  a  Major  of  the  National  Guard,  executed 
and  applauded  by  the  officers  and  soldiers  of  the 
cita<lel  of  Alexandria.  These  are  the  troops  they 
wished  to  send  to  Home  to  protect  the  Holy 
Father,  to  guard  the  holy  city,  to  defend  religion  ! 
"  My  God,  be  mindful  of  Thy  mercies  and  restore 
sight  to  the  blind  of  our  age!  No!  never  has 
human  impiety  in  the  delirium  of  its  rage  brought 
forth  more  ignominious  follies,  and  indeed  it 
seems,  while  reading  these  horrors,  as  if  a  corner 
of  the  mysterious  veil  separating  us  from  the 
other  world  was  withdrawn,  permitting  us  to  be- 
hold the  depths  of  hell ! 

"And  this  is  the  end,  the  infernal  end,  the  avow- 
ed olnect  of  this  revolution  ;  and  it  will  not  pause 
till  itTshall  have  attained  it.  It  aims  at  the  de- 
struction of  the  Papacy,  because  it  knows  that 
without  the  Pope  there  is  no  longer  a  Church,  as 
without  the  head  a  human  being  cea.ses  to  exist ; 
without  the  Church,  no  more  Christianity ;  with- 
out Christianity,  no  more  religion ;  and  without 
religion,  no  more  society,  only  a  deba.sed  nmlti- 
tude,  pale  troops  of  slaves,  bowed  down  and  bru- 
tified  under  the  bloody  yoke  of  ignoble  commu- 
ism !  This  is  the  aim  of  the  revolution  ;  and  yet, 
thing  unheard  of!  prodijjy  of  blindness!  notwith- 
standing the  evidence  ot  this,  we  see  a  crowd  of 
respectai)le  people,  even  of  regular  an<l  practicixl 
Christians,  who  smile  at  the  progress  of  events  in  ] 
Italy ;  who  blame  the  Pope  and  the  King  of  Na-  I 
pies ;  who  excuse  Victor  Emmanuel ;  who  almost  [ 
admire  Garibaldi,  and  who  assist  with  a  secret 
sympathy  at  all  the  triumphs  of  this  frightful 
power;  but  if  there  are  many  blinded,  there  are 
also  many  whose  eyes  are  open,  whose  views  are  ' 
enlightened,  and  many  who  have  hitherto  hesita- 
ted that  are  now  happily  at  length  deceived  for 
the  right !  In  proportion  as  the  wicked  manifest 
themselves,  the  good  withdraw  from  them,  and 
approach  each  other  in  approaching  the  common 
center  of  justice  and  truth  in  this  world!  The 
ground  in  question  becomes  more  and  more  de- 
fined. The  good  grain  and  the  tares  are  separated,  I 
and  soon,  with  the  grace  of  God,  illusions  will 
have  become  so  impossible  that  there  will  remain 
but  two  camps  here  below — that  of  the  revolution 
and  that  of  the  Church  !  Ye.s,  the  storm  mutters 
upon  the  horizon,  a  threatening  crash  is  heard 
from  every  quarter,  apparently  we  touch  upon  an 
epoch  of  universal  overthrow  I  But  if  there  are 
existences,  institutions,  and  societies  apparently 


tottering  to  their  destruction,  there  are  aW»  others, 
seemingly  dead,  which  are  quivering  with  a  re- 
stored life!  Theancien  Orient  is  agitated  under 
a  breath  of  life  in  its  sepulcher,  which  was  believ- 
ed to  be  forever  sealed  !  The  Cross  has  reappeared 
free  and  victorious  in  China,  thanks  t^)  the  arms 
of  France,  who  is  ever,  in  some  way,  the  soldier 
of  G«)d  in  the  world  !  The  conversion  of  the  Bul- 
garians restores  to  the  Iwreaveil  Church  nnmber- 
less  children  that  had  become  unknown  to  her, 
and  this  reparatory  movement  seems  about  to  ex- 
tend itself  under  the  sacredly  contagious  influ- 
ence of  truth  and  charity ! 

"Nearer  to  us,  in  fine,  in  this  Italy,  whereat  this 
moment  struggle  the  destinies  of  the  human  con- 
scinece  and  of  the  civilization  of  Europe  and  the 
world,  heroism  and  self  devotion  incrcjise  iu  equal 
ratio  with  the  ini(iuity. 

"  The  Pope  is  still  at  Uome.  prr)tected  i)y  the  sword 
of  France,  and  the  word  of  her  powerful  Emperor. 

"  The  piousofferings  of  Catholics  throughout  the 
world  are  forwarded  to  the  Holy  See  in  ever-in 
creasing  generosity ;  the  rich  give  their  treasures, 
the  poor  their  mite,  mothers  their  children  ;  and 
rich  and  poor,  from  castle  and  cottage,  incessantly 
press  forward  to  bear  to  the  Holy  Father  the  yet 
more  precious  oblation  of  their  devotedness  and 
blood. 

"Thus  in  proportion  as  the  swelling  waves  of  im- 
piety and  revolution  uprear  themselves,  the  love 
and  generous  indignation  of  Catholics  arise  also, 
su.staining  the  bark  always  menace<l,  but  ever 
preserved,  which  bears  with  the  successor  of  Peter 
the  hope  and  the  salvati(m  of  the  world !  The 
Bishops,  the  Priests,  and  the  faithful,  in  serried 
ranks,  press  around  their  chief  and  their  Father, 
ready  to  suffer  all  with  him  and  for  him ;  they 
know  that  revolution,  possibly,  has  yet  some  hours 
of  triumph,  some  sulyects  of  sinister  gratulation  ! 
They  know  that  it  may  yet  heap  up  ruins,  and 
cause  to  flow  in  torrents  the  tears  and  the  blood 
of  the  children  of  the  Church  !  But  they  console 
themselves;  they  hope,  they  await  with  unaltera- 
ble confidence  the  day  of  reparation,  the  day  of 
resurrection,  the  day  of  Jesus  Christ ;  and  whilst 
their  enemies,  intoxicated  with  pride  and  hate, 
already  intone  the  De  Profurulig  of  the  Church 
and  of  the  Papacy,  they  meditate  in  silence  on  the 
great  words  of  the  Gospel  which  for  eighteen 
hundred  years  have  never  failed :  'Thou  art  Peter, 
and  on  this  rock  I  will  build  my  Church,  and  the 
gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail  against  it.'  'Who- 
ever shall  fall  upon  this  rock  shall  be  broken, 
and  he  upon  whom  it  shall  fall  shall  be  crumbled 
to  dust.' 

"Live  Pius  IX,  Pontiflf  and  king!  Live  the 
Holy  Catholic,  Apostolic,  Roman  Church! 

"  Live  forever  Jesus  Christ,  the  Word  of  God 
made  flesh,  who  alone  art  Master,  who  alone  art 
Lord,  who  alone  art  all-powerful  with  God  His 
Father  in  the  Unity  of  the  Holy  Ghost !  Amen  f 
amen !  So  let  it  be,  despite  of  the  blasphemies  of 
impiety !  So  be  it,  despite  the  ephemeral  tri- 
umphs of  revolution !  So  be  it,  despite  the  bowl- 
ings of  hell !  So  be  it,  now  and  forever,  through- 
out all  ages,  and  beyond  all  ages!     Amen!" 
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Ave  L!"aria  from  Protestant  Lips  j 

OK,  SIYSTIC.VL  ROSKS  F1U)M  FOREIGN  GARDENS. 

Longfellow,  our  bard,  far  excellencf,  has  made 
the  haunts  of  our  red  brethren  classic  ground, 
by  immortivlizing  our  noble  forests,  and  planting 
in  the  garden  of  poesy  the  green  prairies  of  the 
West  and  the  broad  savannas  of  the  South.  He, 
also,  could  not  resist  the  sweet  fragrance  of  the 
Mystical  Rose  but  gathers  into  his  grand  Ameri- 
can garden  the  fair  "  Rose,  plant  of  Jericho :" 

Virgin,  and  Mother  of  our  dear  Redeemer! 
All  hearts  are  touched  and  soften  at  her  name; 
Alike  the  bandit  with  the  l)loody  hand,         [ant; 
The  priest,  the  prince,  the  scholar,  and  tlje  peas- 
The  man  of  deeds,  the  visionary  dreamer, 
Pay  homage  to  her  as  one  ever  present. 
So  mild,  so,  merciful,  so  strong,  so  good; 
So  patient,  peaceful,  loyal,  loving,  pure. 
This  were  enough  to  prove  it  higher,  truer, 

Than  all  the  creeds  the  world  had  known  before. 
We  also  transcribe  a  ballad  from  Miss  Wallace, 
a  poetess  of  Vermont.  It  possesses  quite  artistic 
taste,  with  tender  allusion  to  the  cross  and  convent, 
and  is  softly  redolent  with  that  poetic  reverence 
for  Mary  ^Mother  tliat  often  blooms  in  some  souls 
even  in  the  wilderness  without  the  fold: 

Athenwood. 

Were  you  ever  in  Moutpelier^ 
Not  that  fine  old  town  in  Fiance; 

But  a  fair  Green  Mountain  village, 
Young  for  legend  or  romance. 

Brave  and  hardy  are  the  people 
Of  our  Northern  State  froutier  ; 

So  afiirmed  a  bold  invader,* 

And  the  knowledge  cost  him  dear. 

Firm  in  Doric  strength  and  beauty 
Stands  their  Capitol,  its  dome 

Looking  down  on  a  river 

Something  like  the  streams  of  Rome. 

Winding  through  the  verdant  valley, 

Like  a  shaken  silver  chain. 
Flows  the  mountain-born  Winooskie 

To  the  beautiful  Champlain. 

But  we  follow  not  his  current ; 

For  the  theme  will  bid  us  stay 
'Mong  the  hills  that  nurse  his  torrent, 

Kear  the  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Just  across  the  sparkling  river. 
Where  yon  hill-road  winds  away. 

Lightly  lifts  the  graceful  elm-tree 
Many  a  slender  waving  sjjray. 

Where  the  tiny  song-birds  rally, 
Chirping  from  their  leafy  screen. 

And  the  mountain  breezes  daily, 
Coming  down  a  bright  ravine. 

There,  above  the  village  murmur. 
And  the  din  of  mill  and  forge. 

Stands  an  artist's  quiet  dwelling, 
In  the  green  and  narrow  gorge. 

*  tjir  John  liurgoyne. 


On  a  sultry  day  of  summer, 
Sank  bcneatli  the  wayside  tree 

One  who  siglied  in  foreign  accent: 
"Mary,  Mother,  pity  me!" 

'Twas  a  woman,  sad  and  weary, 

With  a  child  of  tender  years. 
On  her  feet  the  soil  of  travel, 

On  her  face  the  stain  of  tears. 

Surely  she  can  toil  no  farther 

'Neath  the  bright  unpityin^*ky; 

But  for  the  sweet,  patient  inti". 
It  were  well  that  she  should  die  I 

Hers  had  been  a  happy  bridal 

In  a  distant  father-land  ; 
Hers  a  husband  brave  and  noble. 

Firm,  yet  gentle — hf)peful,  bland. 

Tyranny  proclaimed  him  rebel, 

For  a  patriot  lieart  had  he  ; 
They  in  want  had  tied  from  peril, — 

He  was  l>uried  in  the  sea. 

In  her  land  of  cross  and  convent. 
Sweet  Madonna,  pale  and  fair, 

Shrine  of  saint  or  tomb  of  martyr. 
Wins  the  stricken  soul  to  prayer. 

Now  she  scans  that  peaceful  cottage — 
Gray  its  walls  and  sloi)ing  eaves — 

Lifting  up  its  modest  gabels. 

Carved  in  pendant  oaken  leaves; 

Rustic  porch  with  open  portal, 
Arched  windows,  diamond  pane — 

Sure  it  bore  no  slight  resemblance 
To  some  humble  rural  fane. 

Was  it  not  a  wayside  chapel. 

Built  in  form  of  Holy  Cross? 
Was  it  hermitage  or  dwelling? — 

Long  she  mused,  and  much  at  loss, 

Till  an  organ-tone  came  swelling 

On  the  silent  summer  air ; 
Quick  she  mounts  the  rocky  terrace — 

Lifts  her  child  from  stair  to  stair. 

In  the  softly  shaded  parlor 

Minnie  had  sat  down  to  play 
Hopeful  hymns  that  cheered  her  husband — 

These  should  while  the  hours  away. 

On  she  played  and  sang,  unheeding 
Her  who  on  the  threshold  stood. 

Dreaming  of  an  old  cathedral 
Far  beyond  the  ocean  flood. 

Through  the  curtain  came  the  sunlight. 

With  a  crimson  tinted  ray  ; 
So  it  fell  from  storied  window. 

Where  in  youth  she  kneeled  to  pray. 

Near  her  stood  a  slender  table. 

Fair  the  Parian  vase  upon't. 
Quaintly  carved  from  antique  sculpture — 

Was  it  not  a  marble  front  ? 

On  the  walls  hung  glowing  pictures — 
Autumn  scenery  richly  wrought, 

Gnicef'ul  forms  and  gentle  features — 
Not  the  hallowed  head  she  sought ! 


1 


AVE    MARIA. 


93 


"NVhon  the  soaring  nnthom  cnclc.1, 

Timidly  xlii'  ihovimI  to  «ny, 
'  Lady,  i)lfas«'  i»  it  a  clitip<l  y 

I  have  ix't'ii  to  rest  ami  pray." 

Oil,  not  nttcrJy  misfiiken 

Was  tliiit  simple  tV'rvmt  iKvirt  ; 

Less  than  Heaven's  own  altar  only 
Is  the  shrine  of  Love  and  Art. 

Minnie  plaeed  a  coneh  with  pillows, 
Utriiinp  rest  and  sweet  relief; 

Fpoke  as  woman  spesiks  to  woman, 
In  her  trial  hour  of  grief. 

Bringing  food,  a"  cup  of  water, 

Covering  for  the  sunburned  ehild  ; 

Laughed  the  winsome  little  creature, — 
Sweet  the  way-worn  pilgrim  smiled. 

"Now  my  weary  heart  is  lighter; 

Mary  Mother  heard  my  phiint ; — 
If  I  found  no  priestly  altar. 
Surely  I've  not  missed  a  saint." 
—  — ■••- 
Eeligious  Chronicle. 

From  Rome. — On  the  thirteenth  of  May,  at  the 
"Vatican,  and  in  Rome,  the  Pope's  Seventy  Fourth 
Birthday  was  celebrated.  Thank  God,  Pius  IX 
carries  most  vigorously  the  weight  of  years,  bur- 
thcned,  as  he  has  been,  by  many  tribulations.  His 
health  is  excellent,  and  promises  long  yeai-s— per- 
haps the  years  of'  Peter.  The  father  of  his  Holi- 
ness lived  to  the  nge  of  ninety-six.  One  of  his 
brothers,  eighty-six  years  old,  still  enjoys  excel- 
lent health.  A  correspondent  of  the  Rnxier  de 
Jfarie  relates  the  fallowing;  "In  an  audience 
lately  granted  me  by  Pius  IX,  I  congratulated 
him  upon  his  green  old  ag.',  and  mentioned  the 
om|]ion  of  (me  of  our  medical  celebrities:  'The 
Pope  has  still  tit'teeu  or  twenty  years  to  live.' 
His  Holiness  .smilingly  replied  :  '  G<rutly  gently — 
you  know  the  saying,  nan  rhleh/s  (ihimn  Pttri. 
(thou  wilt  not  s<'e  tiio  years  of  Peter),  and  history 
is  there  to  confirm  the  sentence.'  Hap|)ily,  most 
Holy  Father,"  I  replied,  "  this  sentence  is  not  of 
faith,  and  we  have  the  lirm  hope  that  God  will 
change  it  in  the  ease  of  your  Holiness." 

Saint  Peter  governed  tiie  Church  twenty  five 
years,  three  months  and  two  days.  Pius  VI  filled 
the  chair  of  Peter  twenty- four  years,  eight  months 
and  fourteen  days.  After  Peter,  the  longest  pon- 
tificate. 

The  twenty-first  of  this  month  will  commence 
the  twentieth  yt^r  of  the  pontificate  of  Pius  IX. 

The  solemn  beatification  of  the  venerable  ser- 
vant of  God,  Sister  Mary  of  the  Angels,  l)arefooted 
Carmelite,  who  died  in  1717,  took  place  on  the 
fourteenth  of  May.  On  the  twenty-eighth,  the 
beatifioition  of  the  venerable  John  Ben-hmans. 
The  Reverend  Fathers  of  the  Roman  College,  as 
sisted  by  their  pupils,  and  presided  over  by  his 
Eminence,  Cardinal  de  Riesach,  proceede<l  in  sol- 
emn procession  to  the  vaults  of  Saint  Ignatius' 
Church,  where  the  body  rcpo.sed  in  a  sepulcherof 
porphyry.  They  carried  it  to  the  interior  of  the 
Church,  and  ])laced  it  in  a  magnifi.-ent  urn  of  lu- 
pin lazuli,  under  the  spleudid  new  altar  erected 


in  the  chnrch  for  the  young  Saint,  immediately 
opposite  the  altar  of  Saint  Louis  Oonawga.  Uerch- 
niHiiH  sanctified  him.HcIf  by  simply  tlolng  the  same 
works  imposed  upon  his  companions,  but  in  do- 
ing them  with  an  angelic  fervor  and  simplicity, 
he  is,  indeed,  the  |KTfe(t  nuxlel  of  youthful  inno- 
cence. Hi.s  iK-atilieation  wu/t  Kolemnly  announced 
in  the  chuieli  attached  to  the  Greek  Collejye. 
The  Holy  Father  maiie  the  announcement  in 
Italian.  Among  other  beautiful  things,  he  faid  : 
"I,  a  .septuagenarian,  iiin  hap|»y  to  prochiiin  the 
holiness  of  this  young  man  of  twenty  years,  and 
to  ask  of  his  yoiith  a  ]>rot(ction  for  my  old  age." 

The  sjjirit  of  God  briathes  where  it  wills.  One 
of  the  greatest  piani^^ts  of  the  age,  M.  Listz,  cham- 
berlain to  the  King  of  Saxony,  decorated  with  the 
insignia  of  nu)re  than  twenty  orders,  in  all  the 
full  zenith  of  his  brilliant  career,  has  torn  him- 
self away  from  the  ovations  of  the  world  of  art, 
to  embrace  the  ecclesiastical  state. 

But  a  short  time  since  he  was  the  observed  of 
all  observers ;  his  fame  was  universal ;  now  this 
great  artist  only  signs  himself  the  Abbe  Li.stz;  to 
God  he  has  consecrated  all  the  talents  he  received 
from  Him.  He  will  celebrate  his  first  Mass  on 
Pentecost,  at  Saint  Peter's  or  Saint  Cecilia's,  and 
it  is  said  that  the  Pope  will  name  him  a  canon 
of  Saint  Peter's,  and  maestro  of  the  pontifical 
chapel. 

THE  APOSTLESmP  OF  PEAYEE. 

We  are  urged  again  to  take  to  heart  the  inter- 
ests of  the  Ajjostleship  of  Prayer.  Indeed  we 
have  no  wish  to  delay  our  action  in  the  holy  cause. 
No  better  opportunity  can  be  desired  or  presented. 
The  month  of  June  is  open,  and  the  glorious 
Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart  at  hand.  We  know 
that  Father  Rami^re  will  give  us  no  rest  until  we 
have  delined  our  ground  w  ith  regard  to  the  A]X)8- 
tksliii)  of  Prayer.  We  will  not  quarrel  with  such 
a  holy  man  on  such  a  beautiful  subject.  Let  him 
know,  then,  that  his  admiralile  MtMrnf/tr  of  the 
iytrrt'i  ILort,  which  we  receive  monthly,  will  be 
published  in  four  of  our  columns  every  week. 
Thus  will  Jesus  and  Mary  be  properly  united 
again,  to  the  fullest  satisfaction  of  our  readers. 
How  oiuld  we  separate  the  Mother  from  the  Son? 
As  soon  as  we  say  Are  Murid,  we  add  almost 
instinctively  Doniinus  tecum. 

We  are  always  with  those  we  love;  and  when 
we  love  God,  then — it  is  Himself  who  says  it — He 
really  comes  to  us,  dwells  in  us,  in  the  happiest 
and  most  intimate  union.  Thus,  without  doubt, 
the  Lord  was  with  2Hary ;  never  did  a  soul  love 
God,  nor  will  it  ever  l«)ve  Him,  as  she  did.  This 
is  but  li  tie;  her  privileges  were  still  more  admi- 
rable. Behold,  when  the  Son  of  the  Eternal  de- 
scended from  Heaven  it  was  to  her  bo.sf>m ;  He 
t«iok  flesh — it  was  hers;  His  bloxl  was  from  her 
veins  ;  His  life  was  from  her  life ;  nine  months  He 
breathed  her  breath,  and  His  Heart  Uarncd  to  beat 
from  c(mtact  w  ith  the  heart  of  .Marj-.  This  is  still 
but  little:  He  came  into  the  world— it  was  ip  her 
arms;  He  was  nourished— it  was  on  her  breast 
He  was  carried— it  was  in  her  arms  ;  He  was  rock: 
ed,  it  was  upon  her  knees ;  He  was  caressed— it- 
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was  upon  her  heart ;  He  grew — it  was  in  her  pres- 
ence; He  worked — it  was  with  her  and  tor  her; 
He  went  into  the  world — she  followed  Him ;  and 
His  lirst  miracle  was  made  at  her  request.  Then 
came  the  hour  of  His  sorrows:  Mary  was  ever 
there ;  she  accompanied  His  bleeding  steps,  at- 
tached herself  to  His  cross,  obtained  His  last  word 
and  His  last  look,  received  Him  dead  in  her  arms, 
and  laid  Him  in  His  tomb.  On  the  third  day  she 
was  the  first  to  see  Him  gloriously  risen ;  forty 
days  after,  she  kissed  His  divine  feet  as  He  left 
the  earth,  bowed  herself  beneath  the  filial  hand 
which  blessed  her,  and  her  whole  heart  ascended 
into  Heaven  with  Jesus.  Soon  her  body  followed 
Him  upon  the  wings  of  love. 

Thus  Jesus  was  ever  with  Mary :  Dominus  tecum. 
And  now  He  still  lives  there,  always  her  Son  ;  it 
is  in  vain  our  wandering  bretliren  murmur — Jesus 
and  Mary  are  inseparable.  It  is  not  we  who  have 
confounded,  so  to  say,  these  two  souls  and  two 
lives ;  we  merely  believe  that  what  God  has 
united  it  is  a  crime  in  man  to  separate. 

Closely,  then,  to  unite  all  hearts  to  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  Jesus  through  the  Immaculate  Heart  of 
Mary,  to  establish  between  this  Divine  Saviour 
and  all  His  brethren  that  community  of  interests 
and  feelings  which  constitute  true  friendship,  to 
induce  Christians  to  offer  all  their  prayers  and  all 
their  works  in  union  with  the  intention  of  Jesus 
Christ  in  offering  Himself  upon  the  Cross  and 
daily  upon  the  altar,  and  thus  to  engage  all  the 
faithful  in  a  most  fruitful  Apostleship,  by  assist- 
ingwith  their  prayers  the  ministers  of  the  Church; 
such  is  the  object  of  the  Association  already  dis- 
seminated throughout  the  world  under  the  title 
of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayr.r. 

This  devotion  is  the  evident  and  natural  fruit 
of  the  Devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  the  ac- 
complishment of  the  great  precept  of  Charity. 
The  most  indiflferent  actions  thus  animated  by  the 
intentions  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  become 
highly  meritorious,  and  of  truly  apostolic  efficacy. 

To  enjoy  these  advantages,  and  to  gain  the  nu- 
merous indulgences  accorded  to  this  Association, 
it  is  sufficient  to  offer  at  least  once  a  day,  the 
works  of  the  day,  for  the  intentions  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart  of  Jesus.  This  may  be  done  by  recit- 
ing the  Pater,  Ace  and  Credo,  with  the  aspiration: 
0  Ilenrt  of  Jesus,  I  implore  that  I  may  love  Thee 
more  and  more;  or,  Amiable  Heart  of  my  Jesus, 
grant  that  I  vuiy  love  Thse  ever  mare  and  more.  This 
practice  will  gain  not  only  the  indulgences  of  the 
Apostleship.  but  also  those  of  the  Confraternity 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  to  which  the  Apostleship  is 
aggregated.  To  this  we  beg  all  our  readers  to  say 
daily  in  honor  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  for  the  conversion  of 
America,  one  Hail  Mary  with  the  ejaculation,  0 
Mary,  conceived  without  sin,  etc. 

A  celebrated  artist,  in  a  painting  of  the  Last 
Judgment,  portrays  a  group  of  saintly  persons 
raised  to  Heaven  by  the  strength  of  their  love  and 
drawing  after  them  the  souls  they  had  saved  by 
their  prayers  and  charity.  Admirable  figure  of  the 
truth !  For  man  is  never  alone,  so  to  speak,  in 
his  loss  or  in  his. salvation;  in  hLs  fall  or  in  his 


elevation,  he  draws  many  souls  with  him.  And 
if  generous  souls  find  so  much  happiness  in  loving 
and  sacrificing  themselves  for  their  brethren, 
what  will  be  the  joy  of  the  elect  at  the  eight  of 
those  for  wiiom  they  gained  Heaven? 

The  saints  well  understood  the  price  of  a  soul. 
Saint  Francis  Xavier  would  willingly  have  gone 
to  the  extremity  of  the  world  to  save   a   soul. 
Read  the  seraphic  Saint  Teresa  and  Saint  Catha- 
rine on  the  vehemence  of  love  for  the  salvation  of 
j   souls.     And  would  not  our  hearts  also  be  influ- 
I   enced  with  this  love,  if  we  truly  regarded  one  soul 
I   in  the  light  of  faith  V     It  is  the  image  of  God ; 
]  judge  then  what  it  is  by  what  it  represents.    It  is 
I   made  to  love  God,  to  possess  Him  through  all 
I   eternity; — ^judge  then  of  its  dignity  and  its  des- 
I   tiny.     It  is  the  price  of  the  blood  and  the  death 
j  of  a  God  ;  judge  then  of  its  value  by  what  it  costs. 
I       Who  among  us  would  not  strive  for  the  immor- 
j   tal  glory  of  being  the  savior  of  his  brethren  in 
I   saving  himselfV     The  means  to  do  so  is  in  our 
I   hands:  it  is  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer,  which  ob- 
j   tains  the  conquest  of  souls  at  the  foot  of  the  altar 
;   without  exacting  any  thing  on  our  part.    It  draws 
blessings  upon  the  labors  of  the  apostle,  it  unites 
itself  to  his  merits,  it  accompanies  him  and  follows 
his  steps  to  distant  countries.     "  See  what  great 
things  you  can  do,"  Father  Laeordaire  one  day  said 
to  some  young  men  :  "  You  can  save  souls ;  and  if 
you  but  knew  what  a  soul  is  in  its  ravishing  beauty, 
you  would  faint  with  joy  at  the  very  thought  that 
you  could  do  it  any  service.     In  the  next  life  you 
will  be  astonished  to  hear  yourself  called, 'My 
father,'  by  souls  in  Heaven,  wlio  will  surround 
you  ;  and  when  you  seek  the  origin  of  this  spirit- 
ual generation,  you  will  find  it  in  a  word,  an  ac- 
tion, a  prayer,  which  you  had  forgotten.     There 
are  men  who  have  converted  kingdoms  without 
ever  having  left  their  own  homes.    Yes,  I  belike 
in  spiritual  intercourse  between  men ;  I  believe  that 
in  virtue  of  this  intercourse  immense  good  can  be 
effected ;  I  believe  in  the  Communion  of  Saints.'^ 

Let  us  then  unite  our  prayers  for  those  who 
pray  for  the  salvation  of  souls,  and  we  will  pro- 
duce marvels  which  will  ravish  us  at  the  day  of 
Eternal  Justice.  By  union  of  prayers  you  will 
open  Heaven  for  immortal  souls.  After  having 
partaken  of  the  mission  of  the  Saviour  you  will 
share  His  glory  and  merit  the  promised  recom- 
pense. To  save  souls  is  the  end  of  religion,  the 
cause  of  the  Church  itself. 

The  Apostleship  of  Prayer  can  be  aggregated 
to  any  existing  Sodality  or  Religious  Order.  It 
is  not  a  Confraternity,  but  a  union  of  hearts  for 
the  conversion  of  souls. 

We  will  be  happy  to  distribute  the  diplomas, 
already  signed  by  Father  Ramifere,  to  Pastors  and 
Superiors  of  Religious  Communities;  the  consent 
of  the  Ordinary  having  been  obtained.  On  re- 
ceiving the  diploma,  a  register  is  opened  for  the 
names  of  the  associates  in  that  locality.  Each 
associate  receives  a  certificate. 

Individuals,  residing  in  places  w^here  the  Apos- 
tleship of  Prayer  has  not  been  commenced,  can 
receive  a  certificate  of  association,  by«applying  to 
the  editor  of  the  Ave  Maria. 
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CHILDREN'S  DEPARTMENT.  i 

We  begin  with  this  number  to  dedicate  llio  two  la»t  pagc»  of  1 
the  Ave  Mahia  to  our  little  rrlend»,  the  Dear  Children  of  i 
Mary.    It  U  our  earneiit  dei<irc  to  hiiereitt  and  liiotruct 
them,  to  edify  them,  to  IncrooKC  iheir  love  for  the  Blessed 
Mother  of  Jchuh,  and  throut;h  their  i>ruyeri»  to  bring  down 
new  blc«iiiu|fi«  on  their  beloved  parent*  and  onrnelvee. 

The  Pater  and  Ave  of  Pio  Nono. 

A  THUE  STOIIY. 

In  the  year  1799,  or  1800,  a  bright  and  beautiful 
boy,  of  seven  or  eight  suininers,  sported  gj\ily  amid 
the  l)cds  of  perfumed  flowers  that  adorned  his  an- 
cestral chateau.  Day  by  day  the  warm  sun  of 
Italy  gave  fresh  color  to  the  cheek  and  Itrighter 
luster  to  the  eye  of  the  young  Mastal  Ferreti  (now 
Pius  IX).  The  Countess  ."Vlastalt  Ferreti  loved 
most  tenderly  her  gentle,  noble  boy.;  and,  as  a 
Christian  mother,  above  all  other  things  she  .sought 
t<^)  inspire  hhn  with  true  and  solid  piety.  Every 
day,  kneeling  with  her  little  son,  she  taught  him 
his  monning  and  evening  ))rayers;  and  as  .she  was 
a  true  and  eievoted  child  of  the  Church,  under  her 

f)ious  teaching  the  young  MastaT  from  his  infancy 
earned  to  mingle  with  the  name  of  his  own  father, 
and  those  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  the  nauie  of  the  Su- 
preme Pontift"  wIjo  then  pos.sesscd  tiie  glorious  in- 
heritance of  the  Apostle  iSaint  Peter. 

Pius  VI,  of  happy  memory,  occupied  the  Pon- 
tifical chair,  and  in  consequence  of  the  un- 
daunted firmness  he  displayed  in  defending  the 
rights  of  his  throne,  and  the  liberty  of  the  Church, 
the  Holy  Pontiff  was  the  victim  of  the  most  bitter 
vexations  from  the  impious  men  who  at  that  pe- 
riod exercised   supreme  authority  in  France. 

Deeply  grieved  at  the  sorrows  which  over- 
whelmed the  s<^ul  of  the  common  Father  of  the 
Faithful,  appalled  at  the  dangers  which  menaced 
him,  and  understanding  at  the  sametjine,  how  the 
hearts  of  all  Christians  .should  supplicate  Heaven 
in  his  behalf,  the  Countess  Fi-rrt-ti  taught  her 
young  son  to  .>«ay,  at  his  morning  and  evening  pray- 
ers, a  Ftittr  and  Arc  for  the  Pope. 

The  first  time  she  ad<led  the.sci  petiticms  to  his 
u.sual  devotions,  she  .sjiid,  "  Dear  child,  great  mis- 
fortunes tiireaten  our  Sovereign,  Pius  VI,  and  he 
18  in  deep  distress;  we  will  pray  together  to  our 
dear  L<jrd,  and  beseech  Him  to  remove  all  sorrow 
from  t)ur  Holy  Father,  and  protect  him  against  all 
danger."  "Oh  yes  !"' replied  the  sweet  boy,  "  I 
will  pray  with  you  for  the  Holy  Father,  and  I 
promise  you  to  .say  such  a  good  prayer." 

Ever  after  this  promise,  morning  and  evening, 
the  young  Masta'f  was  cjirefid  to  remind  his  mother 
of  tlie  PtUer  and  Ace  they  had  to  say  together 
for  the  Pope. 

One  evening  as  they  knelt  to  recite  the  custotn- 
ary  Pattr  and  Arr,  the  Countess,  einl)racing  her 
son,  while  tears  flowed  from  her  eyes,  said  :  "  My 
darling,  oh  I  how  fervently  must  we  pray  to-night 
for  the  Holy  Father!  The  misfortunes  we  fearud 
for  him  have  come  at  la.st !  Wicked  soldiers  have 
seized  Pius  VI ;  he  is  their  pri.s<mer,  and  they  are 
taking  him  far  away 'from  Uome."  At  these 
words,  the  child,  who  had  been  listening  with 


deep  emotion  to  his  mother's  wordu,  commenced 
weeping  also,  and  joining  hia  little  humls,  prayed 
with  all  the  fervor  of  an  angel.  Then  raiMinghifl 
bright  eyes  still  dinuned  with  tears,  he  tume<i  to 
his  mother,  and  in  a  hesitating  voice,  saitl :  "  Hut 
how  can  the  good  C}o<l  permit  the  Pope,  who  is 
the  representative  of  Jesus  Christ,  His  .Son,  to  h^ 
BO  unhappy  y  Why  dfH;s  He  let  liim  !>e  taken 
prisoner,  and  treated  like  u  malefactor,  when  he 
IS  so  gcKKl  y" 

"My  child,"  replied  the  Countess,  "It  is  pre- 
cisely because  the  Pope  is  the  Vicar  and  Ilepre- 
sentatirc  of  Jesus  Christ  that  God  ]>ermits  him 
to  be  treated  8«i  cruelly.  Do  you  not  remem))er 
the  history  of  Jesus  Christ,  which  I  told  you? 
This  Divine  Saviour  was  gcxKlness  it.self,  neverthe- 
less He  had  enemies — bad  men  hated  Him.  And 
one  night  they  took  Him  j)risoner,and  after  having 
made  Him  endure  the  must  frightfid  torments, 
they  put  Him  to  death. 

"  And,  my  darling,  God  has  often  permitted  the 
Pope.s,  after  the  example  of  Jesus  Christ,  to  suffer 
from  the  injustice  of  men.  This  has  now  happened 
to  our  Holy  Pius  VI." 

"  But,  mamma,"  interrupted  the  young  MastaT, 
"these  men  who  treat  the  Holy  Father  .so  cruelly 
must  l)e  very  wicke<l,  are  they  not?  and  shall  we 
not  beg  God  to  punish  them  y" 

"My  child,"  replied  the  Countess,  "  we  must 
not  ask  God  to  punish  any  one.  Do  you  not  re- 
member how  Je-sus  acted  while  hanging  on  the 
Cross?  He  prayed,  and  begged  God  to  have  pity 
on  His  enemies,  and  to  change  their  hearts.  This, 
I  am  sure,  is  the  prayer  of  Pius  VI  at  this  mo- 
ment. Let  us  then  unite  our  prayers  with  his, 
and  beseech  God  to  convert  all  these  impious  men 
who  have  raised  their  hands  against  the  Holy 
Pontifi*." 

On  hearing  these  pious  words  from  his  mother, 
the  young  Ma,stai(  again  knelt  down  and  reiK-ated, 
in  his  sweet,  childish  tones,  a  Pater  and  an  Att  for 
the  enemies  of  Pius  VI. 

On  venerateil  Pius  IX  I  in  this  manner,  from  the 
tenderest  years  of  your  childhuiMl,  under  the  happy 
influence  of  a  Christian  mother,  you   learned  to 
compa.ssionate  the  .sufi'erings  of  the   Head   of  the 
Church,  to  untUrstand  that  in  the  designs  of  God, 
Sovereign  Pontiffs  are  not  exempt  from  the  trials 
of  earth,  and  to  open  your  young  heart  to  the  sub- 
lime sentiments  of  forgiving  injuries  and  praying 
for  enemies. 
[       If  after  so  admirable  a  conversation   with  your 
I   good  mother,  an  Angel  of  God,  unveiling  the  fu- 
'■   ture,  should  have  revealed  to  you,  that   in   fifty 
!   years  you  would  be  the  fifth  successor  of  Pius  VI, 
,   upon   the  throne  of  the  Roman    Pontift's,  what 
would  not  have  been  your  a.stoni.slunent !  and  if 
,   opening  before  youi  eyes  the  pages  of  the  history 
j  of  your  Pontificate,  the  Angel  of  God  had  penuit- 
I   ted  you  to  read  of  the  storms  of  adversity  that 
I   would  burst  over  your  head,  of  the  enemies  you 
,   would  encounter,  of  the  tears  of  the  faithful,  at  the 
1   sight  of  all  your  sorrows,  of  their  suppliant  hands 
raised  to  heaven  for  you,  of  your  sweetness,  charity, 
1  long  patience;  ah,  then  you  would  have  umier- 
stood  still  better,  that  the  tiara  of  tho  Sovereign 
'   Pontiff  does  not  shelter  the  august  head  from  all 
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danger,  and  that  if  God  scem'«to  reserve  for  all  of 
them  a  portion  of  the  bitter  chuliee  -wliich  Jesns 
drank,  lie  knows  also  how  to  teach  them  tosutfer 
like  Him.  and  like  Mini  to  pardon  their  enemies. 

And  now,  dear  little  children  of  Maiy  !  is  there 
no  lesson  for  you  to  learn  in  this  beautiful,  true 
story  f  Have  you  ever  said  a  Pati;r  and  .1?*  for 
the  sweet  little  boy  who  prayed  so  fervently  for 
his  Holy  Father  Pius  V  I V  That  dear  child  is  now 
your  Holy  Father  Pius  IX.  He  once  had  to  Hy 
from  wicked  men,  far  away  from  Rome  ;  and  al- 
though he  returned,  yet  these  same  bad  men  have 
raised  up  armies  to  try  and  take  Rome  from  his 
Fatherly  care.  Then,  if  you  have  never  yet  prayed 
for  him,  I  am  sure  this  very  evening  you  will  kneel 
beside  your  mothers  and  beg  them  to  say  with  you 
a  Piitcr  and  Ave  for  our  good  Pope. 

In  many  parts  of  Europe,  these  prayers  are 
said  daily,  after  Mass,  for  the  preservation  of  the 
Sovereign  Pontiff,  and  His  Holiness  has  enriched 
this  pious  custom  with  forty  days'  indulgence. 
Now,  if  this  long  word,  "  indulgence,"  is  not 
understood  by  the  vierij  little  Children  of  i\Iary, 
they  must  ask  their  good  mother  to  explain  it, 
and  in  .some  of  our  next  numl>ers  we  will  give 
them  a  pretty  story,  all  about  indulgences. 
*► 

Mizael  Le  Mesre  de  Pas. 

THE  TOUXG  PROTO-MAUTYR  OF  CASTELFIDARDO. 

After  the  name  f)f  General  Pimodan,  the  first 
which  presents  itself  is  that  of  the  pure  and  gen- 
tle youth,  Mizael  de  Pas,  the  victim  chosen  from 
among  those  who  voluntarily  offered  themselves 
to  God  at  the  altar  of  Our  Lady  of  Loretto.  He 
was  perhaps  the  first  who  thought  of  going  to 
offer  himself  to  the  Pope  ;  and  he  was  certainly 
the  first  to  shed  his  blood  in  the  cause  of  the 
Church,  f()r  he  died  of  the  wounds  sent  hin\  from 
God,  on  the  eve  of  the  t)attle  of  Castelfidardo. 
General  de  la  Moricic're,  touched  by  the  strength 
of  soul  which  was  concealed  under  his  frail  con- 
stitution and  candid  heart,  loved  hiui  exceedingly 
and  deeply  mourned  his  loss. 

Born  of  parents  devested  to  the  Church,  Mizael 
de  Pas  Mas  from  his  childhood  a  pious  and  fer- 
vent Christian  ;  of  a  quick,  impetuous  nature,  he 
had  so  entirely  overcome  these  dispositi<ms  that 
at  his  death  he  might  well  be  characterized  as 
"meek  and  humble  of  heart." 

Those  who  knew  him  love  to  recall  his  delicacy 
of  sentiment,  his  amenity  of  character,  his  distin- 
guished manners,  and,  above  all,  the  beautiful 
angelic  modesty  which,  even  in  the  gay  scenes  of 
the  world,  exhibited  the  Christian  under  the 
charms  of  youth.  His  apparent  reserve  and  diffi- 
dence in  himself  in  no  way  detracted  from  the 
strength  and  vigor  of  his  character. 

The  desire  of  worthily  filling  his  position  in 
society  was  early  dcveloi)ed  in  his  soul,  so  strength- 
ened by  noble  and  pious  family  traditions.  To 
his  eyes,  the  heritage  of  his  ancestors  was  secoiul- 
ary  to  the  more  precious  legacy  of  paternal  vir- 
tues, of  which  hewislu'il  to  prove  himself  worthy. 
He  e'arly  manifested  his  inclinations  for  the  mili- 
tary life,  and  his  mother,  fearing  the  temptations 


and  dangers  of  a  military  school,  consulted  a  holy 
priest,  who  had  long  been  an  intimate  friend  of 
the  family  ;  he  replied  : 

"We  cannot  shield  Miztiol  from  a  knowledge 
of  evil,  but  his  religious  principlis  are  firmly 
grounded,  and  I  know  the  strength  of  his  charac- 
ter; he  will  see  in  evil  all  its  hideous  deformity, 
and  will  be  shocked  and  disgusted  with  it;  not- 
withstanding the  dangers,  his  morals  will  remain 
pure.  Be  not  uneasy — better  a  life  of  activity, 
than  of  inactivity  for  him." 

This  prediction  was  fully  realized  in  the  noble 
child  The  firm,  artless,  angelic  and  engaging 
manners  of  Mizael  were  a  daily  reproach  to 'tis 
new  comrades ;  yet  he  was  a  general  favorite,  and 
constantly  shielded  the  many  annoyances  and 
trials  so  common  in  schools  and  colleges. 

When  preparing  to  pass  an  examination,  which 
promised  to  be  successful,  he  was  seized  with  a 
dangerous  illness.  Three  times  he  resumed  his 
studies,  with  characteristic  ardor ;  three  limes  he 
was  checked  l)y  sickness,  and  his  bright  dreams 
of  the  future  destroyed. 

Was  there  not  something  providential  in  these 
obstacles?  Was  it  not  the  way  of  trials  by  which 
God  wished  the  young  soldier  to  pass,  as  a  pre- 
paration for  that  future  which  was  to  be  meri- 
torious and  glorious  far  beyond  his  most  sanguine 
hopes  ? 

On  his  return  to  the  ])aternal  mansion  Mizael 
sought,  in  works  of  charity,  food  for  the  activity 
of  his  devoted  soul,  and  he  preluded,  by  the  sacri- 
fice of  his  time  and  pleasures,  that  other  sucrijice 
which  at  a  latter  period  he  mnde  of  his  life.  He 
loved  the  poor  with  a  singular  aftection  ;  as  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Society  of  St.  Vincent  of  Paul  he  de- 
voted much  time  hunting  up  the  destitute  little 
children  from  the  haunts  of  moral  and  ])hysical 
misery.  He  instructed'  these,  and  taught  them 
how  to  purify  their  souls  (oftentimes  as  black  as 
thoir  faces,  and  more  difficult  to  clean.se)  ;  his  great- 
est pleasure  was  to  prepare  them  for  their  first 
Communion. 

With  the  most  touching  charity  he  devoted 
himself  to  these  poor  people  ;  nobly  and  devotedly 
he  served  Jesus  Christ,  in  the  person  of  His  suffer- 
ing members,  before  he  went  to  offer  his  life's 
blood  in  the  service  of  His  earthly  Representative. 
But  these  pious  occupations  were  not  sufficient 
to  fill  up  his  life,  and  the  thought  that  he  was 
useless  upon  the  eaitli,  often  threw  him  into  pro- 
found sadness.  His  delieate  health,  as  already 
mentioned,  had  obliged  him  to  renounce  the  mili- 
tai-y  career  he  loved  so  well.  This  lost  vocation 
left  a  bitter  regret  iu  his  heart,  and  a  void  in  his 
life  that  ntiugiit  else  could  fill. 

"  How  easy  it  is,"  he  exclaimed  with  a  sigh,"to 
say,  to  do  something — but  do  what?  can  you  tell 
me  what  to  do !  For  me,  the  military  schools  are 
closed;  as  soon  as  I  commence  serious  study  I  be- 
come sick,  an<l  besides,  I  have  no  taste  for  juris- 
Ijrudence  or  diplomacy ;  lam  continually  told  to 
amuse  myself  What  is  meant  by  all  this?  That 
I  should  marry,  pajs  my  time  in  cultivating  and 
embellLshing  my  estates,  and  amid  tjie  pleasures 
of  the  chase  'i  (to  bb  coktixued.) 
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Sanctuaries  of  Mary. — Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde. 

"There  is  one  fair  «hrine  I  rcmeuiher, 
Wliich  jjolds  the  struggle  ami  strife 
Of  a  grand  and  powerful  eity. 
As  tlie  htatt  holds  the  throlt  of  a  life— > 
For  long  ages  and  generations. 
Have  come  then-  to  strive  and  pray  ; 
t^he  watched  and  guideil  tiieni  living, 
And  does  not  forget  tlnin  to  dny. 
And  the  votive  hearts  and  the  anchors 
Tell  of  danger  and  peril  ])ast; 
Of  the  i»ope  deferred  and  the  waiting, 
And  the  condort  that  eunie  at  last." 
At  Marseilles  we  lind  this  celebrated  shrine  of 
Notre   Dame  de  la  Garde.     Since  the  thirteenth 
century,  ages  and  generations  have  come  there  to 
Btrive  and  pray.     Popes  have  scaled  «m  foot  the 
mountain-path  to  the  pilgrimage.     Princes  and 
princesse.s,  from  Louis  XIII  to  the  Duchess  of  An- 
gonleme,  from  Francis  I  to  the  Duchess  of  Berry, 
came  to  pray  before  the  altar  of  Notre  Dame  de  la 
Garde.   Many  sovereigns  sent  their  votive  offerings 
to  the  GiHid  Mothtr :  Charles  X  of  Spain,  when 
held  a  prisoner  in  Marseilles  by  Napoleon,  disposed 
of  all  his  plate  to  make  to  the  patroness  of  the 
city  an  offering  not  too  unworthy  of  a  Hourbon. 

In  timej  of  pul)lic  calamity  the  city  turned  to- 
ward its  protectres.s,  and  the  statue  wir-  carried  in 
triuniph  through  the  streets.  ^lai'seilles  .still 
holds  in  grateful  remembrance  its  consecration  to 
the  Hearts  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  in  1720,  in  thanks- 
giving for  having  been  delivered  from  the  plague 
through  the  interces-sion  of  Mary.  Several  times 
since,  this  scourge  has  passed  over  the  city  and  its 
horrors  have  always  been  arrested  by  prayers  to 
Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde. 

In  prosperity,  the  Marseillais  go  up  to  visit 
their  patroness,  but  when  her  children  are  in 
mourning  she  descends  to  them.  For  seamen  par- 
ticularly, Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde  has  ever  been 
a  shrine  of  ju'culiar  veneration.  When  returning 
fromalong,voy«ge  thejjilot  catehesa  glimpseofthe 
Goiyl  Afiif/ter,  watching,  as  it  were,  tlie  coniing  of 
her  children;  every  knee  is  bent,  the  t>'ilre  intoned, 
and  the  guns  from  the  quarter-deck  salute  the 
"Star  of  the  Sea." 

In  1852  it  was  found  necessary  to  rebtiild  the 
chai>el  on  a  larger  scide.  Pio  Ntmo  headed  the 
list  of  donations  for  this  beautiful  work.  The  new 
building  is  of  the  Kon)an  liyzantine  style ;  it  is 
built  of  white  and  green  marble. 

The  e|)och  of  the  consecration  of  this  chapel 
was  selected  by  his  Holiness  for  a  public  repara- 
tion for  the  Hcandalsaud  saerilcires  of  the  Revolu- 


tionists. Marseilles,  on  the  highway  to  Home; 
Marseilles,  the  oldest  city  of  Gaul,  in  whoso  port 
float  the  flags  of  all  nations,  was  to  Iw  the  th«*ater 
of  this  reparation.  The  fourth  and  fifth  of  June,  . 
1864,  were  enriched  with  precious  indulgences  by 
the  Pope.  Four  hunilred  thousand  pilgrims 
passed  in  procession  thrmigh  the  streets  of  the 
city  to  Notre  Dame  de  la  (ianle.  The  .splend<»r 
of  the  festival  and  the  lively  faith  of  the  multi- 
tude rivaled  the  renowned  assemblies  of  the 
Middle  Ages. 

The  Pope  was  presented  l>y  the  Venerable 
Cardinal  Villecourt.  Three  other  Cardinals  and 
four  Bishops  (Chamberlains  of  his  Holiness;  were 
present,  together  with  forty  other  Bishops  and 
four  mitre<l  Ai»bots. 

The  following  discourse  was  pronounced  by  his 
Eminence  Cartlinal  Donet,  Archbishop  of  Bor- 
deaux : 

"  The  venerable  and  worthy  Bishop,  called  to 
govern  u  Church  which  has  for  the  first  link  in 
the  chain  of  its  Pontifls,  the  brother  of  Martha 
and  Mary,  ovj-r  whom  Jesus  wept,  the  friend  whom 
He  raised  to  life,  wrote  us  a  short  tinie  ago,  that, 
among  all  the  consolations  of  his  Episcopacy, 
there  was  none  more  precious  to  his  heart  thaa 
the  solemnity  of  this  day. 

"You  have  heard,  pious  citizens  of  Marseilles, 
from  his  eloquent  lips  'that  if  in  all  the  sanctua- 
ries of  the  Catholic  world,  the  l)enefits  of  Mary 
are  celebrated ;  if  every  city  and  village  blesses 
her  maternal  love,  Marseilles  is  still  the  grand 
city,  where,  during  .«o  many  ages,  she  has  loved  to 
display  all  the  tenderness  and  power  which  God 
has  deposited  in  her  heart.' 

"  With  what  emotion  have  you  not  read  the  ori- 
gin and  development  of  the  homages  which  have 
surrt»unded  the  venerated  statue  of  Notre  Dame 
<le  la  Gunle? 

"  You  know,  my  beloved  brethren,  the  abund- 
ant blessings  and  graces  which  have  flowed  from 
this  Sanctuary  over  this  city,  and  those  countries 
to  which  our  sailors  have  carri'd  the  sotivenirs  of 
the  Queen  of  Heaven  ;  ve  have  read  of  the  many 
conversions  obtained ':it  this  shrine,  of  the  sick 
restored  to  health,  of  miseries  alleviated  ;  and  wc 
seem  to  hear  the  echoes  around  us  .still  continue 
their  hymn  of  gmtitude  to  her  whouj  we  call  the 
3Iother  of  Mercy — Sn/rt  Jitffhm,  mnt.r  tituxricordir  / 

"It  is  not  necessary,  in  the  midst  of  the  emi- 
nently Catholic  popu'lati(m  of  Provence,  to  justify 
the  devotion,  love  and  honor  which  we  otfer  to 
:Hary.  It  will  be  .sufficient  to  remind  you  how 
ihis'devotion  has  grown  with  the  Churtli,  and  us 
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the  Church  it  takes  all  forms.  Is  there,  in  reality, 
a  single  road  of  life  over  which  the  Queen  of 
Heaven  does  not  assist  our  steps? 

"  Every  suffering,  every  want  of  the  heart  of  man, 
inspires  devotion  to  Mary.  On  the  summit  of  the 
Alps  and  Pyrenees,  in  the  vast  basilicas  of  Lorct- 
to,  Clery,  Saragossa,  Chartres  and  Milan  ;  in  the 
belfries  of  FourviSres,  Pey  Berland,  Verdelais 
and  Avignon  ;  over  the  abyss  of  Kockamadour  as 
on  the  steep  rocks  of  Marseilles  and  Puy ;  at  the 
entrance  of  a  ])alace  and  over  the  door  of  the 
cabin,  or  in  the  workshop  of  the  mechanic,  every- 
where, it  insinuates  a  thought  of  love,  a  sentiment 
of  confidence  which  fortifies  and  consoles:  Salve 
Jtcgina,  vita,  dvlcedo  et  xpcs  noatra,  mlve  ! 

"The  Christian  devoted  to  Mary  is  never  alono. 
By  the  glimmer  of  the  lamp  which  burns  at  the 
feet  of  his  IMadonna,  as  a  mysterious  symbol  of 
the  Providence  Avhich  ever  and  always  watches, 
he  chants  a  hymn  to  his  Queen,  and  peace  returns 
to  his  heart.  ()  my  God  !  in  giving  Thy  Mother 
to  be  the  Mother  of  all  Christians,  Thou  hast 
opened  for  them  the  source  of  the  most  abundant 
consolations.  Enriched  with  this  treasure,  they 
can  easily  dispense  with  all  that  man  refuses 
them  ;  and  they  have  the  full  confidence  of  arriv- 
ing more  readily  at  Thy  Heart  through  the  Heart 
of  her  whom  Thou  lovest. 

"  It  Avould  weary  you,  my  brethren,  w^ere  I  to 
mention  the  numberless  l>enefits  obtjiined  at  this 
shrine  through  the  mediation  of  the  ^lother  of 
God,  and  in  enumerating  them  I  would  only 
repeat  what  you  already  know.  I  cannot  read, 
without  emotion,  the  history  of  this  blessed  pil- 
grimage, so  long  the  object  of  a  faithful  people's 
gratitude. 

"I  do  not  ignore  that  all  ages  of  faith,  and  our 
epoch  in  particular,  is  reproached  for  a  too  credu- 
lous belief  in  the  marvelous,  particularly  in  ap- 
jiaritions.  I  shall  merely  reply  that  the  Church 
has  alwaj's  been  very  severe  in  the  examination  of 
such  circumstances;  but  I  must  add  that  she  has 
ever  energetically  maintained  the  supernatural 
which  forms  the  basis  of  her  existence.  To  day, 
as  ill  the  past,  she  recognises  the  power  and  good- 
ness of  God,  the  right  of  intervention  when  it 
pleases  Him  and  the  manner  it  pleases  Him  in 
the  things  of  this  world. 

"In  conclusion,  no  one  will  deny  that  such  has 
been  the  constant  belief  of  mankind,  even  out  of 
religion. 

"  Before  men  had  a  knowledge  of  our  God, 
their  hearts  had  felt,  their  reason  liad  recognized, 
their  pride  iiad  beenforced  toacknovvledge,  the  ex- 
istence of  an  Invincible  Power  which  manifested 
itself  by  inexplicable  derogations  from  the  nat- 
ural order.  Cliristianity,  in  multiplying  these 
phenomena,  has  gone  still  farther ;  she  has  com- 
prehended the  ol)ject  of  them,  and  to  minds  en- 
lightened by  faiUi,  she  has  revealed  their  mystery ; 
from  the  day  when  the  Ai.)ostles  made  themselves 
understood  by  those  whose  language  tliey  did  not 
understand,  until  this  moment  when  I  now  address 
you,  the  supernatural  has  been  constantly  present 
upon  the  earth. 

"  Nevertheless  we  will  declare  that,  without  re- 


j  jecting  them  when  they  present  themselves  to  us 
with  all  the  guarantees  which  sound  reason  has  a 
right  to  exact,  accepting  them  even  with  humble 
gratitude,  yet  we  are  far  from  seeking  new  super- 
natural facts.  Did  she  possess  but  the  miracles 
of  her  Gospel,  the  Church  would  be  rich  enough. 
German  philosophy  proclaims  this  incontestible 
truth  when  it  exclaims  by  the  organ  of  one  of  its 
chief  leaders,  '/^  in  not  in  this  manner  tee  invent.^ 

"  We  are  far  from  asking  new  prodigies  from 
God.  In  drawing  your  attention  to  the  preroga- 
tives of  Mary,  we  merely  preach  a  succession  of 
miracles ;  for  what  violation  of  all  ordinary  laws 
is  not  an  Immaculate  Conception,  a  fruitful  vir- 
ginity, and  a  divine  maternity? 

"After  the  honor  given  to  God,  one  of  the  most 
striking  characteristics  of  Catholicity  is  devotion 
to  Mary.  The  sanctuaries  dedicated  to  her,  the 
associations  placed  under  her  patronage,  the 
hymns  chanted  in  her  honor,  and  above  all,  this 
ravishing  and  joyous  month  of  Mary,  which  Mar- 
seilles has  just  celebrated  with  so  much  pomp 
and  piety,  give  to  the  children  of  the  Church  a 
certain  cheerful,  gi-acious  countenance  which  is 
not  found  in  non-Catholic  countries;  for  some- 
thing is  ever  wanting  in  the  heart  that  does  not 
love  the  Mother  of  God. 

"As  respiration  in  man,  says  one  of  the  Holy 
Fathers,  is  a  sign  of  life,  so  we  may  say  is  devo- 
tion to  Mary,  in  society  and  in  the  household 
circle,  a  sign  of  orthodoxy, — we  might  almost  say 
of  predestination. 

"  Oh,  allje  whose  lives  pass  without  one  motion 
of  the  heart  toward  the  Queen  of  Angels ;  you  who 
refuse  to  say  with  us,  JJail,fuU  of  grace;  you  who 
repudiate  tlie  Gospel  from  which  we  boiTow  these 
sweet  and  significant  words ;  you  who  know  not 
hoAV  to  give  her  the  sweet  name  of  mother ;  oh 
how  much  you  deserve  pity  ! 

"It  would  be  a  grave  error,  my  dear  brethren, 
t(i  believe  that  the  devotion  of  love  and  respect 
rend(!red  to  Hilary  is  sterile  in  good  fruit ;  do  we 
not  see,  on  the  contrary,  that  this  devotion  is  ofteii 
changed  into  a  devotion  of  imitation?  Even  in 
the  midst  of  the  tumults  of  wars  and  wordly  con- 
fusion, we  see  develop  the  ta.ste  for  silence,  the 
love  of  sacrifice,  the  consuming  fire  of  prayer,  the 
divine  sentiment  of  purity,  which  are  as  the  per- 
fume of  Heaven  sent  by  the  good  Motlier. 

"I  shall  not  speak  of  the  utility  of  all  Catholic 
works.  It  is  easily  understood  that  the  construc- 
tion of  the  Sanctuary  of  Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde, 
and  of  so  many  churches  that  have  sprung  up,  as 
if  by  enchantment,  in  Marseilles  and  every  otlier 
part  of  France,  is  a  fruitful  source  opened  for 
industry  and  arts. 

"  This  is  an  important  fact,  and  whatever  may 
be  our  alarm  at  the  view  of  the  multiplied  efforts 
of  irreligion,  it  is  not  hoping  against  hope  to  ex- 
pect much  from  an  age  which  opens  so  many  asy- 
lums for  childhood,  old  age  and  infirmity ;  which 
renders  so  much  homage  to  God  and  His  Blessed 
Mother. 

"  Skillful  administrators,  whose  generosity  and 
devotedness  the  grateful  city  loves  to  publish ; 
noble   warriors,   upright    magistrates,  energetic 
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defenders  of  the  dofpnseless;  irrepronchablo  lurr- 
cliiint.s,  wliose  nuiue  is  synonymous  wjtli  honor — 
you  hiive  all  foun<l  in  this  l»h'ssed  place  of  prayer 
the  sweet  consolivjions,  the  touching  familiarity 
which  draws  us  close  to  Go«.l. 

"  Urave  scanu'n,  known  as  well  by  your  love  for 
the  (jmul  Mother,  as  by  your  valor;  when  you 
planted,  with  the  soldiers  of  our  armies,  the  colors 
of  France  in  far  distant  lands,  your  hearts 
bounded  with  irrepressible  enthu.siasm.  To-day, 
at  this  solemn  hour,  under  tlie  eye  of  Jesus  and 
His  divine  Mother,  how  dift'crent  are  j'our  impres- 
sions! Here  you  arc  under  the  influence  of  grace, 
and  the  breathing  of  th(*  Lord  alone  passes  over 
your  souls,  melting  them  into  tenderness. 

"Beloved  brethren,  we  have  finished,  h\\t  we 
cannot  descend  from  thest;  altar-steps  without  be- 
seeching those  of  our  venerable  !»rotIiers  who 
form  with  us  a  jjart  of  the  august  senate  of  the 
Head  of  the  Holy  Roman  C'iiurch,  to  carry  to  him 
the  expression  of  the  love  and  fidelity  of  all  the 
Pontitis,  Priests  and  faithful  of  every  class  here 
assembled. 

•'Eminent  Cardinals,  you  will  tell  our  Pius 
IX  with  what  crlnt  the  city  of  Marseilles  has  sur- 
rounded the  trimnph  of  her  Queen.  We  also,  as- 
sembled here  from  every  part  of  France;  we  will 
say  to  our  belovetl  children,  that,  since  the  hom- 
ages rendered  at  Rcjme  when  Mary  was  declaretl 
'conceived  without  sin,'  no  festival  in  her  honor 
has  been  celebrated  by  so  gnat  a  number  of  Pon- 
tiffs, or  welcomed  with  such  spontaneous  enthusi- 
asm. The  solemnities  of  Notre  Dame  de  la  Garde 
have  been  for  our  country  the  crowning  of  all  the 
terrestrial  glories  of  Mary ;  the  souvenirs  of  which 
will  exist  until  the  most  remote  generations." 

The  i)roce9sion  lasted  six  hours.  It  would  be 
impossible  to  say  how  many  thousand  banners, 
flags  and  oriflames  distinguished  the  different 
confraternities.  All  the  colors  of  tbe  rainbow 
were  reflected  by  the  golden  sunlight.  On  reach- 
inff  the  summit  they  defiled  in  graceful  ranks, 
column  after  column  concealing  the  rocky  irreg- 
ularities of  the  hill,  and  disj)laying  the  most 
graceful  and  majestic  tableau  that  the  imagina- 
tion of  a  painter  could  ever  create. 

But,  above  all,  the  attitude  of  this  assembly 
should  have  been  seen  when  the  large  silver  statue 
of  the  Virgin  was  borne  in  triumph  to  the  new 
residence  prepared  for  it  by  the  piety  of  Mar- 
seilles. It  was  touching,  it  was  sublime ;  with 
that  meridional  spontaneity  which  attests  a  lively 
faith  and  an  ardent  affection,  from  every  breast 
burst  forth  the  cry,  Vioa  Marie!  which  was  carried 
afar  by  the  waves  to  the  isles  of  the  Mediterranean ; 
and  from  every  part  of  the  mountain,  (from 
whence  the  sun  was  just  withdrawing  his  beams) 
d.)wn  to  the  streets  in  the  center  of  the  city,  |X!aled 
forth  the  hymn:  Triompfwz  S>ura'ainef  all  hearts 
exulted  with  joy  and  melted  into  tenderness. 

Radiant  with  joy,  eyes  filled  with  tears,  but  ex- 
hausted with  fatigue,  leaning  upon  their  crosiers, 
the  mitered  Abliots,  Bishops,  Archbishops  and  Car- 
dinals blessed  the  multitude  on  the  right  and  left. 
After  placing  the  statue  of  our  Lady  in  its 
sanctuary,  the  Prelates,  on  their  knees,  recited  the 


ACT  or  COmEORATIOK  : 

"  Virtfin  most  holy,  and  Imnuiculate  Mother  of 

our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  Word  Incarnnte.  Sp<.use 

I   of  the  Holy  Gho.st,  (^ui^en  of  Angels  and  of  Saints, 

j   we  prostrate  oJirselvcH  at  thy  feet  to  acknowledge 

•  the  incomparal)le  privileges  with  which  Go«t  has 

endowed  thee,  and  to  con.s<'crate  ourselves  to  thy 

'   heart,  most  i)ure  and  compassionate,  and  full  of 

maternal  tenderness  for  us,  thy  chihiren  ! 

*•  We  loudly  proclaim  our  l>elief  in  all  that  the 
Catholic,  Apostolic  and  Roman  Church  teaches  of 
thy  dignity,  sanctity  and  power.  We  believe  thy 
Imnmculate  Conception,  thy  maternal  dignity, 
thy  perpetual  virginity,  thy  purity  without  blem- 
ish, and  thy  Assumptiim.  body  and  soul,  into 
Heaven.  We  believe  that  thy' power,  goodness, 
mercy,  and  all  thy  virtues  are  proportioned  to  tlie 
ineffable  dignity  of  jMother  of  (hmI,  and  thy  glori- 
ous title  of  Queen  of  Heaven  and  earth.  We 
joyfully  believe  that  thou  art,  as  the  Church  pro- 
claim.x,  the  Mother  of  grace  and  mercy ;  Refuge  of 
Sinners;  our  hope  and  advocate  with  Jesus  Christ; 
and  that  thy  protection  is  the  surest  means  of  ob- 
taining all  we  desire  from  thy  divine  Son  f«)r  this 
life  and  the  next.  We  believe  that  thv  Immac- 
ulate Heart  is,  after  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  the  richest 
treasure  of  graces,  and  the  most  worthy  of  our 
veneration,  love  and  tender  devotion. 

"Therefore,  Oh  most  holy  Virgin,  our  Mother,  we 
prostrate  ouiwelvcs  at  thy  feet  and  consecrate  to 
thy  Immaculate  Heart  our  bo<ly  and  our  soul,  all 
the  thoughts  of  our  mind,  ali  "the  movements  of 
our  heart,  all  the  labors  of  our  life.  We  give  our- 
selves entirely'  to  thee;  we  i>eseech  thee  to  bless 
us,  protect  us,  and  enable  us  faithfully  to  love  and 
serve  Jesus  Christ. 

"We  most  earnestly  beseech  thee,  O  Immaculate 
Heart  of  Mary,  to  combat,  in  f)ur  midst,  by  thy 
most  abundant  graces,  the  spirit  of  impurity, 
which  causes  the  loss  of  numberless  souls.  O 
holy  Virgin  !  he  our  refuge,  our  light,  our  strength, 
our  aid  in  all  our  wants.  Grant  that  we  may 
draw  from  thy  Heart  purity,  humility,  patience 
and,  above  all,  love  of  thy  Divine  Son.  Our  hearts, 
soiled  with  a  thousand  sins,  arc,  we  confe&s,  un- 
worthy to  be  presented  to  thee;  purify  them';  de- 
tach them  from  creatures;  penetrate  them  with  the 
love  of  Jesus  Christ ;  make  them  like  unto  thine 
own,  in  order  that  they  may  be  united  to  thee  in 
Heaven,  there  to  love  God  eternally  with  thee!" 
His  Eminence  Cardinal  Matthew,  Archbishop 
of  Be8un<,on,  in  a  voice  broken  with  emotion,  aa- 
dressed  the  multitude  from  the  terrace  of  La 
Garde: 

"Ohriom  dicta  »unt de te, ciriUtit  Dei!  (Ps. Ixxxvi). 
Mary  is,par  excellenre,  the  chosen  city  of  God  ;  the 
sacred  temple  which  He  has  selected  for  His  dwell- 
ing place.  With  what  eagerness  of  heart  we  offered 
her  our  homages  to-day.  With  what  devotion  we 
exalt  her  who  has  been  exalted  above  the  choirs 
of  angels!  But  we  arc  not  alone  in  paying  our 
tribute ;  the  multitude  of  faithful  preceded,  ac- 
company and  follow  us  in  crowds  up  this  mountain 
of  benediction,  whence  JIary  commands  the  sea. 
"  Oh  Marseilles,  cherished  city  of  God !  to-day 
what  beautiful  things  hast  thou  shown  our  faith 
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and  tauglit  our  heart !  The  splf-ndor  and  order 
of  thy  ranks  have  raised  our  spirits  to  God,  our 
Saviour;  and  our  joy  is  o^roat  when  we  reflect  that 
all  our  brothers  oftlje  fSaered  College  and  in  the 
Episcoj)aey,  assembled  here  to  celebrate  this  day 
will  pronmlgate  afar  the  transports  of  Marseilles, 
the  I)rilliancy  of  this  feast,  the  merits  of  her  chil- 
dren who  shared  in  it,  their  devotion  to  Mary,  and 
their  zeal  for  her  glory;  in  all  truthfulness  they 
can  speak  of  this  city  with  enthusiasm,  and  say 
wonderful  things  of  it.  Gloriosa  dicta  sunt  de  te, 
civitns  DeiJ' 

Yes,  city  of  Mary,  and  by  that  title  city  of  God, 
rest  upon  the  borders  of  the  sea,  to  send  ufar  the 
renown  of  thy  faith,  and  to  bear  to  other  nations 
the  love  and  service  of  the  Lord,  who  reigns  in 
thee  as  in  His  own  domain.  May  His  thi'one  be 
strengthened,  and  the  name  of  the  city  of  God 
rest  with  thee :  Civitas  Dei. 

■ -<•►- —  — 

I  KNOW 


TO   THE   DEAU   NUNS   OF   KENWOOD  ; 


"Por  the  Son,  for  the  Mother." 

I  know,  I  know  of  a  place 

From  the  city-stir  apart. 
Where  the  hills  seem  touched  with  grace — 

They  call  it  the  Sacred  Heart; 
Beautiful  name  !  beautiful  name ! 
I  drew  to  this  spot  one  day. 

One  day  in  the  rose-month  time, 
When  the  airs  are  richer  than  May, 

Rich  month  of  the  Heart  Divine, 
Encharmed  with  the  glow  of  that  name. 

Encharmed, — a  spot  that  dares,  may  dare — 

I  talked,  as  1  c;ime,  to  my  soul, — 
To  take  the  name  of  Uln  Heart  to  wear 

In  this  world  of  sin  and  dole ; 
Sacredest  name !  sacredest  name ! 
Should  be  hid  and  shut  from  the  sin 

And  soil  without,  from  the  taint 
Of  their  touch  encloistered  in, 

As  close  as  the  heart  of  a  saint 
Is  wrapped  in  that  Heart  of  flame. 

I  came  to  pray — to  think ; — 'neath  the  trees 

The  nuns  make  pictures  in  crape. 
And  the  softened  breath  of  the  breeze 

Stole  straight  by  the  rose  and  grape, 
By  fruit  and  by  flowers  to  them. 
As  they  walked  with  a  thought  of  God, 

Pale  spouses  of  Christ.     To  His  Heart 
They  are  the  lilies  of  His  sod, 

Those  brides  of  the  Mary-part, 
I  said,  as  I  envied  them. 

Envied  ?  (for  the  truer  word)  almost. 

The  calm  that  is  gay  and  more. 
The  irksome  cares  of  a  world  well  lost, 

And  all  blessed  things  before. 
The  heart  of  that  heavenly  part, 
Their  Lord  in  His  Sacrament- vest 

On  His  altar  with  them  alway; 
And  I  never  would  love  a  place  so  blest 

Less  than  was  learned  that  day, 
Dear  shrine  of  the  Sacued  Heart. 


And  ever  since,  I  know,  I  know, 

In  the  Iwsom  ofsummer.lies 
A  month  o'erlit  with  the  crimson  glow 

From  tile  Heart  that  drops  from  the  skies 
Each  morn  to  His  altai*s  down — 
I  know — now,  as  flame,  this  Heart  unseen, 

To  feed  on  our  hf)mage  .stojjs; — 
And  she,  o'er  our  worshij),  sweet  Queen, 
Each  sigh  in  her  hand  that  drops. 
There's  no  dearer  gem  in  her  crown. 
FfAint  of  the  JSiicml  ILutrt,  '65. 


LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 


No.  1— The  Prisoner  of  "War. 

CHAPTER  VII.— The  Triumph  of  the  Faith. 
[Concluded.] 

The  renegade  kept  his  word.  To  the  suflFerings 
that  the  prisoner  already  endured,  he  added  the 
much  more  cruel  torture  of  his  co\yardly  insults. 
He  could  not  pardon  Berenger  for  his  fortitude, 
as  it  was  the  condemnation  of  his  own  apostasy. 
He  wreaked  on  him  the  vengeance  of  his  own  re- 
morse, and  displayed  tovvanl  the  faithful  Chris- 
tian a  refinement  of  barbarity  which  made  the 
Moslems  themselves  shudder. 

The  prisoner  opposed  nothing  to  his  rage  but  a 
disdainful  courage.  But  sometimes  his  counte- 
nance lit  up  with  a  look  of  such  terrible  meaning, 
as  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  those  of  his  jailor,  as  t» 
make  the  latter  turn  pale  with  a  fear  that  pierced 
the  very  marrow  of  his  hemes. 

The  caliph  cursed  the  constancy  of  his  prisoner, 
but  he  could  not  help  admiring  him.  When 
he  thought  of  the  contempt  with  which  Berenger- 
treated  his  offers,  spite  and  furj'  took  possession  of 
his  mind;  but  then  the  secret  hope  of  eventually 
perverting  him  appeased  his  resentment.  Unde 
termined,  vacilating,  he  racked  his  brain  to  in- 
vent some  means  of  gaining  him  over,  and  still 
could  find  none. 

"This  Frank  is  not  of  the  same  flesh  as  other 
men,"  he  said  to  himself,  "any  one  else  would 
have  given  up  long  ago.  But  he  must  be  mine, 
no  matter  what  it  costs.  I  will  try  again  to  per- 
suade him,  and  if  he  refuses — well,  woe  to  him  ! 
Nothing  shall  hinder  my  vengeance.  He  shall 
perish." 

He  went  down  into  the  prison. 

The  baron  lay  immovable  upon  the  damp 
gi'onnd,  a  prey  to  an  agonizing  fever,  and  to  the 
gnawing  pains  of  the  ulcers  that  were  eating  him 
away.  All  his  strength  was  gone ;  and,  enfeeljled, 
nerveless,  he  had  become  indiffl'rent  to  existence. 
He  did  not  look  up  at  the  noise  which  the  door 
made  in  turniifg  upon  its  heavy  hinges.  He  did 
not  stir ;  and  the  caliph  gazed  upon  him  for  a  mo- 
ment with  compassion. 

"  Unfortunate  man,"  said  he,  bending  over  him, 
"  art  thou  not  yet  tired  of  suflFering  ?  W  hat  insane 
obstinacy  pushes  thee  on  to  destruction  ?  Open 
thy  eyes !     I  bring  thee  salvation." 

"  There  is  no  more  salvation  for  me  upon  the 
earth.  Death  has  already  placed  Uis  heel  upon 
my  breast,  and  I  have  no  wish  to  escape  him." 

"He  was  still  nearer  thee  on  that  day  when  my 
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soKlit-fH  look  tlu-c,  c<)vcrc«l  witli  S'.""*".  from  Iki- 
lU'utli  lliy  hnrsf'.s  lU-ml  rartUHK.  'IIidu  mayVt  yot 
h<»|K'  tor  lift',  tor  my  pliysiciuna  run  Itiiul  thy 
woiinils  with  healing  iic'iliH  thiit  A\ill  cure  them 
in  a  few  days," 

"  Wliy  should  I  dcwrc  a  cure  that  will  only 
prolong  my  misfort lines y 

"All!  now  I  see  that  all  thy  pride  was  Imt  a 
mask.  Dispnir  has  entered  thy  heart,  and  thy 
connive  has  given  way." 

The  pri-^oner  was  aroused  by  tliisc  n  proaelies; 
be  started  up  suddenly,  and  shaking  otTtlie  niim- 
ness  whieh  had  fettered  bis  limbs,  he  replied 
in  a  stiru  voice  : 

"When  luist  thou  ever  seen  me  cowardly  and 
disloyal,  that  thou  shouldst  have  the  right  to  des- 
pise and  outrage  nier" 

"  I  am  come  to  try  now  whether  thy  soul  is  not 
quite  dead  to  glory  and  ambition.  For  many 
years  I  have  been  amaasing  innnense  treasures  in 
my  palace.  The  Crusaders  have  not  carried  them 
all  away.  I  have  taken  care  t(»  aasenjljle  around 
me  the  most  valiant  soldiers  of  Arabia  and  Asia. 
By  an  astute  system  of  political  intrigue,  I  have 
kept   up    quarrels    among   all    the  neighboring 

firinces.  1  have  connived  at  rebellions  and  revo- 
utions  in  their  cities.  EnnKsa,  Farsus,  and  Bag- 
dad, oidy  wait  for  the  signal  to  open  their  gates 
to  me.  It  depends  on  my  will  alone  to  extend,  in 
less  than  two  years,  my  em})ire  from  the  l^anksof 
the  Tigris  to  the  mouths  of  the  Nile.  My  armies 
are  ready  to  march,  they  only  need  a  general. 
Wilt  thi>u  lead  them  to  victory?  Thou  .shalt 
choose  for  thy  reward  whatever  kingdom  thou 
pleasest ;  be  it  Egypt,  or  be  it  the  throne  of  Con- 
stantinople itself;  I  will  furnish  thee  with  all  the 
gold  and  men  necessary  to  make  thee  master  of  it, 
and  thou  hast  only  to  reap  what  I  have  sown  and 
ripened." 

"I  will  not  make  war  upon  Christjaus;  I  have 
sworn  to  defend  them  till  tleath." 

"Thou  wouldst  say,  thou  art  afraid  to  fight. 
Thy  false  pride  only  server  to  cover  thy  degener- 
ate soul.  A  distaff  would  .suit  thy  worn-out  arm 
m)W,  better  than  a  lance!" 

"Command  tiiat  my  chains  be  stricken  off,  and 
set  meag-ain.st  the  bravest  of  thy  knights.  I  defy 
them,  on  f<K)t  or  on  horseback,  with  the  battle- 
axe  and  sword,  in  whatever  inclosed  field  thou 
shalt  choose." 

"  Thy  defeat  would  be  no  triumph.  Thou  art 
not  worthy  of  the  rank  1  olfer  thee.  I  had  not 
known  thee !"  « 

"  It  is  not  danger  that  I  fear — it  is  apostacy. 
Tlianks  to  God,  my  memory  will  never  be  bur- 
dened with  the  reproach  of  cowardice." 

"  So,  thou  dost  decide  to  brave  me  U)  the  last?" 

"  I  will  not  sell  my  faith  " 

"I  will  leave  thee  still  one  night  to  reconsider 
thy  re.solution.  To-morrow,  at  day-break,  the  ex- 
ccuti<»ner  will  bring  me tjither  thy  conveniiion  or 
thy  head." 

"  Why  put  it  off?  The  night  will  not  change 
my  min«l.     Let  inc  l>e  slain  to  day." 

The  caliph  went  out.  The  imann  received  him 
at  the  door  of  the  prison  and  accompanied  him  to 


the  pul.ice,  and  he  exrit4Hl  the  calinirH  wmtb  no 
skillfully,  that  be  «>nt  for  one  of  bis  guard >«  im- 
UKiIiatcly  t  )  cut  off  the  bead  of  the  prltitnvr. 

Herengcr  di<l  not  ex|Kct  to  l>e  put  to  death  l»e- 
forc  the  njorrow,  aii<l  he  had  not  yet  prepared  bis 
soul  to  appear  before  his  Maker.  Nevertbeleiw, 
be  was  on  his  knees  when  the  soldier  enteri'd, 
praying  to  Uod,  and  particularly  to  the  Uleisaed 
Virgin. 

He  ro.se  and  approached  the  executi<mer  with 
an  angry  niein,  shaking  at  bim  lii.s  manacled 
hands : 

"  What  do.st  thou  here?"  asked  he  in  a  threat- 
ening tone.  '  Do.st  thou  dare  to  look  iJerengi-r  de 
ilontier  in  the  face  ?' 

The  soldier  ha<l  lieen  engaged  in  sevend  battles 
where  that  redoubtable  name  ha«l  been  heard  with 
terror.  The  remembrance  of  it,  the  tall  figure  of 
the  baron,  the  fury  of  his  voice,  the  darkness,  the 
loneliness,  and  jjcrhaps  also  the  secret  inter|X)si- 
tion  of  the  Motlier  of  (Jmi,  stnick  the  executioner 
with  alarm,  and  froze  his  limbs.  He  hesitated — 
trembled,  and  like  him  who  was  charged  to  kill 
Marius,  let  fall  the  sabre  he  held,  and  fled  precipi- 
tately. 

"Strange!"  crie<l  the  caliph  on  receiving  this 
news.  Then,  after  a  little  reflection,  he  continued  : 
"  Tomorrow,  I  will  have  bim  cast  from  the  top  of 
the  mosque." 

His  eldest  daughter  happened  to  be  by  his  side. 

"If  my  father  would  permit,"  she  suggested, 
"I  will  attempt  in  my  turn  what  no  one  has  been 
able  to  accomplish." 

"Thou! — but  he  is  a  hardened  fanatic!" 

"Allah  is  great,  and  sometimes  a  woman  finds 
words  that  bewilder  men  anil  make  them  pliable. 
Tomorrow  if  I  fail,  thou  amst  execute  thy  reso- 
lution." 

"I  will  give  him  to  thee  for  a  husband,"  said 
the  caliph,  "if  thou  can.st  make  him  abjure  the 
Cross." 

We  nuist  not  be  astonished  that  a  caliph  should 
authorize  his  daughter  to  take  s(^  hazardous  a  step. 
The  seclusion  of  .Mohamedan  ladies  is  not  so  rig- 
orous as  is  genemlly  imagined.  Besides  the  lib- 
erty they  enjoy  in  the  interior  ot  their  houses  with 
their  slaves  th.'  zeal  for  proselytism  excuses  the 
impropriety  of  these  interviews,  and  permits  even 
the  spouses  of  the  Chief  of  Believers  to  converse 
with  strangers  without  a  veil. 

Those  who  have  paid  any  attention  to  the 
chronicles  of  the  Crusades,  know  that  Saracen 
princes.ses  have  frequently,  and  with  impunity, 
played  the  temptress  in  this  n.anner.  Thus,  in 
the  legend  of  Notre  Dame  de  Lii-sse,  we  read  of 
the  daughter  of  the  Sultan  of  Cairo,  descending 
by  the  command  of  her  father,  into  the  dunge<in 
where  three  brothers  Hospitallers  are  innnureil, 
who,  by  the  intercession  of  the  Blesse<l  Virgin, 
convert  even  her  who  had  come  to  induce  them  to 
apostatize.  Similar  tales  are  found  in  many  his- 
tories, which  it  would  be  unni'cestiar)*  to  cite  here. 

The    young    lady  c>dle<l    her    iiifiiiilmis  and 
dressed  as  for  a  festival.      When  sli. 
the  details  of  her  toilet,  and  hail  s^: 
with  the  glitter  of  diamonds  hanging  from  bt-r 
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ears,  and  pearls  around  hor  neck,  she  smiled  with 
pride  at  the  refftction  in  the  mirror,  and  mur- 
mured as  she  left  her  apartment  : 

"  lie  will  be  blind  indeed,  if  he  does  not  ad- 
mire me." 

Jkanwhile  Berenger,  who  had  just,  without 
knowing  it,  escaped  from  certain  death,  after  the 
flight  of  tlie  executioner,  sank  upon  his  knees,  and, 
for  want  of  a  priest,  confessed  aloud  to  the  walls 
of  his  dungeon : 

"  Most  Holy  Mary,  my  lady  and  mistress,"  said 
he  in  his  prayer,  "  I  beg  and  beseech  thee  very 
earnestly,  for  the  love  that  I  have  always  borne 
thee,  to  plead  the  cause  of  my  salvation,  when 
God,  my  Saviour  and  Sovereign,  shall  examine 
into  the  crimes  and  disloyalties  I  have  committed 
against  Him.  I  pray  thee  also  to  make  known 
my  decease  to  Etiennette,  my  good  wife,  that  she 
may  have  prayers  and  psalms  recited  for  the  re- 
pose of  my  soul.  I  do  not  ask  of  thee  to  free  me 
from  caj^tivity ;  there  is  no  longer  any  means ; 
but  if,  by  a  prodigy  of  thy  bounty,  I  behold  ever 
again  the  shores  of  Provence,  I  give  thee  my 
word  as  a  baron  and  a  knight,  that  I  will  build 
thee  on  my  lands  a  chapel  of  white  marble." 

Suddenly  a  brilliant  liglit  shone  around  him, 
and  a  young  lady,  in  dazzling  costume,  her  head 
covered  with  jewels,  appeared  on  the  threshold  of 
his  jjrison.  Risking  the  infect  ion  from  his  wounds, 
she  approached  him  and  stood  by  his  side,  saying, 
with  smiles,  and  in  a  caressing  tone  :  • 

"  I  am  the  cali])h's  daughter,  whose  hand  thou 
hast  disdained.  I  thought  that,  after  seeing  me, 
thou  wouldst  no  longer  slight  my  beauty." 

"  Daughter  of  the  caliph,  thine  alliance  tempts 
not  my  desires.  1  have  placed  my  heart  higher 
than  thou  canst  ever  reach  !" 

"  But,  behold  me  !  Dost  thou  not  find  me  love- 
ly ?  What  raiment,  then,  do  the  ladies  of  France 
wear  ?" 

"  Thou  hast  not  even  the  noble  and  modest 
simplicity  that  encircles  the  brow  of  Etiennette. 
And  since  thou  art  not  equal  to  a  mere  baroness, 
judge  if  I  can  prefer  thee  to  the  Queen  of  Virgins, 
who  unites  all  perfections  in  herself" 

"  Whatever  may  be  her  advantages,  has  she, 
like  myself,  the  power  to  rescue  thee  from  the 
torture  that  awaits  thee  ?" 

"Assuredly.  But  I  do  not  desire  that  she 
should ;  dea*^h  will  put  an  end  to  my  suflFerings." 

"  Has  all  the  courage  left  thy  heart,  and  has  the 
sweetness  of  life  departed  from  thy  lips?  Thou 
has  suffered,  but  thy  sufferings  may  be  blotted 
out.  Open  thine  eyes  to  hope  !  A  mighty  future 
extends  before  thee,  and  the  years  that  remain  to 
thee  will  be  long  enough,  by,my  father's  assistance, 
to  conquer  a  kingdom." 

"  The  only  kingdou  to  which  I  aspire  is  the 
kingdom  of  God,  promised  to  those  who  repent 
of  their  sins  and  die  invoking  Ilim." 

"Death  is  a  sad  bride;  and  knowest  thou  the 
death  destined  for  thee?" 

"Whatever  it  be  I  prefer  it  to  thy  love." 

"  Oh  !"  cried  the  princess,  in  a  violent  rage, 
"  could  any  one  do  me  a  more  flagrant  injury?  I 
come  to  save  thee,  and  thou  answerest  my  good- 


ness with  insult  and  contempt.  Go!  Thou  shalt 
obtain  the  bride  thoudesirest.  Far  from  implor- 
ing pardon  for  thee,  I  shall  hasten  thy  torments." 
Berenger,  left  alone,  applied  himself  again  to 
prayer.  Then,  oppressed  by  an  unconquerable 
desire  to  sleep,  he  laid  his  head  on  the  dungeon 
stone  and  was  soon  in  the  land  of  dreams. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  an  angel  entered  the 
vaults  of  the  prison,  and,  bending  over  him,  un- 
bound, in  silence,  his  manacles  and  fetters,  touch- 
ing his  ulcers  and  curing  them.  The  prisoner 
thought  also  in  his  dream,  that  the  angel  lifted 
him  in  his  arms  and  carried  him  through  the  air 
so  quickly  as  to  take  away  his  breath. 

At  last  the  wings  of  the  celestial  messenger  re- 
laxed their  speed,  and,  extended  and  hovering, 
they  struck  the  air  no  more,  nor  moved,  except  to 
I  moderate  the  headlong  descent.  The  earth  soon 
'  appeared,  and  Berenger,  still  asleep,  beheld  him- 
j  self  laid  upon  a  bed  of  fresh  moss,  under  the 
I  shadow  of  a  gothic  castle. 

He  began  to  awake,  and  the  memory  of  the 
j  dream  remained  so  fresh  in  his  mind  that  he 
I  dared  not  open  his  eyes  for  fear  that  the  sweet- 
1  ness  of  the  illusion  might  add  to  the  horror  of  the 
!  reality. 

J  The  well-known  sound  of  a  bell  surprised  him, 
j  and  completely  awakened  him.  He  looked  around. 
O,  marvel !  the  walls  of  his  prison  had  disap- 
peared ;  a  green  landscape  spread  before  him  its 
undulating  carpet  of  verdure ;  his  chains  no 
longer  weighed  him  down ;  his  hands,  free  and 
untrammeled,  were  lifted  to  heaven  in  gratitude; 
he  bounded  with  joy  ;  he  entered  his  castle,  and 
the  first  person  he  met  was  the  Baroness  de 
Montier. 

This  is  the  Avindingup  that  the  tradition  of  the 
country  assigns  to  this  story — we  have  not  de- 
sired to  strip  it  of  its  miraculous  coloring.  Noth- 
ing would  be  easier  than  to  explain  the  facts  by 
natural  means — a  ransom  ;  an  exchange  of  jjrison- 
ers  ;  an  esciip,e  even,  would  not  be  open  to  the 
criticism  of  the  most  skeptical  and  incredulous ; 
but,  in  our  opinion,  it  would  spoil  the  legend,  of 
which  the  marvelous  is  the  essential  and  distinct- 
ive character.  However  it  may  be,  the  chapel 
built  by  the  Baron  de  Montier  still  exists,  and 
bears  testimony  to  the  gratitude  toward  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  to  whom  he  attributed  his  deliv- 
erance. 

Eev.  Father  Samarius  again. 

[We  beg  leave  to  come  again  to  our  illustrious 
friend,  the  Rev.  Father  Samarius,  whose  admir- 
able work  ("Points  of  Controversy),"  we  have  al- 
ready introduced  to  our  readers,  and  from  which 
we  will  quote  until  we  know  that  it  is  in  the 
hands  of  them  all.  We  say  it  from  deep  con- 
viction, our  people  sadly  need  a  more  comprehen- 
sive knowledge  of  our  Holy  Faith  :  we  know  of 
no  book  in  our  language  that  blends  more  hap- 
pily the  charms  of  eloquence  with  the  lucidity 
and  solidity  of  arguments  for  our  time  and  coun- 
try. While  we  are  yet  within  the  Octave  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  let  us  illustrate  the  above  as- 
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aertinn  l»y  ft  few  lines  taken  from  the  cbaptcron 
the  Holy  EiidmriHt] : 

Can  you  believe  tlint  the  Son  of  God  should 
havu  come  on  earth  only  to  exchnngc  one  error 
for  another,  one  kind  of  idolatry  for  another?  It 
is  Ithispheniy  to  entertain  the  thought.  After  all 
that  has  l)een  said,  our  8<'])arate<l  hrt'thren  nuiy 
now,  perhaps,  understand  what  before  seemed  to 
them  unintelligible,  if  not  ridiculous.  First  of  all, 
the  difVi-rence  between  our  and  their  own  pul>Iic 
worship.  When  a  Catholic  enters  any  one  of  our 
churches,  he  has  scarcely  pa.Ksed  the  threshold,  ere 
tlie  eye  of  his  faith  directs  the  eyes  of  his  body  to 
the  altar,  and  the  tabernacle,  in  which  his  Lord 
and  Master  dwells.  His  first  act  is  a  genuflection, 
by  which  he  adores  his  Lord  and  Ood  ;  on  entering 
his  pew  he  does  not  immediately  seat  himself  and 
glance  from  worshipper  to  worshipper,  to  discover 
which  t)f  his  friends  or  ac«juaintances  have  come 
to  church,  much  le.ss  to  discover  the  j)articular 
fashions  which  make  their  ai)pearance  on  the  occa- 
8i(m,  but  devoutly  kneeling,  he  continues  to  adore 
the  sole  object  of  his  love.  Hence  the  profound 
stillness,  interrupted  only,  by  the  solemn  chant  of 
the  priest  or  choir  during  the  celebration  of  the 
trememlous  mysteries.  Hence  the  pomp  and  gran- 
deur of  the  liturgical  rite.s,  the  ricluHssof  the  sa- 
cerdotal robe.s,  the  splendor  of  gold,  the  beauty  of 
precious  stones,  the  fragrance  of  flowers  antl  of 
incense.  Hence  the  celibacy  of  the  clergy.  Do  you 
see  that  beautiful,  that  well-proportioned,  that 
lovely  fonu  which  stands  at  the  foot  of  the  altar, 
dressed  in  all  the  splendor  of  sacerdotal. apparel. 
He  is  the  son  of  a  merchant-prince,  the  heir  of 
millions.  Scarcely  had  he  finished  his  aeailemic 
cours«;  when,  one  bright  morning,  in  anguish,  he 
remained,  after  mass  was  over,  kne<'ling  in  his 
pew,  as  if  wrapped  in  ecstasy,  and  burning  with 
charity.  "  Dear,  sweet  Jesus,"  whispered  the  youth, 
"Thou  hast  given  me  a  heart  to  love.  I  feel  the 
genial  warmth  of  its  flame.  But,  oh'!-  the  obj«-ets 
that  surround  me  in  the  world,  and  which  would 
gain  my  heart,  are  loathing  and  disgusting  to  me. 
1  cannot  love  flesh  which  is  dcMuned  to  undergo 
the  process  of  c<»rrupt  ion  ;  I  cannot  cherish  bhxxl 
•which  boils  with  the  heat  of  unhoUowed  concu- 
piscence. And  y(t.  my  youthful  heart  loves  and 
yearns  to  love.  But  it  would  love  Thee  alone. 
Sweet  Je.sus!  Oh,  that  Thou  wovildst  allow  me  to 
espouse  Thee,  as  the  only  objtet  worthy  of  my 
love  !  Would  that  I  might  satisfy  my  desire,  by 
dailystandingat  Thy  altar,  there  to  become  united, 
in  that  mo.st  pure,  chaste,  and  intimate  manner,  in 
which  flesh  can  Ix-couie  united  witli  flesh  and 
blood  with  blood;  grant  me  to  minister  within 
Thy  sanctuary;  make  me,  sweet  Jesus,  the  dis- 
penser of  Thy  mysteries ;  make  me  Thy  priest  for- 
ever, according  to  the  order  of  .Melchisedic."  His 
prayer  is  heard;  his  vow  is  recorded  in  Heaven. 
Jesus  has  espoused  the"  noble  youth  as  His  own 
forever.  No,  the  love  of  Jesus  in  this  Sacrament 
cannot  allow  the  blending  of  the  profane,  carnal, 
with  His  holy  virginal  love,  in  tin;  nunisters  of 
this  august,  this  thrice  Holy  Sacrament. 

It  is  at  the  f(K)t  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  that 
our  young  maidens  learned  to  devote  thvoiselves, 


by  the  most  solemn  and  binding  vowsnf  clmstity, 
poverty,  an«l  nbediencv,  to  the  service  and  iniila- 
tion  ot  their  lMlove«l  S|MiU(*e.  W  hat  IniH  taught 
that  Inautiful,  univerHally  Iove«l  and  ft<lniired 
daughter  of  a  Senator  to  go  jinil  Hhut  herttc-lf  up 
within  the  narrow  confines  of  a  gh)omy  cell,  t«i 
breathe  away  the  fragrance  of  lier youth  in  solitary 
contemplation  and  prayer!  Desolate,  ufllicted 
mother,  what  brought  that  SistiT  of  Charity  by 
your  side,  at  the  moment  your  noble,  patriotic  tK>y 
was  pressing  his  farewell  kisses  on  your  tearful 
cheeks— what  was  it  made  her  say,  in  lier  own 
gentle  way  :  "Be  comforted,  weeping  mother — 
behold,  here  am  I  to  act  a  mother's  part.  I  sliall 
follow  your  noble  boy  to  the  field  of  battle;  I  too 
shall  be  found  upon  the  hard -contested  field. 
And  should  a  fatal  Indlet  be  sped  from  hostile  gun, 
into  hi.H  patriotic  heart,  I  shall  be  there  to  extract 
the  deadly  mi.ssile,  or  clo.se  his  dimming  eyes  in 
death.  Inder  the  open  heavens — in  the  fetid 
atmosphere  of  the  ho.sp"ital— whatever  fate  l)etide 
him,  I  shall  be  there  to  wipe  away  his  tears,  to 
staimch  his  bleeding  woun<ls,  to  prepare  his  soul 
for  Heaven."  Where  has  she  learned  this  heroic 
fortitude — this  spirit  of  .sacrific*-  ?  At  the  fo<»t  of 
her  convent-altar — at  the  holy  table  where  her 
soul  fed  so  often  on  the  bread  of  strength,  on  the 
wine  of  virgin.s.  Faraway  froth  the  altar,  ex- 
po.scd  to  danger,  with  «>nly  a  lilaiiket  to  wrap 
around  her  weary  frame, — like  the  soldier,  f)n  half 
rations — she  regrets  not  the  ^iu>ple,  yet  .soothing, 
comforts  of  home.  The  only  loss  alie  feels,  istlie 
absence  of  the  daily  sacrifice,  and  the  fretjuent 
communions  towhieli  she  was  accustomed  in  her 
convent  home. 

Tell  me  wliat  inspired  the  nm«t«T-mind  of  that 
architect  who  rallied  yonder  lofty  temple  to  the 
name  and  glory  of  God  of  Hosts?  Who  taught 
him  to  fling  those  vaulted  arches,  as  if  in  rivalry 
with  the  Architc<t  of  the  L'niverse,  aloft  in  air? 
Whence  did  he  learn  to  flute  and  hoist  those  tow- 
ering columns,  to  crown  them  with  their  rich  and 
varied  foliage,  in  breathing  stone  and  marble? 
From  Him,  who,  Jioweverconcealeil,  is  t»>  !»♦•  pres- 
ent in  the  magnificent  sanctuary  of  that  temple, 
and  to  make  it  His  dwelling-place  among  the 
children  of  men. 

Tell  me.  thou  thousand-tongned  orgjui,  and  ye 
thousand  chorists,  who  blend  your  varied  voices 
yi  i)erfect  harmony  with  that  instrument  of  magic 
R.Hinds,  who  tntined  your  author's  and  master's 
mind  to  this  .strange,  soul-ravishing  melody  !  Who 
taught  your  Jlo/arts.  your  Haydns,  ycnir"  Cheru- 
binis,  your  Le  Sueurs,  and  your  Lambillottes,  the 
secret  of  their  wondrous  art?  He  who,  although 
mute  and  silent  in  His  earthly  temple,  sent  the  mu- 
sical winds  upon  their  noisy  tour — whoajused  the 
stars  to  sing  together — who  filled  the  jjine.fori'st 
with  the  dirge  like  notes  of  the  everlasting  susur- 
rus — who  caused  the  zephyrs  to  whisper  to  the 
flowers,  and  the  rivulets  tomurnnir  to  the  nx-ks — 
who  blent  with  all.  as  in  a  mighty  fugue,  the  roar 
of  the  catanu't,  and  the  peal  of  the  thunder! 

To  conclude:  Who  can  tell  all  that  our  separa- 
ted brethren  have  lost  in  losing  the  Heal  l*n>8- 
ence  ?  Tlie  food  of  their  hungry  souls — the  drink 
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of  their  thirsting  hearts — their  real  cotnfr>rt  of  af- 
fliction— their  light  in  darkness — their  counselor 
in  doubt — their  strength  in  weakness — their  shield 
and  armor  of  defense  in  danger — their  hope  in 
despondency — their  life  in  death — their  Jesus — 
their  all.  Oh !  that  they,  like  ourselves,  could 
take  once  more  this  bread  from  Heaven,  and  know 
how  sweet  is  the  Lord ;  and  having  been  their 
delight  during  life,  oh!  might  it  prove  to  them 
the  sure  pledge  of  everlasting  life  in  Heaven ! 


Death  of  Kev.  X.  D.  MacLeod. 

As  we  go  to  press,  we  learn  with  deep  sorrow 
the  melancholy  accident  that  has  deprived  the 
Church  of  one  of  her  most  useful  ministers,  in  the 
person  of  Rev.  X.  D.  MacLicod,  of  Cincinnati, 
who  was  killed  on  Friday,  30th  ult.,  while  going 
to  see  a  dying  man.  In  clianging  cars,  the  Rev. 
gentleman  stepped  upon  the  railway  track,  and 
was  crushed  to  death  hj  an  express  train,  whose 
a])proach  he  had  not  observed.  We  have  no  room 
to  dwell  upon  his  personal  merits  as  a  devoted 
priest  and  a  finished  writer.  Sudden  as  was  his 
death,  yet  it  was  not,  we  trust,  unprepared.  But 
a  few  days  before  the  sad  acciilent,  he  wrote  us  in 
relation  to  the  Ave  Mahia,  stating  that  his  time 
was  so  occupied  in  attending  the  sick  from  the 
small-pox,  in  his  congregation,  that  lie  had  scarcely 
a  moment  even  to  write  a  letter.  His  whole  life, 
since  his  conversion  to  the  faith,  was  one  of  devo- 
tion to  our  Blessed  Mother — it  is  then  fitting  tliat 
the  first  journal  in  America  devoted  to  her  honor 
should  record  as  its  first  death  that  of  the  pious 
priest  who  gave  the  Church  the  first  work  written 
on  "  Devotion  to  the  Bles.sed  Virgin  in  North 
America."  Such  is  the  title  of  an  adnurable  book, 
an  extract  from  which  we  had  printed  for  this 
number,  before  we  heard  of  his  death.  Would  it 
be  too  much  to  ask,  in  earnest,  the  readers  of 
the  Ave  Maria  to  say  once  tiieir  beads,  fifty 
"Ave  Marias,"  for  the  repose  of  his  soul '? 

Indeed,  we  should  gladly  acknowledge  and  pay 
him  ourdel>t  of  gratitude;  for  twice  he  delighted 
us  witli  his  brilliant  pages  in  lionor  of  the  Blessed 
Mother  of  God.  Besides  this  admirable  book, 
our  lamented  friend  doubtless  leaves  many  other 
monuments  of  his  unfeigned  devotednessto^Mary, 
in  the  hearts  of  his  dear  spiritual  children,  whom 
lie  loved,  like  his  Divine  Master,  to  the  end-j- 
vsQiie  in  Jinemdilexit  eos.  May  the  record  we  now 
open  according  to  promise,  be  one  of  precious 
deaths,  which  we  may  consider  as  our  ancestors 
of  old  were  wont  to  do  and  to  write — a  real  birth- 
day natalu  dies — a  new  Ijirth  to  eternal  life. 


Mary's  first  act  of  worship  met  Jesus  the  very 
moment  He  was  born.  'So  sooner  had  she  seen 
His  face  than  she  adored  Him  more  perfectly  than 
all  the  angels  had  been  able  to  do  in  their  thous- 
ands of  years  before  the  throne.  Exct  i)t  by  the 
Incarnate  Word  Himself  never  had  the  Divine 
Majesty  been  worshiped  so  worthily,  so  near  to:ld- 
e(luately,if  wecan  sjieak  of  nearness  when  we  think 
of  that  gulf  which  lies  bet\v«'en  the  infinite  and 
the  infinite. 


God  passed  with  him. 

"  I  must  go  back  forty  years  to  retrace  my  first 
recollection  of  the  CurC  of  Ars.  It  was  in  the 
year  1820,  when  I  was  about  ten  years  old.  We 
were  2J'"acticing,  in  the  court  of  the  college  where 
I  was  studying,  to  strew  the  flowers  for  the  pro- 
cession of  Coqius  Chri-sti,  when  I  saw  a  priest 
come  in,  of  a  very  simple,  poor  and  huml)le  exte- 
rior. One  of  my  companions  whispered  to  me  : 
'  That  is  the  CurC  of  Ars;  he  is  a  n(ii}it  ;  he  lives 
upon  nothing  lilit  boiled  potatoes.'  I  looked  at 
him  with  amazement.  As  .some  of  us  addressed 
him  in  a  few  courteous  words,  he  stojjped  for  a 
moment  and  .said  with  a  kind  smile,  'My  friends, 
when  you  are  strewing  flowers  before  the  Bl(!8sed 
Sacrament,  hide  your  hearts  in  your  baskets,  a,nd 
send  them  amid  your  roses  to  Jesus  Christ.'  Then, 
without  paying  any  other  visit,  he  went  straight 
across  the  court  to  the  chapel,  to  j)ay  his  homage 
to  the  Master  of  the  house  in  His  tabernacle.  I 
have  forgotten  nearly  all  tlie  names  of  my  fellow- 
students,  and  almo.st  all  other  circumstances  of 
that  time ;  but  the  words  of  that  priest,  his  visit 
to  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  and  the  speech  of  my 
companion,  have  never  )>een  effaced  from  my 
memory.  I  was  especially  struck  (for  I  was  a 
greedy  boy)  with  the  idea  of  a  man  who  lited  on 
P'Antodx.  I  felt,  without  exactly  knowing  why, 
that  this  implied  sometliing  great  and  wonderful, 
and  it  was  probably  this  Avhich  kept  the  other 
circumstances  in  mj'  mind. 

"  Ten  years  afterward,  by  a  combinaliim  of 
circumstances  which  belong  to  the  histoiy  of  the 
loving  providence  of  God  toward  me,  I  found 
myself  in  an  ecclesiastical  •seminary.  Then  the 
thought  of  that  mortified  prie.st,  who  was  so  de- 
vout to  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  recurred  to  my 
mind.  During  that  interval,  he  had  grown  much 
in  reputation  among  men,  and  although  his  re- 
nown had  not  reached  the  higlit  which  we  have 
seen  it  attain  in  the  last  fifteen  years  of  his  life, 
there  was  already  a  great  sensation  al)out  him. 
]\Ien  came  to  him  from  all  parts;  tlie  good  for 
edification,  sinners  to  pour  their  sins  and  remorse 
into  tlie  bosom  of  the  man  of  God.  The  miracle 
of  his  life,  no  inconceivable  in  its  austerity,  exci- 
ted the  wonder  and  admiration  of  all.  It  was, 
indeed,  incomprehensible  how  he  could  live  on  so 
small  an  amount  of  nourishment.  Many  other 
marvels  were  related  of  him;  and  these  rumora, 
strange  and  unwonted  in  our  day?,  have  been 
since  fully  eouurmcd." 

Surely,  as  he  passed  across  that  college  court- 
yard, Goil  (in  tile  saintly  priest's  own  words) 
ptuined  icith  him,  and  impressed  that  ideal  of  min- 
gled austerity  and  swcietness,  the  very  type  of 
sacerdotal  sanctity,  upon  those  children's  liearts. 
^-♦-^^ 

Jesus  Christ  yesterday,  and  to-day,  and  the  same 
forever!  These  words  of  the  apostles  express  at 
once  the  noblest  and  the  most  delightful  occupa- 
tion of  our  lives.  To  think,  to  speak,  to  write, 
perpetually  of  the  grandeurs  of  Jesus, — what  joy 
on  earth  is  like  it,  when  we  thi!;k  of  what  weo.we 
to  Him,  and  of  the  relation  in  wliici*  we  stand  to 
Him,  and  through  Him  to  His  Blessed  Mother? 
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The  Hall  of  the  Immacnlato  Conoeption  in  the 

Vuticiu. 

All  who  have  vHited  the  Vntioan  will  easily  re- 
mcnu'r  tlie  liall  on  the  see«»tul  floor  of  that  part  of 
the  Puhict?  whiclj  is  older  than  Sixtiis  V's  rei«?n, 
where  were  gathered  the  Transfiguration  of  Haffa- 
ele,  the  Cffinuninion  of  St.  Jerome  hy  Doineni- 
ohino,  and  the  Madonna  di  Foligno,  which  I  pre- 
fer even  to  the  Tnin»figiirati<in.  Tiiis  is  tiie  hall 
which  Cavaliere  Pixiesti's  artistic  genius  has  now 
turned  into  one  of  the  most  telling  monuments  of 
the  dogmatic  definition  which  completes  in  our 
faith  tlje  crown  of  celestial  lights  which  surround 
the  Virgin  Mother  of  God. 

The  plan  of  the  hall  is  n  panillelograni  "which 
may  be  thirty  feet  long  from  east  to  west,  and 
twenty  from  north  to  »i»uth.  It  may  he  twenty  five 
feet  high  up  to  the  horizontal  cornice  which  caps 
its  wails.  Two  low  doors  open  in  the  east  and 
west  walls  near  the  south  corners  of  the  hall. 
These  drxirways  lead  on  the  cast  to  the  famous 
Stanre  de  Hatlaele,  and  on  the  west  to  the  new 
picture  gallery,  whicli  Pius  IX  is  now  forming 
with  the  pictures  oftVred  him  on  the  occasion  of 
the  Beatification  and  Canonization  of  the  faints, 
whose  names  he  had  a<ldcd  to  the  Martyrologiuni 
during  his  long  Pontificate. 

On  entering  into  the  Immaculate  Conception 
Hall  from  the  west,  we  begin  our  inspection  by 
the  fresco  of  "The  Dogniitic  Discus8i<m."  which 
covers  the  space  between  the  l)ase  of  the  hall  and 
its  ceiling.  The  statue  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception stands  in  the  center  of  the  composition. 
while  the  emblemutic  figure  of  Thef)logy  is  seated 
in  front  of  the  picture.  Urrmpsof  Cardinals,  Bish- 
ops, Prelates,  and  Religious  fill  both  sides  of  the 
space  in  the  vaiinis  attitudis  of  discussion.  The 
greater  part  of  those  figures  arc  contemporary  por- 
traits, and  we  may  easilly  recognize  those  of  Mgr.  j 
Borromeo,  Maggiordonm  of  his  Ilolilic.ss;  Mgr.  i 
Pacca,  Maestro  di  Camera;  and  Mgr.  yil»or,  the  i 
second  Archbishop  of  Paris,  who  died  in  our  own 
tim€  for  his  pastoral  duty.  In  front  of  the  picture, 
on  our  right,  the  hqIjIc  figure  seated  and  dressed 
in  the  garb  of  the  great  Society  of  Jesus,  is  that 
of  the  most  eminent  Italian  writer  of  the  age, 
who  was  so  recently  taken  from  the  .service  of 
the  Church  nulitantand  of  his  beautiful  earthly 
fatherland, — Father  Bresciani. 

Below  the  base  line,  under  this  great  painting, 
may  be  seen,  between  two  me<l;(llionsof  Ap'tstles, 
a  panel  in  <*/t/«ro«fMr«  representing  the  Holy  Fath- 
er in  Consistory,  surrounded  by  the  Cardinals. 

We  now  turn  to  the  south  and  face  the  chief 
fresco  painting  of  the  hall, — that  of  "The  Defini- 
tion of  the  D<»gma."  The  Holy  Father  is  seen 
standing  on  the  platform  of  hisUirone  in  the  bas- 
ilica of  St.  Peter's,  holding  in  his  hand  the  red 
book  from  which  he  intones  the  Tt  Ihum.  His 
figure  is  lighted  by  the  historical  sun  my s 
which  shone  up<»n  him  immediately  alter  he  had 
read  the  decree  of  definitior.  The  figure  repre- 
sents that  very  moment,  wh-n  the  <lecree  lias  just 
been  promulgated,  and  is  already  in  the  hamls  of 
the  Cardinal  Dean,  who  stands  at  the  foot  of  the 
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'  throne.  tunip<l  toward  the  Pope.     Two  Prelates 
in  crtiHTH  .stand  on  both  -i-les  of  him,  as  well  as 
the  Bisli.>p<»  of  the  Oriental   rite*'.     Two  Cardin- 
als-Deacons  "itand  next  to  the  Pope;  near  them  \a 
seen  one  of  the  two  Princes  as-iistnnt  to  the  thnine. 
Prince  Orsini.    The  Canlinals  Bishops  «re  ranged 
on   br)th  sides  of  the  throne   facing  each  other. 
Behind  them,  on  our  nglit,  come  the   Domestic 
Prelatesof  the  Pope's  housih<»ld,  prnniiMcnt  among 
whom  may   be    ncognized    Mgr.  Tall)ot.      Then 
come  the  Consistorial   Advocates,  the   Canonn  of 
St.  PeU-r's,  and,  finally,   ranged  on   their  rai)«cd 
I  bench,  the  Cardinal8•Deacon^  with  Cardinal  An- 
{  tonelli  portrayed  nearest  to  us.     On  our  lelt,  be- 
;  hind  the   Cardinals  Bishops,  are  mnged   the   !{*>- 
I  man  Senate  or  Municipal  .Magistr.ites.  various  Pre-" 
lates,  and  thesevemi  rowsr)f  the  Cardinals  Priestii. 
From  the  midst  of  a  group  of  ecclesiastics  and 
other  spectators  on  the  right,  stands  forth  the  im- 
posingfigureof  Father  Pa.ssaglia,  in  his  usual. Jesuit 
dress.     Alas!     May  the  ImmactUate  Virgin  Moth- 
er shed   her  sweet   influence  on   the  soul  of  the 
great  Theologian,  whose  vanity  has  made  so  sad 
a  wreck  of  him.     In  the  upper  part  of  the  picture 
is  st'en  the  Bles,sed  Virgin  in  the  attitude  given 
her  by  the  Italian  painters,  to  express  her  Immac- 
ulate Conception.     The  Holy  Spirit  hovers  over 
her,  and  she  is  placed  between  the  two  other  Per- 
sons of  the   Most  Blessed  Trinity.      AI)ove   are 
seated  on  each  side  the  four  great   Prophets  and 
tl)e  Evangelists.     Below  them  stand  St.  Peter  and 
St.  Paul  ;  then  the  Saints  of  the  Old   Testament 
and  of  the  New;  then,  at  bust,  two  groups  of  an- 
gels, one  of  whom  drives  away  the   Heresiarchs. 
while  the  other  soars  up  offering  to  «mr  Lady  and 
her  Presentation  in  the  Tenj])le.     Between  "these 
subjects  is  the  following  large  insorif>ti4^  : 
ANN.  CUK.  MDCCCLIV.  VI.    lUVti.    DECEMBRI8. 
.MAWl.\M. 
MAOXAM    DKI.  MATREM 
LABIS.   I'lU.MAKVAE    EXI'KltrE.M 
PIVS.  IX.  PONT    MAX. 
ACCITIS.  OKBIS.  CArroLICI.   EPKrOPIS 
SOLEMNI.   DKCKKTO.  SANXl'l".  IIABEKI 
ET.  COUHtlBVS.  VDO.   ILLITIS 
REM.  GESTAM.  EXPIUMI    IVSHIT. 
FR^NCISCVS  PODEsTI   EQ.  INVENITET    PIXXIT. 
From  this  masterly   work,  we  go  «m  to  "The 
Crowning  of  the  Madonna  of  the  Chapter  of  St. 
Peter's,"  which  covers  the  east  wall.     The   Holy 
Father,   standing  on  a    platform    which  covers 
the  altar  of  the  Capitular  Chapel  in  St  Peter's,  is 
attaching  to   iis  mosaic   altar-piece   the   golden 
crown  which  the  Chapter  has  awarded  to  their 
image  of  the  ever-Immaculate  Virgin. 

*»- 

The  Mother  of  Francis  II. 

Like  a  mother,  instinctively  aware  of  the  cares 
required  by  each  ore  oir"  her  children,  the  Church 
presents  to  each  succcs-sive  age  of  tlie  world, 
models  of  the  virtue  most  necessary  to  it.  Iirours, 
all  classes  of  society  are  evidently  posst-.s-sed  of  an 
unbridled  desire  to  attain  witli  ra|)iclity  a  condi- 
tion of  ease  and  abundance.  To  this  g-nenil  lux- 
uriousne.ss  our  divine  ill^tnICtres<  boMly  opposes 
a  memlicant.  a  v:ig  ilioud.  wiio  ha  I  not.  and  W4>uld 
not  have,  a  home;  an.l  we  have  st  en  civil  author- 
ities who  would  have  arrested  liini  livieg. obligid 
to  incline  themselves  before  the  relics  of  the  bleat*- 
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ed  Joseph  Labrc,  actually  compelled  so  to  do  by 
the  patriotic  piety  of  a  whole  people.  In  another 
order  of  ideas,  the  Church,  constantly  attentive  to 
the  legitimate  aspirations  of  nations,  prepares  to 
show  them  a  new  exemplar  of  Christian  royalty  in 
Maria  Christina  of  Savoy,  Queen  ofthe  Two  Sicilies 

She  was  herself  a  queen,  the  daughter,  wife  and 
mother  of  kings,  and  if  shf  is  now  about  to  be 
canonized,  it  is  not  so  much  on  account  of  the 
singular  graces  with  which  she  was  favored  by 
Heaven,  nor  on  account  of  those  she  procures  for 
us  at  present  by  her  intercession,  as  because  she 
fulfilled  in  tbeir  w  hole  extent  the  duties  of  a  queen. 

Last  scion  of  the  Savoyun  sovereigns  who  have 
ever  stood  forward  as  the  defenders  of  the  Holy 
See,  niece  of  the  bles.sed  Clotilda  of  France,  Ma- 
ria Christina  was  born  in  1812,  and  grew  up  in 
exile.  Sorrow  early  conquered  her  to  God  ;  pros- 
perity did  but  attach  her  the  more  closely  to  Him ; 
an  orphan,  she  longed  to  conpecrate  her  entire  life 
to  Him  in  one  of  those  refuges  which  gladden  the 
earth  tliat  they  protect,  when  the  Divine  will  re- 
vealed itself  to  her  under  the  form  of  a  reason  of 
State,  of  the  happiness  of  Italy,  which  could  be 
really  cons<^lidatcd  by  an  alliance  between  its  two 
most  important  crowns.  Once  convinced  of  this, 
she  no  longer  hesitated  to  sacrifice  her  own  tastes 
to  the  urgent  request  of  Charles  Albert  who  had 
procured  the  abdication  of  his  father,  and  whose 
son  was  to  accomplish  his,  by  those  ignoble  means 
so  well  known  to  the  world  of  to-day. 

Thrown  into  the  midst  of  a  divided  family  and 
a  dissipated  court,  to  that  she  brought  peace,  and 
this  she  gradually  moulded  to  a  more  regular  kind 
of  existence.  "The  Xwipclitans  are  too  beauti- 
ful," said  she,  to  her  ladies,  "to  need  expansive 
toilets,  ^ruly,  they  have  no  pretext  for  having 
recourse  to  illicit  subterfuges;"  and  by  a  little 
pleasantry,  and  much  example,  she  succeeded  in 
banishing  from  the  society  of  Naples  those  foi- 
bles that  people  try  to  explain  as  owing  to  her 
beautiful  climate,  while  foreign  importations 
have  only  increased  them. 

She  manifested  the  same  prudence  and  the  same 
celerity  in  remedying  the  evils  of  the  inferior 
classes.  "Almsgiving,"  she  often  repeated,  "is 
more  inlispensible  to  the  rich  than  to  the  poor; 
it  is  the  support  of  the  latter,  but  it  is  the  salva- 
tion of  the  former.  By  alms  the  poor  live  and 
the  rich  are  saved."  *•  She  permitted  no  attenua- 
tion of  this  fundamental  precept  which  she  ful- 
filled with  grace  and  an  intelligence,  the  remem- 
brance of  which,  it  seems,  Piedmontism  has  re- 
vived. She  ever  sought  to  please  those  whom  she 
'bencfifted ;  with  the  assistance  she  bestowed,  she 
miigl;d  an  exquisite  delicacy,  and  everywhere 
spread  hei'  own  spirit  of  devotedncss.  On  one 
feast  cf  Stint  Ferdinand,  she  presented  her  hus- 
band with  some  pieces  of  her  own  needle-work, 
as  was  her  wont :  "  This  is  not,"  said  she,  "  my 
best  gift ;  I  have  had  4,000  ducats  distributed  this 
morning,  in  your  name,  to  the  nccesitous."  Do- 
cile to  the  inspirations  of  his  angelic  wife,  this 
king,  who  con  pe^isated  for  his  evil  beginning  by 
a  subsequent  dignity  and  a  respect  for  tiie  Church, 
too  rare  to  be  passed  over,  left  to  the  poor,  by 
will,  the  tenth  of  his  private  fortune. 


Maria  Christina  occupied  herself  earnestly  in 
diminishing  the  number  ofthe  jwor  in  her  States. 
Her  counsels  inspired  a  new  activity  in  public 
works.  To  her,  Naples  owes  its  first  Exposition 
of  Industry  and  a  series  of  other  measures  wliich 
would  speedily  have  developed  the  commerce  of  a 
country  so  richly  endowed  by  nature,  if  revolu- 
tionary excesses  had  not  cliecked  theJV  results. 

In  a  word,  Maria  Christina  was  simple  and  eru- 
dite, circumspect  without  scrupulosity,  dignified 
without  haughtiness  and  pride.  A  Benedictine 
savant,  the  Abbot  of  Montevergine,  Postulator  of 
the  cause  of  her  beatification,  solicited  by  two 
hundred  and  eleven  persons  of  great  eminence,  in 
drawing  uj)  from  irrefi'agable  documents  the  his- 
tory of  her  life,  has  wisc-ly  made  prominent  her 
politcal  perfection,  if  I  may  thus  express  myself; 
and  this  work,  serious  and  impressive,  seems  spe- 
cially to  correspond  with  a  great  need  of  our  epoch. 
The  world,  even  of  our  time,  seems  to  manifest 
.some  deference  to  Christianity  for  the  services  it 
has  rendered  to  society,  but  this  is  merely  an  in- 
sulting similitude  of  impartiality  ;  it  admits  that 
religi(m  has  played  an  important  part  in  the  past, 
but  it  is  only  for  the  facility  of  denying  its  influ- 
ence in  the  ])resent  and  the  future.  To  such  tac- 
tics, it  is  useful  to  incessantly  oppose  living  ex- 
amples of  the  entire  compatibility  of  the  Christian 
and  the  social  virtues,  and  it  is  this  that  Rome 
now  docs  in  presenting  to  our  veneration  the 
mother  of  Francis  II. 


*  Madame  Soetchine. — This  maxim  is  engraved,  and  better 
etill,  practiced  in  the  hospital  named  after  and  founded  by  the 
Count  de  Falloiis.,  at  ticgre,  France. 


Pastoral  Letter  of  Eight  Eev.  M.  Domeneo,  D.  D., 
Bishop  of  Pittsburgh. 

[We  regret  that  our  columns  restrict  us  to  brief 
extracts  from  this  admirable  Pastoral,  in  which 
thp  Encyclical  is  treated  in  the  most  saintly  and 
masterly  style.  We  hope  it  will  soon  be  pul)lished 
in  pamphlet  form;  it  should  be  in  the  hands  of 
every  Catholic  for  edification  and  instruction] : 

"  Our  faith  teaches  us  the  respect  and  veneration 
with  which,  we  should  receive  the  words  of  the 
Holy  Father,  and  the  filial  love  and  affection  with 
which  the  Sovereign  Pontiflf  is  invested.    *     *     * 

"  If  the  present  Encyclical  Letter  has  created  so 
great  sensation,  it  is  because  it  condemns  the  pop- 
ular— we  may  say,  the  pet  errors — of  the  present 
age ;  the  Sovereign  Pontiflf  exposes  and  probes  to 
the  very  l)ottom,  the  fetid  ulcers  which  are  preying 
on  the  vitals  of  modern  society;  he  applies  the 
knife  with  a  skillful  but  unsparing  hand ;  and  the 
patient,  though  beyond  the  reach  of  ordinary  rem- 
edies, pleads  and  protests  with  all  his  might 
against  an  operation  which,  while  it  wounds  his 
pride,  cuts  to  the  very  quick.  Another  reason  is, 
because  the  world  thouglit — yea,  it  was  almost  con- 
vinced that  the  power  of  the  Pope  was  dead  ;  that 
that  power,  so  colossal  in  the  middle  or  so  called 
dark  ages,  had  vanished  Ijefore  the  light  and  in- 
telligence of  modern  times.  How  little  does  the 
world  reflect  that  the  Church  of  Christ,  as  Christ 
Himself,  her  Divine  Spouse,  is  innnortal;  that  the 
Church  is  the  body  of  Christ,  and  that  the  body 
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cjinnot  live  witliout  its  head.  Yps,  the  power  of 
the  Poops  shall  ni'ver  *li''.  Tlic  Popes  shall,  till 
the  fini  of  tiiiu*.  sit  on  the  Chair  of  Peter,  invest- 
ed with  power  Divine,  to  tliffiHi*  throughout  tlic 
world  the  liglit  of  Christian  faith.  S(M>ner  hh^ill 
the  natural  sun  he  extinguished — be  blotted  out 
of  the  luiivens — pease  to  exist — than  the  power  of 
the  Popes  become  extiiu-t.  The  same  God  who 
said  let  there  be  light  nuule  in  the  firmament  of 
heaven,  to  give  Uglit  upon  the  earth,  (Gen.  p.  1,  v. 
14,  15,)  has  deelared  to  Peter,  "I  have  prayed  for 
thee  that  thy  faith  fail  not;  ponfinn  thy  brethren." 
Sooner,  then,  shall  the  natural  sun  cease  to  give 
light  upon  the  earth,  than  the  successors  of  Peter 
to  enlighten  the  world  with  the  rays  of  Cliristian 
faith.  "Heaven  and  earth  may  pass  away ;  but 
my  words  shall  not  pass  away."        *        *        * 

The  history  of  the  lives  of  the  Popes  is  the  his- 
tory of  the  exercise  of  their  office,  of  their  func- 
tions, and  of  their  powers,  as  living  representa- 
tives of  Christ  on  earth,  appointed  to  exercise  su- 
preme dominion  in  His  Church,  and  hold  the  keys 
of  the  King  lom  of  Heaven.  What  Pius  IX  has 
done  l)y  the  jjresent  Encyclical  Letter,  has  been 
frequently  done  by  his  illustrious  predecessors,  in 
every  period  of  the  Christian  era,  whenever  there 
was  cause  or  reastm  for  doing  it.        *        *        * 

At  the  conversicm  of  Constantinc  the  Great, 
when  Christ  was  pul)licly  adored  as  God,  His  Vi- 
car on  earth  was  honored;  and  when  the  Cross  of 
Christ,  no  longer  the  occasion  of  ignominy  and 
contempt,  beciime  an  object  of  reverence,  and  the 
brightest  object  on  the  crown  of  the  Caesars,  then 
also,  the  Roman  Pontiff  became  an  object  of  re- 
spect and  veneration  to  a  believing  world.  Thus 
closed  the  contest  between  the  Church  and  Pagan- 
ism, to  the  honor  of  the  Church  audits  visible 
head  ;  thus  cnde<l  the  struggle  of  the  same  Church 
against  the  invasion  of  the  Xorthern  barbarians, 
to  the  still  greater  glory  of  the  Church  and  its 
risible  head,  for  then  the  Roman  Pontiffs  were 
made  the  temporal  kings  of  Rome  ;  and  such,  we 
are  confident,  will  be  the  issue  of  the  present  con- 
test between  the  Church  and  modern  infidelity. 


Beligions  Ohronicle. 

nOME. 

In  Rome  every  church  and   sanctuary  has  its 

Particular  feast  in  honor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
he  celebration  of  these  festivals  is  ordinarily 
preceded  by  a  triduum,  the  expenses  of  which  are 
usually  covered  by  legacies,  left  by  some  pious 
servant  of  Mary  for  this  purpose.  When  these 
funds  are  wanting  the  piety  ot  the  Congregation 
supplies  what  is  needed.  But  the  Feast  of  Mary, 
Refuge  of  Christians,  celebrated  in  the  Church  of 
St.  Charles  Borromeo,  is  an  exception.  This  is  a 
feast  of  devotion,  not  only  for  Rome,  but  for  the 
Pontifical  States,  in  commemoration  of  the  return 
from  exile  of  Pius  VII,  in  1814.  As  it  recalls  the 
tribulations  of  the  Church,  the  Romans  have  cele- 
brated it,  for  some  years  past,  with  a  constantly 
increasing  devotion. 

Apropos  to  this  feast,  we  give  the  translation  of 
an  IntUo  Sagro,  addressed  on  the  occasion  of  the 


late  festival,  to  the  faithful,  by  the  Cardinal  Vicar: 
"The  protection  of  the  Ble««ed  Virgin  extends 
in  a  special  manner  over  th';  city  of  Rome.  Facts 
which  the  hyp'K-risy  of  men  cannot  conceal,  em- 
phatif-ally  i)rove  it.  Scarcely  was  an  open  and 
violent  war  declared  agaiuht  the  Church,  when 
you  hastened,  O  Romans,  to  Mary;  you  honored 
this  good  Mother  under  the  most  august  title  of 
-/?'/"</'■ ';/'  VhriMtniuM,  and  Rome resistetl,  and  still  re- 
sists all  attacks.  This  resistance  is  a  victory,  and 
this  victory  we  owe  to  Mary,  who  aids  us  in  the 
struggle,  and  always  insures  a  triumph.  Woe  to 
us.  if  we  grow  weary  in  employing  the  weapons 
of  prayer  against  impiety  and  error;  they  alone 
arc  etiicaciou.s.  Never  let  us  abandon  the  arena, 
nor  grow  lukewarm  in  the  spirit  of  prayer. 
While  Moseu  elevated  his  hands  to  Heaven,  the 
people  of  God  triumphed  over  the  Amelecites; 
l)Ut  when  his  hands  fVU  the  Amelecites  were  vic- 
tors. In  ortier  not  to  be  overcome  by  the  m<xlern 
Amelccites,  let  us  alsio  raise  our  hands  to  Heaven  ; 
let  us  have  recoursie  to  Mary. 

On  Monday  last,  the  8th  inst.,  Major-General 
George  Tylee,  of  Devizes,  died  here,  in  the  fifVy- 
ninth  year  of  his  age.  and  "  died  like  a  Saint,"  as 
I  was  informed  by  the  Parish  Priest  of  Sant'  An- 
drea delle  Fratte,  in  whose  church  his  funeral  t(X)k 
place  yesterday.  Your  readers  may  recollect  that 
it  was  owing  to  the  benefactions  of  that  generous 
convert,  that  a  new  Catholic  Church  was  o|>ened 
in  Devizes,  a  few  months  ago.  I  understood  that 
the  gallant  General  was  converted  to  the  Catholic 
faith  in  India,  and  that  he  was  anxious  to  promote, 
to  the  full  extent  of  his  power,  the  spread  of  the 
faith  in  his  native  town,  as  some  compensation 
for  some  follies  of  his  youth  which  he  spent  there. 
It  is  truly  marvelous  to  see  how  God  selects  His 
own  chosen  soulsoutofourhardencd  British  world. 

Sicily  is  in  such  a  frightful  state  of  rapine,  mur- 
der, brigandage,  crime  and  disorganization,  that 
the  English  Consul-Geueral  at  Palermo,  Mr.  Ing- 
ham, who  is  above  suspicion  as  to  liberalism,  hay- 
ing been  Lord  Russell's  principal  agent  in  the  rev- 
olution of  1860,  has  been  ol)liged  to  issue  a  circu- 
lar to  the  consuls  under  his  direction,  desiring 
them  to  warn  all  British  subjects  residing  in  Sic- 
ily, that  they  must  provide,  as  best  they  can,  for 
their  own  safety,  as  the  Itiilian  Government  is  in- 
capable of  undertaking  their  protection. 

Noble  Action. — Albert  A.  Walker,  Commis- 
sary Sergeant  of  the  16th  Connecticut  Volunteers, 
who  has  just  returned  home  from  the  rebel  prison 
at  Andersonville,  informs  the  Hartford  Courant, 
that  a  Catholic  priest  named  Whalen,  of  Savan- 
nah, visited  the  prisf>ncrs  daily  in  prison,  when 
ministers  of  other  denominations  deserteti  them. 
This  priest  wa.s  unusually  kind  to  them,  conversed 
freely,  and  told  them  that  if  he  could  have  his 
way,  he  would  have  them  all  releascil.  At  one 
time,  this  kind  hearted  man  di.stributed  to  the 
men  $2,700  in  Confe<lerate  money,  and,  one  day 
last  winter,  he  laid  out  $400  in  gold,  of  his  own 
money,  for  flour  for  the  pri.soners,  which  was  baked 
into  bread  in  the  hospitals  and  distributed  among 
the  soldiers.    Such  deed*  are  worthy  of  record. 
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Eev.  F.  Caj'o-- -Important  Suggestion. 

•  [The  following  letter  \V!is  received  l)y  iis  more 
than  two  wet  ks  aj^o  from  a  Uev.  gentleman.  The 
import:uice  of  its  siitrg'-stion'-  ninde  i;s  anxious  to 
have  the  benefit  of  his  well-known  signature  at- 
tticiied  to  them.  V.'e  ihi  relore  defcrreti  its  publi- 
cation until  we  had  written  totlu;  Rev.  authorfor 
permission  to  use  his  signature.  Kev.  V.  Caro's 
name  is  familiar  to  evei^  one  in  America,  and  even 
in  Mexico  and  California,  having  been  a  mission- 
aiy  priest  in  the  Archdiocese  of  New  York  for 
the  last  twelve  years,  and  having  been  sent  at  one 
time  by  the  Propaganda  to  California  and  Mexico 
as  Visitor  General. 

This  morning  we  are  in  receipt  of  a  second  let- 
ter, in  which  the  Rev.  gentleman  not  only  grants 
the  desired  permission,  but  further  adds :  "  The 
Ate  Mauia  is  a  welcome  visitor  to  my  house,  re- 
fieshes  my  mind,  and  tills  my  heart  with  joy. 
Any  thing  you  will  require  of  me  for  this,  and  any 
other  sHibject  connected  Avith  the  Mother  of  God, 
I  shall  be  most  happy  to  contribute." 

We  sincerely  return  ou'-  humble   acknowledg- 
ments to  the  worthy  missionary,  and  while  fully 
indorsing  his  ingenuous  plan,  we  feel  confident  it 
will  meet  with  a  hearty  and  extensive  co-operation.] 
Cold  Spring,  N.  Y.,  May  30,  1865. 

Very  Rev.  Sir:  Within  you  will  find  a  five  dol- 
lar bill  for  two  years'  subscription  to  your  wel- 
come Ave  Maria.  But  allow  me  to  suggest  in 
behalf  of  the  i)aper  an  idea  of  mine,  which  if  it 
meet  with  your  approbation,  will  be  fruitful  of  an 
immense  good.  The  terms,  as  they  are,  are  above 
the  range  of  the  generality  of  poor  Catholics.  In 
order,  therefore,  to  give  a  chance  to  every  man 
and  wtmian  in  the  country  to  become  enamored  of 
the  Virgin  Mary,  my  idea  is  to  send  a  circular  to 
all  the  Pastors  with  the  n  quest  of  establishing 
in  each  church  a  society  under  the  name  of  Chil- 
dren of  Mary,  the  members  to  be  obliged  to  buy 
the  paper  weekly  at  six  cents  each,  and  the  Pastor 
to  be  responsible  for  the  amount.  In  this  man- 
ner, not  five  or  ten  copies  would  circulate,  but  five 
hundred  and  a  thousand ;  and,  although  the 
amount  at  the  end  of  the  year  would  be  the  same, 
yet  the  arrangement  would  prove  more  accommo- 
dating, and  surely  within  the  power  of  the  poor- 
est member  of  the  churcli.  I,  for  one,  will  be 
most  happy  to  do  any  thing  to  see  that  the  devo- 
tion to  the  Mother  of  God  is  introduced  in  every 
home  circle.  Indeed,  we  ought  to  labor  most 
zealously  and  incessantly  toward  the  accomplish- 
ment of  this  end.  America  is  destined  to  be  a 
Catholic  country  yet,  and  this  great  blessing  will 
come  down  on  the  nation  through  the  intercession 
of  Mary,  the  privileged  Mother  of  our  Blessed 
Redeemer. 

Very  Rev.  Sir,  you  can  scarcely  believe  how 
happy  I  lelt  at  the  announcement  that  there  was 
going  to  be  an  Ave  Maria  in  circulation  in  our 
virgin  land,  and  more"  virgin  people.  God  may 
bless  your  work,  and  the  Mother  of  God  may 
make  you  partaker  of  her  glory  in  the  Kingdom 
of  her  Son  ;  for  it  is  written  that:  Qui  elucidant 
Vie  vitam  (Bternaia  hulx-burd. 

Truly  yours,  F.  Card. 


Ode  on  St.  Jolin's  Day— 24th  June. 

Thrice  ble.st  St.  .John !  Precursor  of  our  Lord  ! 

Foretold  by  Prophets ! 

Even  before  thy  birth  all  cleansed 
From  sin  inherited ! 

Cleansed  by  the  living  fire 

11k  came  on  earth  to  kindle 
Who  is  love. 
Well  might  thou  leap  for  joy. 

Thou  glorious  one  ! 
Thy  soul  all  bathed  in  love  and  light 
By  llim, 

The  source  of  light  and  love. 
How  we,  poor  sinners,  look  on  thee 

With  wistful  longings! 
As  our  benighted  sense,  made  dull  by  sin, 
Doth  strive  to  realize  the  ecstasy 
That  gave  thy  purified,  enlightened  soul 

To  recognize  the  presence  of  thy  God. 
O,  Prophet !  more  than  Prophet ! — 
Preparer  of  the  wondrous  ways  of  God, 

In  human  hearts  I — 
What  went'st  thou  forth  to  teach 

In  desert  drear? 
We  flock  to  thee,  as  multitudes  of  old 
Besieged  thy  solitude  ;  and  ask,  as  they. 

How  shall  we  keep  alive 

The  living  fire,  within  our  hearts 

All  tainted  and  corrupt? 
How  shall  our  drowsy  consciousness  regain 
Vitality — to  feel  Him  near? 
His  presence  is  among  us !  but,  alas  ! 

Too  cold  and  tepid  gown 

Our  frigid  hearts,  to  feel  beatitude. 
We  sleep  ;  or  wonse,  are  deal : — 
Thou  leap'st  for  joy.  Him  near; 
We  feel  Him  not — no  generous  glow 
To  animate  our  souls  with  buruing  love 
Proclaims  His  presence, 
'  Chains  around  us  thrown 

Bind  us  to  earth — too  willing  to  be  bound  f 
O,  living  type  of  penance  !  great  St.  John  1 
Embodiment  of  the  Eternal  Truth  ! 
That  to  prepare  the  human  heart  for  God, 
Our  nature,  now  corrupt, 
Must  use  a  violence  against  itself. 
Cut  down  the  mounds  of  Passion's  raging  force, 
Straighten  the  crooked  paths  of  falsehood's  ways. 
Fill  up  the  vales  by  self  indulgence  made, 
And  patient  wait  the  enkindling  grace  of  God! 
Not  in  soft  raiment  cam'st  thou  forth  to  teach  ; 
Thine  outward  semblance  spoke  thy  inward  sense ; 
Thy  rugged  garment,  girt  about  thy  loins 
With  leathern  girdle,  laughed  the  world  to  scorn 
With  all  its  pride  of  dress — its  pride  of  life. 
For  fallen  man — the  rugged  road  alone 
Of  penance,  toil,  self  abnegation  rude. 
Can  lead  him  back  to  life — eternal  life — 
Replace  the  image  of  his  God  within ; 
Now  lost !  destroyed!  hy  self-indulgent  pride. 
Living  expression  of  the  Eternal  Law ! 
Obtain  for  us  thy  spirit !  Pray  for  us, 
Prepare  our  souls  to  recognize  our  iSod, 
To  feel  what  Truth,  and  good,  and  beauty  are ! 
Greater  than  thou,  is  none  of  w^oman  born  1 
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THE  APOSTLESHIP  OF  PEAYEB. 

St.  Louis  Qonzaga, 
Apnifth-  ofth^  tUcotion  to  thf  Ifnirt  of  Jeaiu. 

St.  Louis  Oonzjijfi  diet!  fi«<hty  years  before  the 
devotion  of  the  Sacred  Heart  wan  reveaU'd  to  the 
IJiessed  Margaret  Mary.  But  the  spirit  of  this 
devotion  was  known  and  practiced,  with  a  rare 
perfection,  from  the  l)eginnin<jf  of  Clirintianity, 
though  not  known  under  its  jjresent  fonn.  The 
foUowing  recital,  recently  received  from  Home, 
will  show  us  liuw,  in  Heaven,  where  he  now  reigns, 
this  amiable  protector  of  youth  is  interested  in  the 
propagation  of  this  blessed  dev«)tion  : 

Yesterday  evening,  at  the  time  of  the  jina.vgijio, 
I  went  to  St.  Andrew's  on  the  Quirinal,  to  pray  in 
the  Chapel  of  St.  Stanislaus.  A  visit  to  the  chutu- 
bers  of  St.  Stanislaus  is  always  agreeable  to  piety ; 
one  feels  himself  attracted  there  as  to  the 
dwelling  of  a  friend  who  receives  the  visitor  with 
a  smile  upon  his  lips  and  his  two  hands  open  to 
bestow  gifts.  The  autograph  letter  of  the  IJlesscd 
Canisius,  announcing  to  the  Rev.  Father  Borgia 
the  expected  arrival  at  Rome  of  a  young  Pole,  "  a 
child  of  great  promise  ;"  the  couch  of  variegated 
marble,  ahd  on  this  couch  St.  Stanislaus  lost  in 
the  sweet  peace  of  contemplation,  awaiting,  as 
it  were,  in  the  calm  of  prayer,  the  coming  of 
\\\s  Motlur ;  the  picture  above  the  head  ef  the 
the  bed,  where  angels  precede  Mary  with  their 
harps  of  gold  and  baskets  of  fresh  roses  and 
lilies ;  the  altar  dedicated  to  the  saint;  opposite 
the  other  altar,  bearing  on  its  front  the  beautiful 
copy  of  the  Maddonnaof  St.  Mary  Major,  a  virgin 
whom  St.  Stanislaus  saluted  every  morning  on 
arising ;  all  in  this  fair  sanctuary  conduces  to  piety 
and  opens  the  heart  to  confidence. 

Yesterday  the  chamber  wore  the  air  of  a  festi- 
val. Festoons  and  draperies  adorued  the  walls, 
and  lighted  candles  covered  the  altdr,  forming  a 
crown  of  lights  and  flowers  around  a  relic  placed 
over  the  tabernacle.  The  Madonna  of  St.  Luke 
had  disappeared  behind  a  portraitof  St.  Louis Qon- 
zaga.    Below  this  portrait  I  read  this  inscription: 

NlCOLAl'M.    C.«LESTISI:M.    MORIBISDCM 

S.  Aloysius.  Pr.«sentlv.  et  Auloqvio 

DlGN.^TUS.  ILLICO.  SaXUM.  FeCIT  JusSITQ. 
DiVLNO.  CUKISTI.  COUDI.  8E.  DEVOVKKE 

C.KLo.  Gratissim.vm.  Devotionem.  Testatus 
IV.  ID.  Febk.  CIC.  IC.  CCLXV. 

FaCTI  MONIMENTCM 
ROM.VNOI    S.  J.  TlUOCINirM.* 

A  Brother  remained  at  the  entrance  of  the 
chapel  to  receive  the  visitors. 

"  Why  all  these  preparations?— what  feast  do 
they  celebrate  at  St.  Andrews'  to-day  ?" 

"Do  you  not  know  that  to  day  is  the  hundredth 
anniversary  of  Brother  Celcstini's  cure?" 

"What  isthiscurethcn?— where  was  it  wrought?^ 
— where  was  this  Brother  Celestini?" 

•  On  the  tenth  of  February.  17«15.  St.  Loalu  OonMga  ap- 
peared to  N'lcholas  (V!c-tttii,  \v?i()\v.i  rfir<k-ttth.  opoke  to 
him   healed  him  sudd  '        I m  to  con-cerate 

himself  to  the  Ul\iii.  .'  h""  '!".»'  "»'* 

devotion  \va«  vurv  d.  i.ui  Novitiate  of 

the  Heart  ofJeen's  wUliid  u-  U)  i   i;h:;'i.iK'  luc remembrance 
of  thi«  miracle. 


"It  is  the  cure  of  Brother  CelcMtini;  wrought 
by  our  St.  Louis." 

Nicholas  Cele.stini  wa.H  l«>rn  on  the  third  of 
May,  1747.  Flavio  Celestini,  his  father,  juris- 
ccin.Hult,  was  highly  esteemed  in  Home.  Of  great 
intelligence  and  cultivated  tastes,  our  young  Nic- 
colo  was  especially  distinguished  for  his  rare  vir- 
tue. Among  all  the  scholars  of  the  Roman  Col- 
lege who  fre»iuente<l  the  S^Mlalitiet?  of  the  Holy 
Angels  atid  of  the  Ble.><sed  Virgin,  he  was  pointed 
out  as  a  model  of  piety,  of  attraction  for  relig- 
ious exercis«-s,  of  constant  regularity,  and  a  filial 
devotion  to  St.  Louis  Gonzaga  and  to  the  Mother 
of  G<k1.  The  si.\teenth  of  June,  1704,  dtiripg  the 
novena  prejmratory  to  the  foa.«(t  of  St.  Louis,  he 
let^t  the  family  circle  for  St.  Andrew's  on  the 
Quirinal,  where  he  received  the  hai»it  of  Novice  of 
i\w  Society  of  Jesus.  A  good  and  pious  student 
of  the  Roman  College,  he  was,  among  the  novices 
of  St.  Andrew's,  a  model  of  growing  fervor,  a  gene- 
rous enmlator  of  St.  Louis  and  St.  Stanislaus. 

About  seven  months  after  his  entrance  into  the 
novitiate,  Celestini  was  attacked  with  a  serious 
illness.  A  pleurisy,  .soon  passing  into  pulmonic, 
inspired  the  physicians  with  great  fears.  Nervous 
convulsions,  violent  pains,  which,  without  fixing 
themselves  in  one  spot,  tortured  and  contracted 
all  his  liml)s,  comi)licjited  the  evil.  Swallowing 
a  drop  of  water  was  sufficient  Jo  firing  on  the  pains 
and  to  occasion  a  crisis.  Bleeding,  cupping, 
blistering,  all  were  tried  in  vain  to  comfort  and 
arrest  the  progres.a  of  the  malady  ;  the  expedients 
of  art  were  in  vain.  In  the  midst  of  these  violent 
sufferings  Brother  Celestini  preserved  an  unalter- 
able patieffcc  and  a  holy  resignation  to  the  will  of 
God.  One  thought  alone  sjiddened  him.  He 
burned  with  the  desire  of  receiving  the  Holy 
Viaticum,  but  the  spasms,  the  sudden  and  violent 
convulsions  by  which  he  was  attacked,  would  not 
permit  the  prudent  Superiors  to  grant  this  desired 
consolation. 

On  the  seventh  of  February,  Clement  XIII  ap- 
proved by  a  Brief  the  Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
of  Jesus.  They  carried  to  this  sick  youth  an  image 
of  this  Divine  Heart.  When  they  placed  it  near 
his  lips,  he  kissed  it,  contemplated  it  with  love, 
and  whilst  a  convulsive  movement  of  his  eyelids 
did  not  permit  him  to  regard,  or  even  to  distin- 
guish any  other  object,  he  could,  without  difficulty, 
fix  his  eyes  upon  the  holy  image,  and  found  in 
thus  beholding  it  a  little  calm,  and  some  allevia- 
tion of  his  suffering.  At  his  request  the  novices 
repaired  to  the  chamber  of  St.  Stanislaus,  and 
united  their  prayers  to  obtain  from  the  Saint  for 
him  the  grace  to  be  enabled  to  satisfy  his  ardent 
desire  of  receiving  the  Holy  Eucharist.  The  pray- 
ers being  finished,  the  patient  endeavored  to  swal- 
low a  few  drops  of  litpiid.  Spasms  and  convul- 
sions returned  with  violence.  The  prayers  of  the 
novice?  had  not  been  heard.  They  return  to  im- 
plore St.  Stanislaus  with  fervor  and  faith,  and  a 
new  trial  is  made.  This  time  the  patient  swal- 
lowed without  difficulty  some  dnips  of  water, 
th«n  two  or  three  spoonfuls  of  broth  and  an  un- 
c..n>ecrated  host;  the  convulsions  and  vomiting 
did  not  return— the  Holy  Viaticum  was  given  him. 
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They  had  asked  a  suspension  of  his  illness  tiiat 
he  might  satisfy  a  pious  and  legitimate  desire;  it 
was  gruJited  ;  Init  the  progress  of  the  disease  was 
checked  for  an  instant  only. 

At  half  past  eleven  the  physicians  lound  the 
state  of  B.  Celestini  desperate.  Ilis  ghastly  color, 
his  faded  eyes,  his  impeded  respiniti;)n,  announced 
his  death  agony.  "  In  two  hours  all  will  be  over," 
said  the  physician,  as  he  left  the  apartment. 

A  Father  and  two  coadjutor  Brothers  remained 
near  the  sick  man  to  assist  him.  Suddenly  (Feb- 
ruary 10th)  they  saw  him  raise  himself  up,  look- 
ing tixedly  at  an  image  of  tSt.  Louis,  placed  at  the 
foot  of  his  bed ;  then  he  fell  back  upon  his  pil- 
low, crying  out:  "  How  beautiful  you  are,  O  St. 
'Louis,  iny  Br<>th'jr!"  how  beautiful!  Some  mo- 
ments after  he  raised  himself  a  second  time,  and 
with  his  gfize  yet  ti.xed  upon  the  image  of  St. 
Louis,  distinctly  pronounced  these  words :  '"Fl<it 
Voluntas  Dn!" 

The  Father  and  the  two  Brothers,  surprised  by 
these  movements  and  unexpected  exclamations, 
and  feeling  a  presentiment,  as  it  were,  of  a  prod- 
igy, gazed,  stupefied,  now  upon  the  glowing  coun- 
tenance of  Brother  Celestini,  now  upon  the  image 
of  St.  Louis.  "I  am  heale.l,"  cried  the  sick  man, 
with  a  loud  voice ;  "  I  am  healed  !  St  Louis  has 
restored  me  to  health!  I  have  seen  him!  I  have 
spoken  to  him !  iMy  giirments!  I  am  without  pain ! 
I  am  without  any  sickness!"  The  Father  who  was 
present  hastened  to  inform  the  Rev.  Father  Rec- 
tor of  the  Novitiate  of  what  had  occurred.  The 
Rev.  Father  Furravicino  arrived,  and  Ijefore  per- 
mitting Brother  Celestini  to  rise  or  to  dress,  he 
desired  to  hear  his  account  of  the  prodigy. 

In  a  natural  voice  and  manner,  sliowing  no  tra- 
ces of  illness,  Brother  Celestini  thus  said :  "Dur- 
ing the  last  paioxysms,  at  the  hight  of  the  con- 
vulsions, I  suddenly  distinguished  the  portrait  of 
St.  Louis,  at  the  foot  of  my  bed,  which  I  had  not 
previously  noticed  or  perceived.  All  the  morn- 
ing he  has  appeared  to  me,  not  in  profile,  as  he 
is  painted  upon  the  canvas,  but  looking  directly 
toward  me,  and  surrounded  by  a  brilliant  light. 
St.  Souis  wore  the  scholnstic  dress  of  a  student  of 
the  Roman  College.  He  appeared  to  me  just  as  he 
is  depicted  in  relief  on  his  altar  in  the  Church  of 
St.  Ignatius.  His  left  hand  held  a  crucifix.  With 
a  motion  of  his  right  hand  he  invited  me  to  ap- 
proach him.  I  raised  myself  from  my  bed  to  go 
to  him,  but  my  strength  failed  me  and  I  immedi- 
ately fell  back,  though  without  ceasing  to  see 
him.  His  features  were  so  beautiful,  his  whole 
figure  so  glowing  with  celestial  light,  that  I  could 
not  repress  that  exclamation :  '  How  beautiful  you 
are '  O  St.  Louis!  how  beautiful !'  A  second  time 
I  raised  myself  in  my  bed,  and  then  I  heard  him 
address  this  question  distinctly  to  me :  '  What 
wilt  thou — health  or  death  ?'  'Fiat  Voluntas  Dei,^ 
I  suddenly  replied.  The  amiable  Saint  theg 
said  :  '  Since,  during  thy  illness,  thou  hast  mani- 
fested no  other  desire  than  to  receive  the  Holy 
Viaticum, — in  all  things  else  desiring  only  the 
will  of  God,  the  Lord  restores  thee,  at  my  prayer, 
to  health,  that  thou  may  est  apply  thyself  to  ac- 
quire perfection,  and  that  during  thy  whole  life 


thou  mayest  endeavor  to  propagate  the  devotion 
to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus — a  demotion  most 
agret'.ahle  to  IlMrxn.'' " 

Brother  Celestini  then  asked  his  beloved  pro- 
tector to  deliver  hirn  from  a  severe  headache,  from 
which  he  had  suffered  at  intervals  even  before  his 
illness. 

"  God  does  not  will  it,  replied  the  Saint  to  him. 
For  the  moment  I  Iiave  delivered  thee  from  it,  but 
I  wish  that  in  the  future  thou  shouldst  feel  it  a 
little  in  remembrance  of  the  Passion  of  Jesus 
Christ,  that  herein  thou  mayest  resemble  me. 
During  my  life  I  always  desired  to  experience 
these  severe  pains,  that  I  might  thus  conform  my- 
self to  my  Lord,  who  suffered  so  much  for  mej' 

After  pronouncing  these  last  words  the  Saint 
blessed  the  sick  man  and  disappeared,  leaving 
him  instantaneously  and  completely  healed. 

The  Father  Rector  listened  to  this  recital.  He 
caused  the  Father  and  the  Brother  Infirmarian  to 
certify  to  the  cure  of  Brother  Celestini.  No  trace 
of  his  illness  remained.  That  very  morning  they 
had  applied  a  blister  to  his  breast;  the  surface- 
skin,  corroded  and  inflamed  by  the  violent  rem- 
edy, had  resumed  its  natural  color  and  softness. 
Celestini  received  permission  to  arise.  He  dressed 
himself  without  assistance,  and,  prostrate  before 
the  image  of  St.  Louis,  he  returned  the  most  lively 
thanks  to  his  beloved  protector.  Whilst  he 
took  a  little  nourishment,  the  Fathers,  Brothers 
and  Novices  hastened  to  share  in  his  joy,  and  to 
hear,  from  his  own  lips,  the  recital  of  his  miracu- 
lous cure.  All  then  descended  together  into  the 
church  to  sing  the  T-^.  Deum,  and  to  give  glory  to 
St.  Louis  and  to  tlie  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus. 

The  next  day  Brother  Celestini  served  Mass  at 
the  altar  of  St.  Louis  Gonzaga,  in  the  Roman  Col- 
lege, and  received  Holy  Conununion.  He  repeated 
to  every  Father  he  met  the  account  he  had  given 
the  day  before  to  the  ReV.  Father  Purravicino, 
from  the  Roman  College  to  the  Gesu,  where  he 
related  anew  before  the  Very  Rev.  Father  General, 
and  the  Fathers  of  the  Professed  House,  the  mir- 
acle wrought  in  his  favor.  He  then  returned  to 
the  Roman  College.  Assembled  in  a  vast  hall, 
the  numerous  students  of  the  College  awaited, 
with  pious  impatience,  the  detailed  narration  of 
the  miracle. 

Brother  Celestini  appeared  in  the  midst  of 
them  and  recounted  all  the  circumstances  of  his 
cure.  Then  all — Fathers  and  pupils — repaired 
to  St.  Ignatius'  Church  to  sing  the  Te  Deam  in 
thanksgiving  for  the  miracle  wrought  at  the  in- 
tercession of  St.  Louis  by  the  Sacred  Heart  of 
Jesus.  Brother  Celestini,  clothed  with  a  surplice, 
and  bearing  a  lighted  taper,  knelt  within  the 
sanctuary.  At  the  same  hour  on  the  preceding 
day  he  was  dying,  abandoned  by  his  physicians; 
at  this  moment,  after  six  hours  spent  in  repeating, 
again  and  again,  in  the  midst  of  exclamations  of 
admiration  and  gratitude,  the  miraculousness  of 
his  cure,  he  declared  himself  unwearied  and  well. 

What  became  of  Brother  Celestini  ?  How  did 
the  miracle  wrought  by  St.  Louis  serve  to  spread 
and  exalt  the  devotion  of  the  SacreS  Heart  of  Je- 
sus?   Another  letter  will  inform  us. 
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OHILDEEN'S  DEPARTMENT. 

Saint  Elizabeth's  Boses. 

Wc  know  how  dtliglite<l  little  children  arc  to 
hear  tairy  tales  abimt  Cin<lerella,  Beauty  and  the 
Beast,  and  Jack  tiie  Giant  Killer;  ninny  and 
many  a  time  have  we  seen  brij^ht  eyed  Kllie  and 
Liz/.ie,  or  curly  headed  Tommy  and  Johnnj',  steal 
off  to  8onie(|niet  nook  to  pore  over  these  wonderful 
tales.  Or.  again,  whole  crowds  ol'  little  boys  and 
girls,  nestled  around  the  fin-side,  or  lunlir  the 
shade  of  the  Itig  oak  tree,  to  hear  of  Alluddin 
and  his  Lainj),  or  Robinson  Crusoe. 

Now,  little  children,  we  are  going  to  tell  you 
something  just  as  wonderful,  and,  what  is  fur 
better,  it  is  true ;  and  when  we  finish  we  are  sure 
you  will  all  say  that  Sti/Ulund  is  far  more  beau- 
tiful than  Fitiryhtud. 

Once  upon  a  time  there  lived  in  Germany  a 
most  i)owerful  prince  called  the  Lord  of  Thuringia. 
He  was  greatly  revered  and  beloved  on  account  of 
his  power,  goodness  and  generosity ;  and  the  wise, 
the  great  and  learned  from  all  parts  of  Europe 
loved  to  visit  his  court. 

It  happened  one  evening  that  as  the  lords  of  liis 
reaUn  were  listening  to  the  recitals  of  one  of  these 
distinguished  strangers,  the  renowned  Klii'gsohr, 
one  of  the  company  asked  the  sjige  to  tell  them 
something  new.  After  intently  regarding  the  heav- 
ens for  some  time,  he  said  totheni:  "I  shall  tell 
you  something  both  new  and  joyous ;  I  see  a  b<>au- 
tiful  star  rising  in  Hungary,  the  rays  of  which 
extend  all  ovL-r  the  world.  Know  "that  on  this 
night  is  liorn  to  the  King  of  Hungary  a  daughter, 
who  shall  be  named  Elizabeth.  Siie'will  be  given 
in  niairiage  to  the  son  of  your  King,  she  will  be- 
come a  Siint,  and  her  sanctity  will  rejoice  all 
Christendom. 

And,  in  reality,  that  same  night  was  bom  the 
little  Elizabeth.  From  her  A'ery  crarllc  she  gave 
evidence  that  she  truly  livc<l  in  the  Siiiitl<iiiJ. 
The  first  words  she  lisped  were  Jesus  and  Mary. 
Her  first  act  was  an  alms-deed  and  her  first  word 
a  prayer. 

Meanwhile  the  Uuke  of  Thuringia  left  no 
means  untried  to  find  out  if  the  predictions  of 
Klingsohr  had  come  to  pas.s,  and  whether  a  prin- 
cess had  been  born  in  Hungary  en  the  day  foretold. 
There  were  no  railroads,  nor  even  stages,  in  those 
days ;  .so  it  was  not  so  easy  to  get  news  from  one 
country  to  another  as  it  is  now. 

But  travelers  who  arrived  from  time  to  time 
told  him  of  the  beautiful  child,  how  devout  she 
wa.s,  and  how  at  the  time  o!"  her  birth  all  wars  and 
strife  suddenly  ceased  in  her  father's  kingdom. 
One  monk  in  particular,  who  came  froui  Hungary, 
related  to  the  Duke  that  having  been  blind  from 
the  age  of  four  years,  he  suddenly  obtaine<i  his 
sight  by  the  young  Princess  Elizabeth  placing 
her  hands  upon  his  eyes,  • 

All  these  rei)orts  made  the  Lord  of  Thuringia  \ 
very  an.\ious  that  she  should  be  betrothed  to  his 
heir,  Prince  Louis;  so  he  sent  a  splendid   retinue 
of  nobles   to    Hungary  to  demand  her  in  mar- 
riage for  Ids  son ;  and  the  King  and  Queen  of  ' 


that  country,  agreeing  to  his  request,  resolved  to 

part  with  their  darliig  child. 

The  little  Eliz>«beth.  then  only  four  years  old, 
was  covered  withuBilken  robe,  embroidered  with 
gold,  and  laid  in  a  cradle  of  nKis-sive  silver.  Hhe 
was  then  given  to  the  Thuringian.H,  who  carried 
her  to  their  Duke's  palace,  in  order  that  she  might 
be  brought  up  with  young  Louis  and  his  brothers 
and  sisters. 

When  she  was  alwut  nine  years  old.  Ix-ing  the 
Feast  of  the  As.sumption,  the  Duchess  of  Thuringia 
said  to  her  own  daughter  Agnes,  and  Elizalnrth  : 
"  Let  us  go  down  to  Eisenach,  to  the  Church  of 
our  Dear  Lady,  to  hear  the  High  Mass  of  the  Teu- 
t(mic  Knight,  who  specially  honoi-s  her;  perhaps 
we  may  also  hear  a  sennon'in  her  praise.  Put  on 
your  richest  robes  and  your  gf)lden  crowns."  The 
young  princesses  being  adorne<l  as  she  had  or- 
dered, descended  with  her  into  the  city,  and  en- 
tering the  church,  they  knelt  before  "the  ga-at 
crucifix. 

At  the  sight  of  the  imnge  of  the  dying  Saviour, 
Elizalteth  took  off  her  crown,  and  laying  it  on  the 
bench,  prostrated  lierM-lf,  without  any  ornament 
upon  her  head  but  her  hair.  The  Duchess  seeing 
this,  harshly  said  to  her,  "  What  ails  you.  Lady 
Eliziibeth  ?  what  new  whim  is  this;  do  you  want 
everybody  to  laugh  at  you  ?  Young  ladies  should 
hold  themselves  erect,  and  not  throw  thems«;lve3 
upon  the  ground,  like  fools  or  old  women  !  Can 
you  not  do  as  we  do,  instead  of  behaving  like  an 
ill-reared  child  y  Is  yintr  crown  too  heavy  ?  Why 
do  you  stoop  over,  just  like  a  peasjint  y"  Eliza- 
beth, hiunbly  rising,  answereil  the  Duchess :  "  Dear 
Lady,  do  nor  blame  me ;  l)ehold  bifore  my  eyes  my 
God  and  my  King,  the  sweet  and  mercifulJesus, 
crowned  with  sharp  thorns;  and  can  I,  who  am 
but  a  vile  creature,  remain  before  Him,  wearing 
pearls,  gold  and  jewels?  My  crown  would  be  a 
mockery  of  His  tjjorny  wreath  !  "  And  she  began 
to  weep  bitterly,  for  the  love  of  God  had  w^ounded 
her  tender  heart. 

She  then  knelt  humbly  as  before,  leaving  the 
Duchess  and  Agnes  to  »x\y  what  they  jileased. 
She  continued  to  ])ray  with  so  much  fervor  that 
a  fold  of  her  mantle  which  she  placed  before  her 
eyes  l)ecame  saturated  with  tears. 

The  other  two  princesses,  in  order  to  avoid  a 
contrast  so  disadvantageous  to  them  in  the  eyes  of 
the  people,  were  obliged  to  imitate  her.  and  to 
draw  their  veils  over  their  facc-s  rather  unwil- 
lingly it  is  said  by  their  chronicler.  But  we  must 
pass  over  many  beautiful  things  in  her  life,  when 
a  little  child,  to  tell  you  about  her  roses. 

ElizjilH'th  used  often,  with  her  own  hands,  secret- 
ly to  carry  food  an<l  clothes  to  the  p(X»r.  She  went 
down  the  steep  rugge<l  paths  that  led  from  the 
(Jastlc  to  the  city,  and  to  the  cabins  of  the  neigh- 
boring valleys,  to  give  them  fiMwl  and  raiment. 

One  day.  as  she  descended  a  rude  little  path, 
with  one  of  her  favorite  maidens,  and  cjirried  un- 
der her  chrnk  brea<l,  meat,  eggs,  and  other  fotxl, 
to  distribute  to  the  poor,  she  suddenly  met  Prince 
L<^>uis  returning  f'nun  hunting.  Astoni.shtil  at 
seeing  her  bending  under  so  lieavy  a  load,  lie  siiid 
to  her :  "Let  us  see  what  yi»u  curry."  and  at  the 
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same  time  drew  open  her  cloak,  whicli  she  kept 
closely  pressed  to  her  bosom  ;  and  he  saw — only 
red  and  white  roses !  the  most  beautiful  and  fra- 
grant he  had  ever  beheld !  and  this  astonished 
him,  as  it  was  no  longer  the  season  of  flowers. 

Seeing  that  Elizabeth  was  afflicted,  lie  sought 
to  console  her  by  his  caresses,  but  immediately 
ceased  on  seeing  over  her  head  a  luminous  ap- 
pearance in  the  form  of  a  cross.  Louis  desired 
her  {o  continue  her  route,  and  he  returned  to  the 
castle,  meditating  on  wliat  God  did  for  her,  and 
carrying  with  him  one  of  those  wonderful  roses, 
which  he  preserved  all  his  life  ;  and  at  the  spot 
where  this  meeting  took  place  he  erected  a  pillar 
surmounted  by  a  cross,  to  consecrate  forever  the 
memory  of  the  one  he  had  seen  hovering  over  the 
head  of  the  dear  Saint  Elizabeth. 

Can  your  story-books,  dear  cliildren,  tell  you 
any  thing  more  beautiful  about  Fairy-land  ?  And 
after  all.  Fairy-hind  is  a  fahle,  l)ut  Sai/it-land  is 
our  true  home  in  Heaven,  which  you  may  all  some- 
times see  even  on  this  earth,  as  Prince  Louis  and  St. 
Elizabeth  did,  provided  you  love  God  as  thty  did. 

Mizael  de  Mesre  de  Pas. 

THE  YOUNG  PROTO-MARTYR  OF   CASTELFIDARDO. 


"  The  chase  ?  yes,  sometimes  that  is  attractive ; 
but,  after  a  day's  hunling,  what  remains?  I  run 
after  my  dog,  and  he  runs  after  a  patridge  or  a 
hare ;  what  more  than  the  dog  do  I  do  V  Without 
him  I  could  not  have  secured  the  game,  whereas 
without  me,  he  would  have  been  perfectly  suc- 
cessful. No,  no ;  I  was  created  for  something 
else !  The  military  career  is  my  life  !  I  need 
something  that  will  force  me  to  act.  I  love  its 
discipline  and  its  frank,  loyal  manners !  To  serve, 
with  all  my  heart,  God  and  my  country  ;  to  be  a 
good  comrade,  to  fulfill  my  duties,  as  a  Christian, 
without  human  respect ;  not  to  fear  the  fire  or  ar- 
tillery, to  salute  the  Madonna,  devoutly  say  my 
beads,  and  be  brave  upon  the  battle-field — such 
is  my  idea  of  life  !  Then,  atler  having  served  my 
country,  to  return  and  find  in  our  own  Province 
the  sweet  joys  ot  domestic  life — yes,  my  gray  mous- 
tache would  inspire  confidence,  and  then  I  would 
devote  my  time  to  good  works  ;  and,  following 
the  example  of  my  father,  I  would  cultivate  my 
estates,  encourage  our  farmers,  ameliorate  the 
condition  of  the  poor,  who  are  overwhelmed  with 
labors  and  misery  ;  remind  them  that  the  Son  of 
God,  our  dear  Saviour,  made  Himself  poor  as  they 
and  embraced  poverty  for  their  sake ;  and  that 
the  happiness  of  Heaven  awaits  them.  I  would 
protect  their  children  and  form  their  hearts  to 
virtue  and  piety.  It  is  in  this  manner  I  under- 
stand life !  This  is  my  constant  dream  !  "W'ould 
tli«  good  God  have  given  me  these  tastes,  merely 
that  I  should  renounce  them?  Repose  before  la- 
l)or? — Oh  no,  no — never!" 

Such  were  the  nol)le  regrets,  the  beautiful  aspi- 
rations of  Mizael  de  Pas,  when  the  events  of 
Italy  opened  a  new  horizon  to  his  ardent  and  de- 
voted soul.  At  the  a])pea ranee  of  that  fatal  pam- 
phlet, the  Pope  and  the  Confjress,  which  was  the 
first  stroke  of  the  sword  in  the  bosom  of  the  Holy 


See,  he  fully  understood  that  a  career  of  persecu- 
tion had  begun  for  the  Chureli ;  a  career  of  .sacri- 
fice for  Catholics,  and  he  iuunediately  resolved  to 
offer  his  life  and  fortune  to  the  Holy  Father. 

Three  months  previous  to  the  departure  of  Gen- 
eral De  la  Moricitire  for  Rome,  Mizael  spoke  in  his 
habitual  calm,  frank  and  happy  manner  to  his 
sister,  a  religious  of  tiie  Sacred  Heart: 

"  My  sister,  I  am  going  to  Rome,  but  I  have  not 
yet  spoken  to  any  one  on  the  sulyect;  before  act- 
ing, I  must  take  counsel.  Can  a  childof  the  Church, 
witiiout  profound  grief,  think  of  the  sorrows  of 
the  Holy  Father!  Ah!  his  soul  must  be  over- 
whelmed with  bitterness!  Alas  the  Father  of 
the  universal  Church  is  abandoned  !  Perfidious 
traitors,  even,  fill  his  palace. 

"It  is  said  he  is  prepared  for  the  worst,  and  he 
is  resolved  not  to  leave  Rome  but  to  die  if  needs 
be,  upon  the  tomb  of  the  Apostles.  His  calmness 
is  that  of  a  martyr.  We  hear  these  things,  talk 
of  them,  and  yet  no  one  arms  himself  for  his  de- 
fense. I,  at  least,  shall  go;  and  prostrate  at  the 
feet  of  his  Holiness  I'll  say,  'Holy  Father,  I  offer 
you  a  heart  entirely  devoted  to  you.  Dispose  of 
my  fortune  and  my  life.' 

"  I  know  that  I  am  nothing  ;  the  Sovereign  Pon- 
tiff will  perhaps  smile,  but  do  you  not  believe  he 
will  feel  a  consoling  emotion  in  the  depths  of  his 
heart?  He  is  the  Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  to 
offer  him  this  little  consolation  will  be  the  sweet- 
est act  of  my  life.  If  he  accepts,  I  shall  enter  his 
Guard.  Oh,  what  joy,  what  glory,  to  draw  the 
sword  in  defense  of  the  Holy  Father !  Sister,  if 
ever  you  hear  that  Pio  Nono  was  attacked,  or  his 
sacred  person  touched,  then  you  may  know  that 
your  brother  no  longer  exists." 

A  few  days  after  he  again  visited  his  sister,  but 
seemed  quite  discouraged.  "  Ah  !"  he  said,  "  my 
sister,  I  am  good  for  nothing.  It  was  ambition ; 
the  wish  to  distinguish  myself;  to  make  others 
talk  of  me  ;  I  must  cast  it  all  aside,  and  be  satis- 
fied with  a  tranquil,  ordinary  life ;  a  person  of  ex- 
perience, who  has  been  a  friend  to  me,  tells  me 
that  it  is  all  folly."  I  warmly  insisted  ;  he  main- 
tained his  point.     "  Alas,  I  do  not  know  myself." 

Then,  recovering  his  usual  animati<m,  he  con- 
tinued :  "  And  yet,  when  a  father  is  in  danger 
his  children  hasten  to  his  relief;  a  prince  is  at- 
tacked, and  it  is  considered  glorious  to  take  up 
arms  in  his  defense.  Now  it  is  the  Vicar  of  Jesus 
Christ,  His  representative  on  earth,  and  I  do  not 
hasten  to  his  assistance !  My  father  often  told  me 
that  we  must  not  be  a  useless  weight  upon  the 
earth  ;  we  were  not  created  merely  to  enjoy  and 
repose  ourselves.  Some  one  nnist  go  first,  and  oth- 
ers will  follow  after.  But  no !"  he  continued,  re- 
suming his  serious  air,  "  above  all,  we  must  know 
how  to  govern  ourselves — know,  wait  and  pray. 
Let  us  say  no  more  on  the  subject.  Our  dear  Lord 
will  know  how  to  make  known  His  will." 

This  admirablf  youth  kept  his  word  and  spoke 
no  more  al)out  it  excxpt  to  God.  He  begged  the 
prayers  of  religious  antl  the  poiu",  and  multiplied 
his  alms  in  secret  with  such  dcvot'  d  zeal  that  the 
Sisters  of  Charity  named  liim  {iMliiddcu  iSuhit. 

[to   EE   COXTlNfEDJ. 
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SAINT  OOLUMPANUS. 


[It  is  nstonisliing  to  see  what  a  charm  the  noble 
Count  Montalcml)ert  spreads  over  every  page  he 
writi's,  even  when  lie  enters  into  the  details  and 
incidents  of  the  humble  life  of  a  monk.  As  a  proof, 
we  give  below  a  synopsis  of  l)rilliaiit  pages  whicli 
we  abridge  with  regret,  but  which  even  in  their 
condensed  form  will  yet  be  interesting  and  in- 
stnictivo.] 

Saint  Columbanuswas  bom,  A.  D.  543,  the  same 
year  in  which  the  patriarch  of  Monte  Cassino, 
Saint  Hcnedict,  dieil.  He  early  distinguished 
himself  by  his  proficiency  in  literature  and  the 
iirts;  but  fearing  the  dangers  and  seductions  of 
that  world  in  wliich  he  was  particularly  qualified 
to  take  a  brilliant  part,  he  l)raved  all  theol)sta(;l«..s 
thrown  annind  him  l»y  his  mother  and  friends, 
and  left  his  home  in  Leinster  to  seek  a  refuge  in 
Bangor  among  the  monks  still  imbued  with  prim- 
itive fervor,  who  were  there  assembled  under  the 
crosier  of  the  holy  AblK)t  Comgall. 

But  this  first  apprenticeship  of  the  holy  war 
was  not  enough.  The  adventurous  character  of 
his  race,  the  passion  for  pilgrimage  and  preaching 
drew  him  beyond  the  .seas.  ; 

He  heard  inces.'iantly  the  voice  wliich  spoke  to 
Al)raham  echoing  in  his  ears:  "Go  out  of  thine 
own  country,  and  from  thy  father's  house  into  the 
land  which  I  shall  shcnv  thee." 

The  abbot  attempted  in  vain  to  retain  him. 

Columbanus,then  thirty,  left  Bangorwith  twelve 
other  monk.s,  crossed  Great  Britain,  and  reachetl 
Gaul.  He  found  the  Catholic  faith  in  existence 
there,  but  Christian  virtue  and  ecclesiastical  dis- 
cipline unknown  or  outraged,  owing  to  the  fury 
of  the  wars.  He  devoted  himself  during  several 
years  to  traversing  the  c;)untry,  preacliing  the 
Gospel,  and  especially  to  giving  an  example  of 
the  humility  and  charity  which  he  taught  to  all. 

Arriving,  in  the  course  of  his  ajiostolic  wander- 
ings, in  Burgundy,  he  was  receiveil  by  King  Gon- 
tran,  of  all  the  grandsons  of  Clovis  the  one  whose 
life  appears  to  have -been  the  least  blamal)le,  and 
who  had  the  most  synipathy  for  the  monks.  His 
eUMpieiice  delighted  the  king  and  hislord.s.  Fear- 
ing that  he  would  leave  them,  Gtmtran  offered 
him  whatever  he  chose,  if  he  would  remain;  and 
as  Columbanus  answered  that  he  had  not  left  his 
own  country  to  seek  wealth  Init  t<»  follow  Christ 
and  l>ear  His  cross,  the  king  persisted,  and  told 
him  that  there  were  in   his  kingdom  many  wild 


I  and  solitary  places,  where  he  might  find  the  cross 
[  and  win  Heaven,  but  that  he  nnist  on  no  ju-count 
I  leave  Gaul,  nor  dream  of  coiiverting  other  nations 
;  till   he  had  a.ssured  the  salvation  of  the  Franks 

and  Burgundians. 
I       Columljanus  yielded  to  his  desire,  and  chose  for 
-  his  dwelling  ])lace  tiie  ancient  Hnuian  castle  of 
Anncgray.     He  led  tiie  simplest  life  there  with 
his  couipanions;  he  lived  for  entire  weeks  without 
any  other  food   than  the  gniss  of  tlie  fields,  the 
!  bark  of  the  trees  and  the  bilberries  which  are 
I  foun<l  in  the  fir-woods;  he  ri-ceive^l  other  provi- 
sions only  from  the  cluirity  of  the  neigljlK>rs. 

There,  as  afterward,  in  his  long  and  close  com- 
munion with  the  i)are  and  .stivage  nature  of  these 
I  desert  places,  nothing  alarmed   liim,  ni^r  did  he 
cause  fear  to -any  creature.     Everything  (»lM'yed 
I  his  voice;  the   birds,  as   has   Ix'en   alreaily  men- 
'  tioned,  came  to  ri-ceive  his  cares.ses,  and  the  stpiir- 
rels  de.scended  from  the  tree-tops  to  hide  them- 
selves iu  the  folds  of  his  cowl.     He  expelled  a 
i  l)ear  from  a  cavern,  which  became  his  cell ;  he 
I  took  from  nnotlier  bear  a  dead  stag  whose  skin 
I  served  to  make  shoes  for  his  brethren. 
I       One  day  while  he  wandere<l  in  the  depths  of 
the  forest,  bearing  a  volume  of  the  Holy  Scri])ture9 
I  on  his  shoulders,  and   meditating  whether  the  fe- 
'  rocity  of  the  beasts,  wlio  could  not  sin,  was  not 
better  than  the  rage  of  nien,  whicli  tlestroyed  their 
souls,  he  saw  a  dozen   wolves  approach  and  sur- 
j  round  him  on  Ijoth  sides.     He  a-mained  motion- 
less, repeating  Dikm  in  ivljutorium.     The  wolves, 
\  after   having  touched  his  ganuents,  seeing  him 
without  fear,  pa.sse<l  upon  their  way  ;  he  pursued 
i  his,  and  a  few  steps  farther  on  heard  a  noise  of 
i  human  voices,  which  he  recognized  as  those  of  a 
band  of  German  brigands  who  at  that  time  wasted 
the  country. 
i       He  did  not  see  them;  but  he  thanked  God  for 
'  having  preserved  him  from  this  douljle  danger, 
:  in  which  may  be  seen  a  double  syml)ol  of  the  con- 
stant .struggle  which  the  monks  ha<l  to  maintain 
in  their  laborious  warfare  against  the  wild  forces 
of  nature,  and  the  siill  more  savage  barbarity  of 
men. 
\       At  the  end  of  some  years,  the  increasing  num- 
ber of  his  disciples  obliged   him  to  seek  another 
,  residence,  and  by  the  h.lp  of  one  of  the  i)rincii>al 
ministers  of  the  Frank  king.  Agnoald.  whose  wife 
wsis  a  Burgundian  of  high  rank,  he  obtained  from 
Gontran  the  site  of  anotlier  strong  castle,  named 
Luxeui!.  where  there  had  been  \lww\  b;iths  mag- 
nilicjntly  ornamcnt--.l.  and  where  the  idols  t.>rni 
i  erly   wuisliiped   by  the  Gauls  were  still  found  m 
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the  neighboring  forests.  Upon  the  ruins  of  these 
two  civilizations,  tlie  great  moniistic  metropolis  of 
Austrasia  and  Burgundy  was  to  be  planted. 

Luxeuil  was  situated  upon  the  confines  of  these 
two  kingdoms.  The  district,  since  so  illustrious 
and  prosperous,  under  the  name  of  Franche-Comtfi, 
then  consisted,  for  a  range  of  sixty  leagues,  and  a 
breadth  often  or  fifteen,  of  nothing  Init  parallel 
chains  of  inaccessible  defiles,  divided  by  impene- 
trable forests  and  bristling  with  immense  pine 
woods,  which  descended  ftv>m  the  hights  of  the 
liighest  mountains  to  overshadow  the  course  of 
the  rapid  and  pure  streams  of  the  Des-Doubes, 
Soubre,  and  Saone.  Forests  and  wild  beasts  had 
taken  possession  of  that  solitude  which  it  was  re- 
served for  the  disciples  of  Columbanus  to  trans- 
form into  fields  and  pastures. 

Disciples  flocked  around  the  Irish  missionary  ; 
he  soon  numbered  several  hundreds  in  the  three 
monasteries  which  he  built  in  succession  and  gov- 
erned himself  The  noble  Franks  and  Biirgun- 
dians,  overawed  by  the  sight  of  these  great  crea- 
tions of  work  and  prayer,  brought  their  sons  to 
him,  lavished  gifts  upon  him,  and  often  came  to 
ask  him  to  cut  their  long  hair,  the  sign  of  nobility 
and  freedom,  and  admit  them  into  the  ranks  of 
his  army.  Labor  and  prayer  attained  here,  under  j 
the  strong  arm  of  Columbanus,  proportions  up  to  j 
that  time  unheard  of  The  multitude  of  poor  serfs 
and  rich  lords  became  so  great  that  l)e  could  or- 
ganize that  perpetual  service  called  Lfius  pereniiis, 
where  day  and  niglit  the  voices  of  the  monks,  un- 
wearied as  those  of  angels,  arose  to  celebrate  the 
praises  of  God  in  unending  song. 

Rich  and  poor  were  equally  bound  to  agricul- 
tural labors,  which  Columbanus  himself  directed. 
In  the  narrative  of  the  wonders  which  nnngle 
with  every  page  of  his  life,  they  are  all  to  be  seen 
employed  successively  in  plowing,  moAving,  reap- 
ing and  cutting  wood.  "With  the  impetuosity  nat- 
ural to  him,  he  made  no  allowance  for  any  weak- 
ness ;  he  required  even  the  sick  to  thresh  wheat. 

An  article  of  his  rule  ordained  the  monk  to  go 
to  rest  so  fatigued  that  he  should  fall  asleep  (m 
the  way,  and  to  get  up  before  he  had  slept  sufl5- 
ciently.  It  is  at  the  cost  of  this  excessive  and 
perpetual  labor  that  the  half  of  France  and  of 
ungrateful  Europe  has  been  restored  to  cultivation 
and  life. 

Twenty  years  passed,  during  which  the  reputa- 
tion of  Columbanus  increased  iind  extended  afar. 
But  his  influence  Mas  not  undisputed;  we  pa.ss 
over  the  details  of  his  struggles,  but  the  resolution 
he  displayed  may  be  understood  from  some  por- 
tions of  his  letter  to  the  Council  which  met  to  ex- 
amine the  questions.  Though  he  calls  himself 
Columbanus  the  Sinner,  it  is  very  apparent  that 
he  felt  himself  the  guide  and  instructor  of  those 
to  whom  he  spoke.  But  he  soon  recovered  the 
influence  due  to  his  virtue  and  sanctity,  in  the 
conflict  for  the  honor  of  Christian  morals,  which 
he  undertook  against  the  queen  and  her  grandson. 

Gontran  having  died  without  issue,  Burgundy 
passed  to  his  nephew  Childrbert  II,  son  of  the  cel- 
ebrated Brunehault.  He  died,  leaving  two  sons, 
Tbeodebert  II  and  Thierry  II.     Branehault  con- 


stituted herself  their  guardian  and  took  pos-ses- 
sion  of  the  two  kingdoms  of  Austrasia  and  Bur- 
gundy. The  lords  of  Austrasia,  disgusted  by  licr 
arbitrary  and  violent  bearing,  obliged  the  eldest 
to  expel  her  from  his  kingdom,  and  .she  estab- 
lished her  residence  with  the  young  king,  Thierry, 
in  Burgundy. 

Brunehault,  as  she  grew  old,  retained  only  the 
dauntless  warmth  of  her  early  years  without  its 
generosity  or  upriglitness.  She  sacrificed  every 
thing  to  the  pas.-^ion  for  ruling  and  to  the  tempta- 
tion of  estal)lis.hing  a  kind  of  Roman  monarchy. 
This  thirst  for  sovereignty  led  her  so  far — she 
whose  youth  had  been  without  reproach — as  to 
encourage  her  grandsons  in  that  polygamy,  which 
seems  to  have  been  the  sad  reproach  of  the  Ger- 
manic, and  esp^'cially  of  the  Merovingian  princes. 

The  young  king  still  possessed  some  religious 
instincts  and  he  was  rejoiced  to  have  so  holy  a 
man  in  his  kingdom.  Columbanus  endeavored  to 
bring  Thierry  back  to  a  better  life,  Init  Brune- 
hault easily  turned  her  grand.son  from  his  good 
dispositions.  On  one  occasion  Brunehault  pre- 
sented four  of  the  king's  sons  to  Columbanus: 

"What  would  these  children  with  ineV"  said 
the  monk.  "  They  are  the  .sons  of  the  king,"  re- 
plied the  queen,  "  strengthen  them  with  your 
blessing."  "No,"  answered  Columbanus,  "they 
sh.nll  not  reign,  for  they  are  of  bad  origin." 

From  that  moment  Brunehault  swore  war  to  the 
death  against  him.  His  monks  were  forbidden 
to  leave  their  convents,  and  the  people  were 
threatened  with  punishment  if  they  gave  them 
the  slightest  help. 

Columbanus  still  hoped  for  Thierry's  conver- 
sion ;  he  went  to  visit  him  at  his  royal  seat,  and 
the  king,  hearing  of  his  arrival,  sent  him  a 
sumptuous  repast,  but  the  Saint  refused  to  re- 
ceive any  thing  from  the  hand  of  him  who  for- 
bade the  servants  of  God  to  have  access  to  the 
homes  of  other  men,  and  at  the  sound  of  his  curse 
all 'the  vessels  which  contained  the  various  meats 
were  miraculously  broken  to  pieces.  The  king 
and  his  grandmother,  greatly  alarmed,  promised 
amendment.  *  *  *  But  Thierry  soon  fell  back 
into  his  disorderly  life.  Then  the  Saint  wrote 
him  the  most  vehement  reproaches,  and,  although 
a  stranger  and  a  foreign  missionary — the  ol)liged 
guest  of  King  Gcmtran,  he  feared  not,  when  mor- 
als were  assailed,  to  go  the  length  of  threatening 
with  excommunication  the  King  of  Burgundy, 
the  heir  of  his  benefactor.  Brunehault  excited' 
the  lords  of  the  Count  against  him,  and  Colum- 
banus was  taken  and  conducted  to  Besancon,  from 
which  place  he  shortly  retur/ied  to  Luxeuil.  When 
Thierry  and  Brunehault  heard  of  his  return  they 
sent  a  cohort  of  soldiers  to  lead  him  back  into  exile. 

Then  ensued  a  scene  which,  during  twelve  cen- 
turies, and  even  in  our  days,  has  been  so  often  re- 
peated between  the  persecutors  and  the  victims. 
The  messengers  of  the  royal  will  found  him  in  the 
choir,  chanting  the  office  with  all  hisconununity. 
"Man  of  God,"  they  ."aid,  "we  pray  you  to  obey 
the  king's  orders  and  ours,  and  return  whence 
you  came."  "  No,"  answered  Columbanus,  "  after 
having  left  my  country  for  the  service  of  Jesus 
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Christ,  I  pnnnot  tlilnk  thnt  my  Crmtor  tiicnns  njc 
to  rt-turii."  Siilxiucd  by  tlie  t5rinnc»s  of  tlie  Ab- 
bot, even  the  most  ferocious  of  the  soldiers  threw 
themselves  u|)on  tiieir  knees  l)efore  him,  weeping 
and  entreating  him  to  purdon  tliem  und  not  to 
oblige  them  to  use  the  violence  tiiey  were  com- 
pelletl  to  employ  on  pain  of  tiieir  life.  At  the 
thought  of  danger  whicii  was  n(\  longer  personal 
to  himself,  the  intrepid  Irishman  yielded,  and 
letY  the  sjinctuary  which  he  had  founded  and  in- 
habited for  twenty  yeare,  but  which  he  was  never 
to  sec  again. 

His  monks  surrounded  him  with  lamentations 
as  if  tiiey  were  followi^ng  his  funeral.  He  con- 
soled them  by  telling  them  that  this  i)ersecution, 
far  from  being  ruinous  to  them,  would  only  pro- 
mote the  increase  of  the  "monastic  nation."  They 
would  all  have  followed  him  into  e.xile,  but  a 
royal  order  forbade  that  consolation  to  any  but 
themonksof  Irish  or  Britannic  origin.  Brunehault 
wiwan.vious  to  free  herself  from  these  brave,  inde- 
pendent islanders,  as  well  as  their  leader,  but  she 
had  no  desire  to  ruin  the  great  establishment  of 
which  Burgundy  was  justly  ])roud.  The  Saint, 
accompanied  by  his  Irish  brethren,  deiiarted  into 
exile.  , 

His  wanderings  were  the  fruitful  source  of 
benedictions  to  every  spot  he  visited.  The  gift 
of  prophecy  and  miracles  accompanied  him.  He 
foretold  that  Thierry  and  his  children  would  be 
destroyed,  and  his  whole  race  rooted  out  by  God. 

On  the  eve  of  leaving  the  soil  of  Gaul,  his 
thntights  turned  to  Lu.veuil,  and  he  wrote  a  letter 
which  began  thus:  "To  his  dearest  sons,  his 
dearest  pupiLs,  to  his  brethren  in  abstinence,  to 
all  the  monks — Columbanus  the  Sinner."  In  this 
he  pours  out  his  heart.  Obscure,  confused,  pas- 
sionate, interrupted  by  a  thousand  dilFerent  rec- 
ollections and  emotions,  this  letter  is  nevertheless 
the  most  complete  monument  of  his.genius  and 
character  which  Columbanus  has  left  us.  With 
these  jiersonal  sentiments,  his  concern  for  the 
present  and  future  of  his  dear  Lu.xeuil  is  always 
mingled.  He  seems  to  foresee  the  immen.se  de- 
velopment of  mona.stic  colonies  which  was  to  pro- 
ceed from  Luxeuil,  in  a  passage  where  he  says : 
"Wherever  sites  are  suitable,  wherever  God  will 
build  with  you,  go  and  multiply  you  and  the, 
myriads  of  souls  which  shall  be  born  of  you." 

It  is  especially  delightful  to  see  how,  in  that 
austere  and  proud  soul,  friendship  and  paternal 
affection  preserve  all  their  right-s.  He  recalls  to 
mind,  with  tender  solicitude,  a  brother  who  was 
not  present  at  the  moment  of  his  farewell :  "Al- 
ways take  care,"  said  he,  "of  Waldolenus,  if  he  is 
still  with  you.  May  Goti  give  him  everj'thing 
that  is  good!  May  he  become  humble,  and  give 
him  for  me  the  kiss  which  I  could  not  give  him 
myself"  *  ♦  *  Confessions,  counsels  and  ex- 
hortations crowd  upon  his  pen.  He  sonjetimes 
addres.ses  the  whole  community,  S(mietimcs  the 
monk  Attalus,  whom  he  had  named  as  his  suc- 
ces.sor:  "Thou  knowest,  my  well-beloved  Attalus, 
how  little  advantage  it  is  to  form  only  one  bwly 
if  there  is  not  als')  one  heart.  As  for  me,  my  soul 
is  rent  asunder.   I  have  desired  to  serve  everybody, 


I  have  trusted  everybody,  and  it  ha.s  made  me 
almost  mad."  Further  on,  grief  carries  him  away, 
and  bursts  forth  only  to  yield  immediately  to  in- 
vincible courage,  and  the  recollections  of  classic 
antiquity  mingle  with  evangelical  instructions  to 
dictate  to  our  Irishmen  some  of  the  finest  and 
proudest  words  which  Christian  genius  has  ercr 
pnxluced.  "  I  had  at  first  meant  to  write  thee  a 
letter  of  sorrow  and  tears,  but  knowing  well  that 
thy  heart  is  overwhelmed  with  cares  and  labors,  I 
have  changed  my  tone;  I  have  sought  to  dry  thy 
tears  rather  than  call  them  forth.  I  have  jx^r- 
mitted  only  calmness  to  appear  outside,  and 
chained  down  my  grief  in  the  depths  of  my  soul. 
But  now  my  own  tears  begin  to  flow;  I  must  drive 
them  back,  for  it  does  not  bec;)me  a  good  soldier 
to  weep  in  front  of  the  battle.  After  all,  this  that 
has  happened  to  us  is  nothing  new.  Is  it  not 
what  we  have  preaclied  every  day?  Was  there 
not  one  of  old,  a  philo.sopher  wiser  than  the  oth- 
eiN,  who  was  thrown  into  prison  for  maintaining 
against  the  opinion  of  all  that  there  is  but  one 
God?  The  Gospels  also  are  full  of  all  that  is 
neccs.sary  to  encourage  us ;  they  are  written  to 
teach  the  true  disciples  of  Christ  crucified  to  fol- 
low Him,  bearing  their  cross.  Our  perilsare  many; 
the  struggle  which  threatens  us  is  severe,  and  the 
enemy  terrible ;  but  the  rectmipense  is  glorious, 
and  the  freedom  of  our  choice  manifest.  Without 
adversaries  no  conflict,  without  aconflict  no  crown. 
Where  the  struggle  is,  there  is  courage,  vigilance, 
fervor,  patience,  fidclitj\  wisdom,  firmness,  pru- 
dence ;  without  the  tight,  misery  and  disaster. 
Thus,  then,  without  war  no  crown ;  and  I  add, 
without  freedom  no  honor.  *  *  *  While  I 
write  they  come  to  tell  me  that  the  ship  is  ready, 
— tlie  ship  that  is  to  carry  me  back  against  my 
will  to  my  own  country.  *  *  *  The  end  of  my 
parchment  obliges  me  to  finish  my  letter.  Love 
is  not  orderly;  it  is  this  which  has  made  it  con- 
fused. I  would  have  abridged  every  thing  that  I 
might  say  every  thing ;  I  have  not  succeeded. 
Farewell,  d'. ar  heart;  pray  for  me,  that  I  may 
live  in  God." 

We  would  fain  give  an  account  of  the  next 
twenty-five  years  of  the  Saint's  life — as  given  in 
the  arlmirable  Work  of  Count  Montalembert,  but 
the  limits  of  the  Ave  M.\ri.v  will  not  permit.  He 
spent  some  time  in  Austrasia,  and  then,  after  sixty 
years  of  labor  devoted  to  the  reform  of  kings  and 
nations  already  Christian,  he  began  the  second 
phase  of  his  life — that  of  preaching  to  the  infidels. 
This  had  always  been  his  ambition  and  inclina- 
tion, and  the  work  he  preferred. 

Taking  a  few  disciples  with  him,  he  established 
himself  at  Bregncz,  upon  Lake  Constance,  where 
he  remained  three  years,  enduring  great  hardships 
and  eflTecting  many  conversions.  The  department 
of  the  Upper  Rhine,  on  the  death  of  Theodelwrt, 
as  ft  dependency  of  Austrasia  fell  into  the  hands 
of  Thierry  and  Brunehault,  and  their  victim  was 
again  obliged  to  seek  a  new  home.  He  had  long 
desired  to  go  to  Italy,  and  with  one  companion  be 
pursued  his  journey  across  the  Alps. 

When  we  picture  to  ourselves  the  fatigues  and 
dangers  of  such  an  undertaking  in  the  days  of 
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Columbanus,  we  imagine  it  was  the  image  and 
recollection  of  this  journey  which  inspired  the 
beginning  of  one  of  the  Ijeautiful  instructions 
addressed  to  his  monks,  in  wliich  the  unwearied 
traveler  compares  life  to  a  journey:  "Oh,  mortal 
lifel  how  many  hast  thou  deceived,  seduced  and 
blinded  !  Thou  fliest  and  art  nothing ;  thou  ap- 
pearest  and  art  but  a  shade ;  thou  risest  and  art 
but  a  vapor." 

The  King  of  Lombardy  received  the  veneral^le 
exile  with  great  respect  and  confidence.  Here  the 
Irish  Apostle  found  new  fo(xl  for  his  zeal,  to  which 
he  could  devote  himself  without  renouncing  his 
love  of  solitude,  by  writing  against  the  Ariau 
heresy,  that  had  taken  deep  root  in  Lombardy. 
The  king  J)estowcd  u^wn  him  the  lands  of  Bobl>io, 
situated  in  the  most  retired  gorges  of  the  Apen- 
nines, between  Geneva  and  Milan.  They  con- 
tained the  ruins  of  an  old  church,  whicli  Colum- 
banus repaired,  and  built  a  monastery  adjoining 
it.  Notwithstanding  his  age  he  shared  the  labors 
of  the  workmen,  bending  his  old  shoulders  under 
the  enormous  beams  of  pine,  which  it  seemed  im- 
possible to  carry  across  the  precipices  and  up  the 
steep  mountain  paths. 

The  Aljbey  of  Bobbio  was  his  last  resting-place» 
He  made  it  a  catidel  of  orthodoxy  again.st  the 
Arians,  and  he  there  enkindled  a  focus  of  knowl- 
edge and  instruction  which  was  long  the  light  of 
Northern  Italy. 

There,  as  every  where,  and  throughout  his  life, 
our  Saint  continued  to  cultivate  those  literary  stu- 
dies which  had  charmed  his  youth.  At  sixty-eight 
he  addressed  to  a  friend  an  epistle  in  adonic  verse. 
But  the  generous  fervor  of  that  Irish  race,  justly 
proud  of  having  never  known  the  yoke  of  pagan 
Kome,  and  of  having  waited  before  recognizing 
her  supremacy  till  she  had  become  the  Kome  of 
the  Apostles  and  Martyrs,  has  never  been  expressed 
with  more  fervid  poetic  eloquence  than  in  his 
letter  to  Pope  Boniface  IV,  as  given  by  Count 
Montalembert. 

Columbanus  ended  as  he  had  begun,  by  seeking 
a  solitude  still  more  complete  than  that  of  the 
monastery  he  had  founded  at  Bobl>io.  He  had 
discovered  on  the  opposite  shore  of  Threbbia,  in 
the  side  of  a  great  rock,  a  cavern,  which  he  trans- 
formed into  a  chapel,  and  dedicated  it  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin.  There  he  passed  his  last  days  in 
fasting  and  jjrayer,  returning  to  the  Monastery 
only  for  the  Sundays  and  Holidays.  After  his 
death  this  chapel  was  long  venerated  and  much 
frequented  by  afflicted  souls ;  and  three  centuries 
later  the  annals  of  the  monastery  record  that  those 
who  had  entered  then;  sad  and  downcast,  had 
left  it  rejoicing,  consoled  by  the  sweet  protection 
of  Mary  and  Columbanus. 

«^ 

DiocKSE  OF  BuVFALO,  N.  Y. — The  Right  Rev. 
Bishop  Timon  conferred  the  Order  of  Sub-Deacon- 
ship  on  Mr.  J.  O'Donahoe,  and  Mr.  AVilliam  J. 
McNabb,  in  Saint  Joseph's  Cathedral,  Buffalo,  on 
Sunday  Morning  (Pentecost,)  Jane  4th,  1865. 

The  corner-stone  of  Saint  Jerome's  Church, 
California,  Ohio,  was  blessed  at  4  r.  m.  on  Sun- 
day, June  25th,  by  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop 
Purcell. 


least  of  the  Most  Precious  Blood. 

Sunday,  the  2nd  of  July,  being  the  Feast  of  the 
3Iost  Precious  Blood,  we  again  cnll  from  the  pages 
of  the  gifted  and  saintly  Father  Faber  a  few  lines 
upon  the  devotion  which  sliould  be  so  dear  to  the 
heart  of  every  child  of  the  Church  : 

When  Pius  IX  returned  to  the  Holy  City  from 
his  exile  at  Gaeta,  he  issued  a  decree  to  the  whole 
world,  instituting  a  new  Feast  of  the  Precious 
Blood  on  the  first  Sunday  in  July.  The  circum- 
stances under  whicli  tliis  decree  of  a  new  Feast  of 
the  Precious  Blood  was  issued,  stamp  upon  the 
Feast  the  same  character  of  thanksgiving  which 
belongs  to  the  Feast  of  the  Help  of  Christians.  It 
is  a  historical  monument  of  a  vicissitude  of  the 
Holy  See,  a  peri^etual  Te  Demn  for  a  deliverance 
of  the  Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ. 

All  devotions  have  tiicir  characteristics ;  all  of 
them  have  their  own  theological  meanings.  We 
must  say  somothing,  therefore,  ujjon  the  charac- 
teristics of  the  devotion  to  the  Precious  Blood. 
In  reality  the  whole  treatise  has  more  or  less 
illustrated  this  matter.  But  something  still  re- 
mains to  be  said,  and  something  will  bear  to  be 
repeated.  We  will  take  the  last  first.  Devotion 
to  the  Precious  Blood  is  the  devotional  expression 
of  the  prominent  and  characteristic  teaching  of 
Saint  Paul,  who  is  the  apostle  of  redeeming  grace. 
A  devout  study  of  his  Epistles  would  be  our  de- 
liverance from  most  of  the  errors  of  the  day.  He 
is  truly  the  apostle  of  all  ages.  To  each  age 
he  doubtless  seems  to  have  a  special  mission, 
Certainly  his  mission  to  ours  is  very  special.  The 
very  air  we  breathe  is  Pelagian.  Our  heresies  are 
only  novel  shajjos  of  an  old  Pelagianism.  The 
spirit  of  the  world  is  eminently  Pelagian.  Hence 
it  comes  to  pass  that  wrong  theories  among  us  are 
alvvaj^s  constructed  round  a  nucleus  of  Pelagian- 
ism ;  and  Pelagianism  is  just  the  heresy  which  is 
least  able  to  breathe  in  the  atmosi^here  of  Saint 
Paul.  It  is  the  age  of  the  natural  as  opposed  to 
the  supernatural ;  of  the  acquired  as  oppo.sed  to 
the  infused ;  of  the  active  as  opposed  to  the 
passsive.  Now,  this  exclusive  fondness  for  the 
natural  is  on  the  whole  very  captivating.  It 
takes  with  the  young,  because  it  saves  thought.  It 
does  not  explain  difficulties,  but  it  lessens  the 
number  of  difficulties  to  be  explained.  It  takes 
with  the  idle,  for  it  dispenses  from  slowness 
and  research.  It  takes  with  the  unimaginative, 
because  it  withdraws  the  very  element  in  religion 
which Heases  them.  It  takes  with  the  worldly, 
because  it  subtracts  the  enthusiasm  from  piety 
and  the  sacrifice  from  spirituality.  It  takes  with 
the  controversial,  because  it  is  a  short  road  and  a 
shalloAV  ford.  It  forms  a  school  of  thought  which, 
while  it  admits  that  we  have  abundance  of  grace, 
intimates  that  we  are  not  much  the  better  for  it. 
It  merges  privileges  in  responsibilities,  and  makes 
the  sovereignty  of  God  odious  by  representing  it 
as  insiduous.  All  this  whole  spirit,  with  all  its 
ramifications,  perishes  in  the  sweet  fires  of  devo- 
tion to  the  Most  Precious  Blood. 

Another  characteristic  of  the  devotion  to  the 
Precious  Blood  is  the  way  in  which  it  brings  out 
and  keeps   before  us  the  principle  of  sacrifice. 
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Sncrifiro  is  prculiarly  the  Cliristian  clcnvnt  of 
hnliius.H;  and  it  is  i)rfciHcly  the  t;knuiit  wlilch 
corrupt  nature  dislikes  nnd  resists.  There  is  no 
end  tn  the  delusions  wiiieh  our  self-love  is  fertile 
cnoiigh  to  hrin;;  fortli  in  order  to  evnde  the  oMi- 
gution  of  snerilice,  or  to  narrow  its  practical  np- 
])licution.  Worldly  amusements,  domestic  com- 
forts, nice  food,  and  a  daily  doing  r)ur  own  will 
in  IhC'  lesser  details  of  life,  are  all  inconipatiMe 
with  Ninctity,  when  they  are  liabitual  anil  form 
the  ordinary  normal  current  of  our  lives. 

Gayety,  fashion,  ostentation,  expcnsivencss, 
dissipation,  frivolity,  and  the  other  things  which 
make  up  a  London  season,  are  Jindouhtly  not  the 
component  parts  of  sanctity.  IJut  in  my  estima- 
tion they  are  far  less  worldly,  have  far  less  of  the 
poison  <)f  worldliness  in  them, 'than  the  daily 
wor.-hipof  comfort  which  distinguishes  the  great 
bulkofijuiet  people  in  tliefo  days.  Many  are 
not  attracted  by  halls,  parties,  and  similar  fash- 
ions of  amusement,  and  therefore  have  no  merit 
in  keeping  away  from  them.  But  these  same 
persons  may  set  a  great  value  upon  the  uninter- 
rupted course  of  their  daily  comforts.  They  rise 
when  they  will,  and  gather  every  convenience 
round  their  rising.  Their  meals  must  be  elegant, 
and  pleasant  and  faultless.  Their  servant-machi- 
nery must  go  smoothly,  anticipating  wants  and 
keeping  out  of  sight  annoyances.  Their  time 
must  be  for  the  most  pail  at  their  own  disposal. 
They  must  have  the  pastime  of  amusing  conver- 
sation and  of  social  intercourse;  and  they  must 
be  able  to  satisfy  their  re.stles-sness,  when  they 
please,  by  a  change  of  air  and  scene  and  company. 
There  is  generally  a  far  greater  intensity  of  world- 
liness in  all  this  than  in  the  plea.sure  hunting  riot 
of  a  L()ndon  season.  Thus  we  often  find,  in  con- 
nection with  this  last,  great  graces,  generous  sac- 
rifices, unexpected  moiiitication.s,  and  unkilled 
heavenly  longings.  Dut  these  ar«^  hardly  ever 
found  in  the  quiet  unobtrusive  worship  of  do- 
mestic comfort.  The  heroic  thing.'^  of  Christian 
attainment  have  less  chance  in  quiet  gardens  and 
by  pleasant  river  sides  than  in  the  ball-room  or 
the  court.  There  is  a  smoothness  in  the  mere 
lapse  of  a  condbrtable  life  which  is  fatal  to  holi- 
ness. Now,  all  the  forms,  and  images,  and  asso- 
ciations, and  pictures,  and  ideas,  of  the  devotion 
to  the  Precious  Blood  breathe  sacrifice.  Their 
fnigrance  is  odor  of  sacrifice.  It  is  the  very  mis- 
sion of  the  devotion  to  the  Precious  BI«mxI  to 
preach  a  crusade  against  quiet  sinless  aimforts. 

"What  more  can  we  sjiy  ?  Sweet  worship  of  the 
Blood  of  God!  a  woi-ship  with  so  many  of  man's 
peculiar  rights  in  it.  embracing  all  theology  in 
Itself,  and  then  turning  all  its  vast  theoUgy  into 
tenderly  triumphant  song!  Dear  Fountain,  that 
rises  in'  the  heart  of  God's  human  Jlother,  and 
flows  down  over  the  glorified  souls  of  men  into 
the  Bosom  of  the  Eternal  Father,  while  those 
countless  souls,  like  the  pebbles  of  the  stream, 
make  everlasting  music  as  it  flows !  It  is  earth's 
beatitude  to  feel  that  the  Precious  Blootl  is  bearing 
us  onward  into  that  adorable  Abyss  of  Love.  It 
is  Heaven's  jubilee  to  be  sinking  evermore 
through  that  same  Blood  in  the  unfathomable 


depths  of  the  Uncreated  Bomim  of  the  Father. 
All  glory  and  all  worship  be  to  that  uiVHterious 
Hiver  of  the  City  of  Gml,  \vho»4-  Spirit  fashioned 
streams  are  csirrying  us  this  hour  with  such  breath- 
less swiftness  to  our  home. — our  home  witii  the 
Mortal  Mother  and  the  Unbeginning  Father  of 
the  Eternal  Son '. 

The  Visitation. 
"And  Mary  arose  in  tho.-^^-  «lays,  and  went  with 

haste  into  the  hill  country,  to  a  city  of  Juda." — 

Luke  i,  39-50. 

"Where,  like  nest  in  mountain  i)ine. 
Crowned  with  cedar,  gilt  with  thyme, 
Of  the  world,  ivnd  yet  apart, 
Hebron  city  drew  her  heart. 
******** 
To  her  lightly  sandalled  foot 
Cushicmed  seemed  each  gras.sy  root; 
O'er  her  head  the  heavens  blue 
Lovingly  bent  down  to  view  ; 
E'en  the  hotly  panting  sun 
Seemed  her  favored  l)rnw  to  shun, 
"While  he  showered  his  golden  rain, 
Deftly  o'er  the  flowery  plain. 
Sun  and  shine  her  jjutliway  round 
Touched  not  Mary,  but  the  ground. 

Tiled  with  brown  and  trellised  white, 
Zachary's  mansion  looms  in  sight : 
Through  the  porch  and  at  the  door, 
Brighteninj*  in  her  gladness  more, 
With  a  voice  sofilli  (I  with  Heaven 
Is  her  salutation  given. 
And  such  high  celestial  grace 
Beams  ujwn  her  lighted  face, 
ElizalK'th  with  transport  sees. 
And  trembles  in  thy  Heavenly  breeze; 
All  her  being  swayed  and  stirred 
As  outpours  the  spirit  word  : 
"  Blessed  of  the  Lord  and  Heaven, 
Unto  thee  is  welcome  given; 
Soim  with  l)abe  upon  thy  l>reast, 
O'er  all  women  thou'lt  be  blest 
Wherefore  am  I  honored  so? 
Why  should  I  such  favor  know? 
Wherefore,  Mother  of  my  Lord, 
Come  to  me  with  first  acc-ord? 
What  a  Heaven  my  spirit  filled. 
What  a  love  my  heart  enthrilled. 
Soon  as  e'er  thy  voice  I  heard, 
Grace-endowc(i,  my  unborn  stirred, 
Leaped  for  joy  at  hail  of  thine. 
Waits  with  love  the  Word  Uiviue.'* 

Light  is  in  the  Virgin's  eye. 
Light  enkindled  from  the  sky, 
Glowings  from  her  rapt  lips  .start, 
Glowings  fresh  from  Heaven  and  heart. 
And  the  hymn  the  Virgin  sings 
Down  through  all  the  ages  rings, 
4» 

This  is  my  hope  nnd  my  only  comfort  O  God, 
to  flv  to  Thee  in  all  tribulati<ms;  to  confide  in 
Thee,  to  call  on  Thee  from  my  heart,  and  patient- 
ly to  look  for  Thy  consolation. 
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THE  POPE'S  MONTH  OP  MARY. 

Bting  a  ParalUl  betwun  (he  IJfe  of  the  Iloly  Father  and 
that  of-  the  Blessed  Viiyin. 

FOURTH     DAY. 

Pius  the  uSfirith,  a  Little  Child,  hrinys  Alrnn  to  the 
Pour.  Mary,  still  an  '  Iiifant,  Succors  the 
Need)/. 

The  consecration  of  Pins  IX  to  the  Holy  Vir- 
gin by  his  virtuous  Mother,  could  not  fail  to  I)e  a 
source  of  happiness  to  him ;  and,  in  tact,  it  was 
doubly  so.  It  might  be  seen  in  the  regular  and 
delicate  features  in  which  his  angelic  countenance 
began  to  develop  itself  with  such  an  exquisite 
charm,  in  the  easy  and  graceful  movements  which 
came  so  naturally  to  liim,  in  the  look  full  of 
majesty  and  the  veritably  royal  presence  which 
all  admire  so  much  in  him  at  the  present  day. 
But,  above  all,  it  might  be  seen  in  the  happy  in- 
stincts which  i^enetrated,  as  if  spontaneously,  his 
simple  and  candid  heart,  and  manifested  them- 
selves exteriorly  in  charming  fruits  of  piety  and 
virtue.  It  'seems  as  if  fair  Italy,  his  native 
country,  the  fortunate  sister  of  delicious  Eden, 
has  delighted  to  adorn  him  within  and  without 
with  all  the  magniticent  gifts  she  has  received 
from  Heaven.  'I'lie  splendor  of  her  sun,  the  se- 
renity of  her  nights,  the  murmur  of  her  woods 
and  cascades,  the  perfume  of  her  llowers,  and  the 
limpidity  of  her  waters,  all  appear  to  have  united 
in  concert  to  compose  the  purity  of  his  look,  the 
sweetness  of  his  smile,  the  harmony  of  his  voice,* 
and  the  marvelous  beauty  of  his  soul.  He  was  so 
lovely — the  noble  child— he  reflected  .so  brightly 
from  his  brow  the  sweet  light  of  innocence,  that 
he  might  have  been  taken  for  one  of  those  glori- 
ous clierubs,  which  the  painters  of  his  country 
group  so  gracefully  around  the  figure  of  the  Vir- 
gin. How  often,  playing  with  other  little  chil- 
dren under  the  eyes  of  his  mother,  she  saw  him 
snddenly  jjause,  and  separate  himself  from  the 
rest,  lifting  his  eyes  to  Heaven,  and  slightly 
bowing  his  head,  as  if  he  had  heard  from 
above  the  voice  of  an  angel  calling  him  "Brother!" 
How  often,  after  having  partaken  of  the  family 
repast,  instead  of  running  immediately  to  his 
amusements,  he  would  silently  glide  to  his 
mother's  oratory,  bending  his  knees  and  joining 
his  hands  before  the  image  of  that  glorious  In- 
fant Jesus,  whom  they  had  taught  him  to  imitate 
and  to  love  so  well,  or  before  tlie  statute  of  that 
august  Virgin,  who,  they  toM  him,  was  the  fairest 
treasure  of  earth  and  heaven.  It  is  the  pure  in- 
spirations of  these  two  heavenly  affections  which 
animated  the  early  years  of  our  Sovereign  Pontiff 
— years  too  quickly  passed — blessed  by  all,  but 
especially  by  the  unfortunate.  "  When  he  saw  a 
poor  person,  his  little  heart  was  filled  with  com- 
passion, and  he  ran  to  call  the  attention  of  his 
mother,  a  lady  of  ardent  and  jjure  charity,  to  the 

*  Here  is  the  portrait  wliich  L'abbo  Mullois  gketclies  of  tlio 
Holy  Father:  "llis  figure  is  flne-lookinj!:,  and  above  the 
middle  liijrht ;  he  ha:<  a  magnificent  voice,  and  eyes  in  which 
fihiiie  the  li.rhtniugs  of  superior  intellect :  his  features  are 
full,  and  when  he  makes  hi^>  appearance,  with  his  good  and 
gracious  mien,  his  white  locks,  and  his  snowy  robes  of  st;ite, 
one  might  think  it  a  consoling  vision  of  the  better  world." 


object  of  his  solicitude,  blushing  with  a  holy 
modesty,  and  anxious  that  the  poor  person  might 
not  be  grieved  at  the  sight  of  his  amusements." — 
II into  ire  de  la  Saintete  de  Pie  IX,  by  Marshal 
de  Bussy. 

From  what  we  have  said  here  of  the  l)udding 
piety  of  Pius  IX,  according  to  the  various  ac- 
counts that  we  have  received  from  all  historiaas, 
does  it  not  appear  to  you,  children  of  ^"Mary,  that 
Pius  IX  was  inspired,  from  his  earliest  years,  by 
these  words  consecrated  to  the  i)rai.se  of  the  holy 
infancy  of  that  cha.ste  Virgin:  "At  the  begin- 
ning of  every  day,  she  prostrated  herself  in- 
teriorly in  tiie  presence  ot  the  Most  Higl),  and 
praised  Him  for  His  infinite  perfections.  She 
rendered  Him  tlianks  for  having  created  her  out 
of  nothing,  and"  acknowledging  the  work  of  His 
hands,  she  blessed  Him,  exalted  Him,  adored  Him 
as  her  Sovereign  Lord,  and  the  Creator  of  all 
that  exists.  She  elevated  her  soul,  to  abandon  it 
into  the  hands  of  God.  With  profound  humility 
and  perfect  resignation,  she  ]:)rayed  God  to  dia- 
])ose  of  her  according  to  His  holy  will,  for  that 
day  and  for  the  remainder  of  her  life,  and  to 
teach  her  whatever  was  most  pleasing  to  Hira, 
that  she  might  perform  it  exactly.  This  holy 
habit,  which  she  practised  from  her  birth,  with- 
out ever  failing,  she  preserved  throughout  her 
whole  life,  no  matter  what  her  occupation  was. 
She  soon  repeated  it  several  times  a  day  while 
performing  her  innocent  actions."  (Vie  Divine 
,de  la  Tre.'f-S'iiiife  Vierge,  according  to  Marie 
d'Agrcda,  by  L'abbS  B.) 

As  to  that  generous  solicitude  which  Pius  IX 
manifested  so  early  in  behalf  of  misfortune,  must 
we  not  say  that  he  learned  it  in  the  admirable 
.«chool  of  tlie  virtuous  Mary?  "  Her  compassion 
toward  sinners  and  the  poor,"  so  has  it  been  writ- 
ten of  that  most  admirable  Virgin,  "  was  not  no- 
ticeable. After  she  had  attainerl  the  age  of  two 
years  she  often  bogged  from  her  mother  alms  for 
those  who  were  in  want.  She  retrenched  some- 
thing from  her  meals  that  she  might  give  it  to 
them.  She  did  not  give  alms  to  the  poor  as  a 
mere  benefaction,  but  as  the  payment  of  a  just 
de!)tdue  to  them."  {Vie  Divine  de  la  Trh-sainte 
Vierge,  according  to  Marie  d'Agrcda,  bv 
L'abbe  B.) 

Children  of  Mary,  behold  again,  our  models,  the 
Holy  Virgin  and  Pius  IX.  Both,  from  their  youth 
gave  themselves  to  God  entirely  and  without  re- 
serve; l*th,  from  the  very  dawn  of  life,  turned 
their  stejjs  to  the  only  road  that  leads  to  happi- 
ness— that  of  virtue.  It  is  for  us  now  to  follow 
them.  "  The  glory  of  the  youth  and  of  the  mai- 
den," says  Saint  Ambrose,  "is  to  fear  God,  to  be 
submissive  to  their  parents,  and  to  reverence  old 
age  !" — f  St.  Amb.  Dn.  Officis.)  "  The  crown  of  the 
aged,"  adds  another  holy  personage,  "  is  not  the 
diadem  of  white  locks  that  adorn  his  head — his 
crown  consists  of  the  virtues  of  his  youth." — 
( Tti-m  in  Epint.)  "Love  wisdom,"  cry  in  their  turn 
our  Sacred  Books,  "run  in  search  of  her,  devote  to 
her  the  best  days  of  thy  life.  Give  ugto  her  thy 
whole  hcait ;  wed  thyself,  so  to  speak,  to  her." 

Faithful  to  these  voices  from  Heaven,  let  us  has- 
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ten,  wrvnnts  rif  Mnry,  to  offvr  oiirsplvcs  to  the 
Lord;  1ft  us  tlfvote  our.Holvcs  to  lliin  fnnn  tlu! 
first  iiiomfms  of  our  life  ;  luul  tin-re,  8wi<  tly  ur^nl 
on  III!  siiii's  l>y  tin-  unhappy  impulse  ofwcll  «li<ii^, 
Mf  shall  naturally  h-an  to  all  tluw  pure  allVctions 
of  the  saints  which  make  on  earth  a  jiaru'lisc  — 
th<'s«'  especially  which  Maiy  anti  our  ai'jfUst  Pon- 
tiff have  so  a<lniiral)ly,  ami  m>  early,  put  into  prac- 
tice— the  lov«-  of  the  unfortunate  ai.il  of  the  poor. 

This  love,  in  frtct.  is  one  of  the  most  noltlc  that 
raises  the  soul  dinctly  to  GotI,  and  is,  in  truth, 
the  love  of  .lesus  Christ  Himself.  He  was  so  poor, 
our  Dear  Saviour,  that  He  had  no  cradle  l>ut  a 
worn-out  manger:  so  fXHir,  that  to  paint  His  ex- 
treme distress.  He  exclaimed  sometimes,  with 
sweet  reproach  fulness:  "Behold,  the  foxes  have 
burrows  where  they  may  hide  with  their  little 
ones,  the  birds  of  heaven  have  hranches,  where 
tliey  may  build  nests  for  their  young  brood  ;  but 
I  have  not  a  single  place  u])on  the  e;irth  where  I 
may  lay  my  head."  So  poor,  that  some  days  be- 
fore He  died,  there  might  be  seen  in  His  company 
one  of  His  Apostles,  currying  a  i»urse  in  which  to 
collect  the  alms  of  the  throng!  Then,  He  loved 
the  poor  so  much  that  He  said  to  the  j)eople.  as- 
sembled around  Him  to  hear  Him:  "Verily,  I  say 
to  you,  whosoever  shall  give  a  cup  of  cild  water 
to  a  poor  person  in  My  name,  shall  not  lose  his 
reward."  It  is  only,  indeed,  tor  h;»vipg  loved  His 
poverty,  and  relieved  His  necessities,  tliat  Heaven 
will  be  opene«l  to  us.  "  Come,"  He  will  say,  "O 
ye  blessed  of  My  Father;  for  I  was  hungry,  and 
you  gave  Me  to  <at ;  thirsty,  and  ytni  g;ive  Me  to 
drink;  naked,  and  you  clothed  Me;  a  stranger, 
and  you  received  Me  into  your  houses;  come  enter 
into  the  posH'Ssion  of  My  glory  !"' 

Bearing  in  mind  these  cimsolirg  words,  let  us 
cast  ourselves  on  our  knees,  children  of  Mary,  and 
let  our  hearts,  as  well  as  our  lip.*,  say  w  ith  faith  : 

"Lord,  we  thank  Thee  for  having. instructed  us 
BO  well  by  .Mary,  Thy  Mother,  and  T)y  Pius  IX, 
our  Pontiff,  her  glorious  imitator;  with  what  alac- 
rity we  ought  to  walk,  from  our  youth,  in  the  holy 
fragrance  of  pi<  ty,  and  in  the  love  of  the  poor. 
O  God,  grant  that  our  cliihlren  may  make  us 
hapi)y  by  ruling  their  livts  according  to  these 
august  models;  that  they  may  love  Thee  fnnn 
their  earliest  years  as  Thou  hast  loved  Mary  ;  and 
that  we,  with  them,  may  love  both  Mary  and  Thee, 
as  Pius  IX  love  Thee  and  her!" 

Wisdom  dwells  in  counsel,  and  counsel  present 
in  learned  thoughts. 

— _i — .^1^ 

The  Visitation.— July  3rcl. 

With  swift  step,  as  if  the  precipitate  graceful- 
ness of  her  walk  were  the  outward  sign  of  her 
inward  joy,  an<l  she  we;'e  beating  time  with  her 
body  to  the  music  ihnt  was  so  jubilant  within, 
the  Mother  tniverses  the  hill  of  Juda.  while  Jo- 
seph follows  her  in  nn  amazement  of  revering 
love.  Lik«'  Jesus  Widki»vg  swiftly  to  His  Pas- 
sion, ns  if  Calvary  were  drawing  him  like  a  mag- 
net, sothe  staid  and  modest  virgin  sjnd  onward 
to  the  dwelling  of  Elizjibeth  in  Hel)ron.  The 
Everlasting  Word  within  trembled  in  the  tone  of 
Mary's  voice,  and  the  Babe  beard  it,  and  "  leaped 


in  his  .Mother's  womb,"  and  the  chnins  of  «trigin«l 
sin  1(11  off  from  him.  and  he  wa»  justified  by  n*- 
deendng  grace.  an<i  the  full  \v*f  if  his  mtijeitlic 
reas«in  was  given  to  him,  and  he  niu<le  uetinf 
atlo:  irg  love  su<  h  as  never  |Mitriar<  h  or  prophet 
yet  hu<l  nnule;  and  he  was  in^tantane<>usly  ruiK-d 
to  a  da/./.ling  hight  of  Kui>clity,  which  i>>  a  nii*- 
morial  and  a  wondi  r  in  Heaven  tn  this  day  ;  and 
the  ins]>iration  of  the  Holy  <;host  tlirille*! 
through  his  mother  at  the  m«»ment.  and  she  whs 
tilled  tidl  of  <iod.and  her  lirst  act.  in  eoiiv  <nn-nc"e 
of  this  plenitude  of  (lod,  was  u  wor^hipful  ncog- 
nition  of  the  grandeur  of  the  31otlier  of  God; 
and  all  these  miracles  were  accomplishe«l  lieforc 
yet  the  accents  of  Mary's  voice  had  <lie<l  away 
upon  the  air.  Straightway  the  Wonl  aros<-  with- 
in His  Mother's  Bosom,  ami  enthrcned  Himself 
upon  her  sinless  heart  ;  and,  borrowing  her  voice, 
which  had  already  been  to  Him  the  instrument  of 
His  power,  the  sacranu-nt  of  John's  redemption, 
He  .sang  the  unfathounibh;  ,l/"j/ /(///<•///,  out  of 
whose  tlepths  nnisic  has  gone  on  streaming  upon 
the  enchanted  earth  all  ages  since. 

LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 
No.  2.— The  Marquis  of  Tuscany. 

Florence  in  ohlen  times  was  not  the  l>eautiful 
city  which  she  became  under  the  fostering  care  of 
the  lavish  and  splendid  Medici,  n<^r  was  the  val- 
ley of  the  Arno  always  a  smiling  field  of  olives, 
vine.s,  oranges  and  flowers,  stud<le<l  here  an«l  there 
with  gorgeous  villas  and  elegant  casinos.  The 
environs  of  Florence,  now  so  beaut  i fid  and  .^o  j)op- 
ulous,  were  covered  with  thick  and  tangled  wild- 
wood  in  the  days  when  our  story  begins.  The 
light  of  the  sun  as  it  fell  up')n  the  silent  soil  was 
broken  and  chequered  by  the  l>ranches  of  a  pri- 
meval forest,  and  the  huntsman  often  dismounted 
and  warily  led  his  steed  through  briery  copse- 
woo<l,  f>r  aero.ss  marsliy  meadowland,  traversed 
only  by  narrow  ar.d  straggling  ]»aths.  Ali>ngone 
of  these  rustic  av<  inn-s,  .xuuuw  hat  broader  an<i 
straighter  than  the  rest,  a  noideman  rode  slowly 
one  sultry  summer  afl(  rn«M)n.  He  had  followed 
the  eha.sc.  w  hich  was  his  favorite  pastime,  thr<iu<Th 
the  wilds  of  V:ddarno  for  .several  hours,  until 
panting  I'nmi  the  heat  of  the  season,  weary  of  ex- 
ertion, and  parched  with  thirst,  he  paced*  g«'ntly 
along  in  the  hope  of  hearing  a  graceful  promise 
of  refreshment  in  the  s<mg  of  some  lonely  cottager, 
or  the  bubbling  sound  of  a  mountain  rill.  The 
noble  mien  and  lofty  iiearing  of  the  cavalier 
would  have  led  to  the  conclusion  that  he  was  a 
pers(ni  of  rank  and  consetiuenfe,  nor  did  his  dis- 
tinguished app«arance  belie  him.  for  ho  wn.s  the 
^Manpiis  Hugo,  Lord  of  Florence  and  its  Seignory. 
He  was  le<l  onward,  on  the  occjjsion  we  speak  of, 
without  being  himself  aware  of  the  fact,  by  a 
heavenly  guide.  Wh'>h'S4'nu'  warning  was  much 
needed  by  the  erring  prince  for  his  own  goo«l  and 
for  the  go<Ml  of  his  vtu^sals ;  and  he  was  on  that 
day  to  receive  it. 

The  Marcjuis  Avas  a  grandson  of  the  renowned 
Hugo  of  Provence,  gec«>nd  King  of  Italy  atter  the 
downfall  of  the  Emperor  Berengarius.     He  was  a 
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powerful  chief,  a  gallant  soldier,  anrl  during  tlic 
early  part  of  his  career  ho  delighted  in  the  ])rac- 
tice  of  every  virtue  becoming  a  Christian  prince. 
The  teaching  and  examples  of  a  pious  mother,  to 
■whom  he  was  fondly  attached,  had  impressed 
themselves  at  an  early  age  upon  his  generous  and 
feeling  heart,  and  none  more  so  than  her  often  re- 
peated injunction  that  he  should  ever  be  faithful 
in  his  devotion  to  Mary.  Deeply  and  sincerely 
did  the  young  prince  mourn  his  bereavement 
Avhcn  his  affectionate  parent  was  called  from  the 
scenes  of  her  virtuous  life  upon  earth  to  receive  a 
well  earned  crown  in  Heaven.  His  loss  was  even 
greater  than  the  young  nobleman  fairly  under- 
stood it  to  be.  For  Avhen  tlic  gentle  voice  of  Lis 
mother  had  eeased  to  breathe  tlie  timely  warnings 
which  had  hitherto  guided  his  steps,  he  began 
little  l)y  little  to  swerve  from  tlie  straight  path 
along  which  duty  is  i^resent  and  certain  at  every 
point,  while  happiness  may  be  reached  only  at 
the  journey's  end. 

Hugo  changed  rapidly,  and  for  the  Avorse.  Yet 
such  is  the  insonsistency  of  human  nature !  Al- 
though he  soon  neglected  and  forgot  the  counsels 
of  his  mother  concerning  the  fulfillment  of  the 
ordinary  practices  of  Christian  virtue,  he  cher- 
ished what  was  most  pure  and  refined  in  the  course 
she  wished  him  to  pursue,  namely  :  love  and  de- 
votion toward  the  Queen  of  angels,  and  virgins. 
The  daily  increase  of  influence  and  power,  the 
noisy  occupations  of  medevial  warfare,  and  the 
society  of  worthless  associates,  de])raved  the  young 
prince  to  such  a  degree  that  nothing  was  left  save 
veneration  for  her  name,  and  the  practice  of  cer- 
tain devotions  in  her  honor,  to  distinguish  him 
from  the  crowd  of  ruthless  and  corrupt  chieftans 
who  lorded  it  over  Italy  at  the  time  in  which 
he  lived.  He  became  a  heartless  oppressor  of  his 
people,  and  the  excesses  of  his  private  life  were 
the  scandal  of  all  who  luul  access  to  the  court. 
Such  was  the  conduct  of  the  noble  Marquis,  who 
professed  tender  devotion  toward  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  and.  who  now  rode  along  through  the 
forests  of  Valdarno,  cursing  tiie  heat  of  the  season, 
and  the  thirst  which  parched  his  lips  after  the 
labors  of  the  chase. 

Suddenly  and  unexpectedly  a  person  met  him 
on  his  way,  and  what  was  his  delight  when  he 
perceived  that  it  was  a  woman,  bearing  in  her 
hands  a  salver  of  the  freshest  and  most  delicious 
fruits.  It  was  a  little  mound  of  autumnal  treas- 
ures, such  as  l^omenichino  or  Caracci  loved  to 
paint  to  the  life,  and  such  as  the  traveler  beholds 
in  the  banquets  halls  of  Italian  villas,  as  he  gazes 
with  astonishment  at  a  counterfeit  that  stands 
forth  from  the  canvas  more  real  than  reality,  more 
natural  than  nature  itself.  Piled  up  l)efore  the 
eyes  of  the  prince,  dying  of  thirst,  thei'e  were 
slices  of  fresh  watermelon,  large  ripe  figs,  mellow 
apples,juicy  pomegrates,  luscious  pears,  and  downy 
peaches,  crowned  and  festooned  with  heavy 
bunches  of  blue  and  amber-colored  grapes  burst- 
ing with  very  ripeness.  Eagerly  did  he  stretch 
forth  his  glowing  hand  to  this  rich  treasure,  for 
which  he  would  have  paid  its  weight  in  gold  ; — 
but  how  great  was  his  annoyance  when  he  per- 


c(;ived  that  these  tempting  fruits  were  all  be- 
smeared with  filth.  He  withdrew  his  hand.  Yet 
burning  thirst  is  not  apt  to  Ik;  delicate  and  fas-, 
tidious.  Again  he  i)lunged  his  hand  among  the 
little  mountain  of  fruits,  l)ut  it  emitted  such  a 
nauseous  odor  that  he  hast  illy  drew  back  his  hand 
again  and  turned  his  head,  overcome  by  a  sense 
of  sickening  disgust  that  well-nigh  caused  him  to 
faint.  He  now  gazed  upon  the  bearer  of  this 
strange  burden,  so  tempting  to  the  sight  and  so 
repulsive  to  the  smell.  She  was  a  comely  matron 
of  august  mien  and  majestic  bearing,  and  the  sal- 
ver she  bore  in  her  hands  seemed  to  the  astonished 
nobleman  to  be  made  of  burnished  gold.  Before 
he  could  give  utterance  to  his  surpri.se  or  demand 
an  explanation,  a  steady  and  searching  gaze  was 
bent  upon  him,  and  he  thrilled  with  awe  at  the 
words  of  reproof  which  fell  upon  his  ear:  ''Thou 
scent  in  these  fruits  an  emhlem  of  the  devotion  thmi 
claimest  to  hold  so  dear.  It  is  indeed  heautiful  and 
good  in  itself,  but  so  defiled  hy  thy  wicked  life  as  to 
be  unworthy,  of  acceptance  in  the  sight  of  Hmvenr 
Such  was  tlie  warning  given  Hugo  when  he  had 
declined  to  partake  of  the  fruit,  after  which  the 
vision  disappeared  from  his  sight  and  he  found 
himself  alone  in  the  forest. 

The  mildness  of  the  rebuke  he  had  miraculous- 
ly received  went  to  the  very  soul  of  the  young 
prince,  and  overwhelmed  him  Avith  shame  and  re- 
morse. He  thought  of  the  peace  and  happiness 
of  his  innocent  Ijoyhood — he  remembered  the  gen- 
tle tones  of  his  mother  s  voice — he  thought  of  the 
promises  made  so  often  that  he  would  be  a  faith- 
ful servant  of  Blessed  Mary,  the  Mother  of  holy 
purify.  Then  rose  up  before  him  the  extrava- 
gance and  dissipation,  the  heartlessness  and  un- 
chastity  of  the  life  he  had  been  leading  of  late 
Avitb  his  roystering  comrades,  and  lie  shed  tears 
of  grief  and  bitter  self-reproach.  He  promised 
speedy  amendment — he  purposed  and  planned — 
and  turned  his  horse's  head  toward  the  gates  of 
Florence,  with  the  full  conviction  that  the  mor- 
row would  find  him  a  new  man.  Such  were  the 
resolves  of  Hugo,  Marquis  of  Tuscany,  as  he 
reached  his  palace  on  the  evening  of  that  eventful 
day  ;  but,  alas  for  poor  human  nature  !  they  were 
not  destined  to  be  honored  in  the  observance.  The 
old  chronicle  tells  us  that  the  young  prince  pur- 
posed reform  indeed,  but  that  he  did  not  comply 
with  his  duties,  nor  fortify  himself  with  the  aids 
of  grace,  and  that  what  was  still  worse,  he  tailed 
to  avoid  the  occasions  which  had  proved  so  fatal 
to  his  virtue.  A  few  taunts  and  jeers  from  his 
youthful  associates  soon  banished  all  traces  of  se- 
rious thought  from  his  brow,  and  few  merry  bouts 
drowned  all  recollection  of  the  vision  in  the  for- 
est, and  the  mild  rebuke  with  which  it  was  ac- 
companied. Hugo  soon  became  as  stout  a  was- 
sailer  and  as  noisy  a  rioter  as  tlie  best,  or  rather 
the  worst  of  them — to  use  a  still  more  forcible 
comparison,  he  shortly  became  as  wicked  a  scape- 
grace as  he  had  been  before.  A  new  reprimand 
was  needed  to  recall  him  to  his  senses,  which 
Avere  now  the  very  reverse  of  sober,  a  reprimand 
he  should  not  so  easily  forget — and  it  came. 

The  gamekeepers  of  the  Marquis  had  come 


upon  the  trail  of  a  wild-bonr,  in  the  w<ki<1s  tlmt 
skirted  the  loot  of  Mount  St'iiario,  aiid  swtpt  up  its 
bold  and  rocky  sides,  and  all  the  court  had  turned 
out  in  high  spirits  to  enjoy  the  sport  and  givechase 
to  the  fonnidaljlc  siivage.  Xone  of  the  princely 
cavalcade  was  more  wiger  in  pursuit  that  day  than 
the  bold  and  adventurous  young  Marqnis,  but 
when  a  view  Avas  linally  got  of  the  chase,  he  grew 
wild  with  excitenjent,  and  hung  upon  the  rear  of 
the  flying  enemy-with  such  ardor  that  he  followed 
liini  into  the  most  wild  an<l  dreary  fastnesses  of  the 
mountain.  Here  at  length  he  jjaused  and  reine<l 
in  his  steed,  which  was  c  )vered  with  foam  and 
panting  with  fatigue.  -He  became  aware  that  he 
had  distanced  his  retinue,  and  sought  vainly 
around  to  discover  even  one  of  his  stniggling  at- 
tendaut.s.  The  atmosphere,  which  had  i)een  sul- 
try and  moist,  had  grown  close  and  dark,  por- 
tending the  gathering  of  a  storm.  All  was  still 
a.s  death  in  the  gloomy  forest ;  then,  as  the  prince 
hx)ked  uj)  at  the  clouds,  stretched  like  a  mu.ss  of 
black  marble  overhead,  a  few  thick  heavy  drops 
pattered  on  the  leaves  of  the  trees,  and  even  daslieil 
upon  his  face  and  hands.  Anon  were  heard 
the  first  hoarse  nnnbles  of  thunder  struggling 
to  break  forth  from  its  dungcm.  Then  canjc  a 
loud  crash,  like  the  bursting  of  an  earthcpiake — 
the  mountain  seemed  to  trcml>lc  on  its  base ;  the, 
oaks  tos-ed  their  giant  branches  in  the  fury  of 
the  blast;  tall  pines  rocked  wildly  to  and  fro; 
weird  glimmering  lightning  lit  up  the  trees  and 
rocks  with  a  lurid  blaze,  then  all  was  dark  again, 
and  finally  down  poured  the  rain  in  heavy  tor- 
rents, deluging  the  whole  scene,  gathering  and 
gurgling  from  rock  and  gully,  and  foaming  madly 
xn  yellow  cascades  dowu  the  steep  sides  of  the 
mountain. 

The  bmve  prince,  though  he  was  no  stranger  to 
Alpine  thunder-storms,  thought  he  had  neverseen 
one  so  furiously  violent  as  this.  Nothing  makes 
a  coward,  even  of  a  brave  man,  so  quickly  as  to  be 
suddenly  drenched  with  cold  water  from  head  to 
foot,  and  he  looked  wildly  around  for  some  })lace 
of  shelter.  He  discovered  at  length  the  outlet  of 
a  cavern  in  the  rock,  and  thither  he  spurred  his 
jaded  and  terrified  steed.  The  prince  dismounted 
and  entered,  leading  his  horse  under  the  brow  of 
the  overhanging  rock,  when  a  spectacle  met  his 
view  which  transfixed  him  with  terror  to  the  spot. 
The  sides  and  summit  of  a  wide  and  deep  cjiveru 
were  filled  with  black  volumes  of  smoke,  in  the 
center  of  which  l)lazed  and  labored  a  fiery  forge, 
looking  like  a  picture  of  hell  with  midnight  for 
its  frame.  In  front. of  the  forge  rose  a  large  anvil, 
and  around  it  stood  several  swarthy,  half-naked 
figures,  whose  fiendish  eyes  and  grinning  teeth 
were  lit  up  by  the  red  glare  that  shot  from  the 
mouth  of  the  furnace.  These  Satanic  smiths 
were  busy  in  drawing  forth  from  the  fire  and 
pounding  with  heavy  blows  on  the  anvil,  not 
bars  of  iron  or  steel,  but.  arms,  heads,  hearts,  and 
other  portions  of  human  bodies.  *  *  *  The 
Marquis  gazed  with  fear  and  horror  on  the  ap- 
palling scene ;  but  the  thought  struck  him  that 
the  monsters  before  him  must  be  necromancers, 
who  had  retired  to  these  wilds  in  order  to  prac- 


tice, unwhipt  of  justice,  the  Atmminahle  orgies  of 
their  craft.  For  thin  cla»s  of  malefactorn  he  had 
always  entertained  a  feeling  of  indignant  aver- 
sion. With  the  courage  which  formed  a  remark- 
able trait  in  his  character,  he  lifted  up  his  voice, 
rating  them  in  no  measured  terms,  and  threaten- 
ing them  with  the  severest  penalties  for  their 
crimes.  He  had  not  yet  ceased  speaking,  when 
one  of  the  ugly  caitilfs  drew  near  to  the  mouth  of 
the  cave  and  cut  short  his  address  by  saying, 
fiercely :  "  Not  so  fast,  go<Kl  sir,  may  it  plea«e  you. 
We  are  not  the  wizards  you  take  us  for,  but  min- 
isters of  Divine  Justice,  who  punish  in  the  man- 
ner you  behold  a  number  of  lewd  varlets  con- 
signed to  our  hands.  All  we  wait  for  now  is  one 
Hugt>,  Signor  of  the  surrounding  country,  who,  if 
we  fasten  our  grip  upon  him,  will  pay  well  for 
his  lecheries  on  yon  anvil."  Never,  in  his  hap- 
])iest  days,  had  the  i)oor  Marquis  invoked  the 
IJlessed  Virgin  .-^o  devoutly  as  he  did  at  that  mo- 
ment. Detesting  his  bad  life,  and  promising  to 
do  penance,  firmly  enough  this  time,  he  praye<l  to 
God  to  save  him  from  the  fiery  demons  before 
him.  He  bleseed  himself  devoutly,  and  at  the 
sign  of  the  cross  they  vanished. 

Hugo  left  the  cave  a  far  diflferent  man  from 
what  he  was  when  he  entere<l  it.  He  discovered 
olose  at  hand  a  little  hermitage,  the  tenant  of 
which  was  a  man  of  God.  named  Eugenius.  He 
spent  the  whole  night  with  this  venerable  recluse 
in  discourse  touching  hisconversitm,  and  the  acts 
of  virtue  he  proposed  to  perform.  In  the  morning 
he  returneil  to  the  city,  and  going  to  Eustace, 
Archl)ishop  of  J-Morence,  he  gave  him  a  full  ac- 
count of  his  wonderful  adventure.  He  set  about 
repairing  the  scandals  he  had  given,  by  a  pui>lic 
example  of  penance  and  humiliation.  On  a  sol- 
emn festival  he  proceeded  to  the  great  church  of 
the  Duomo,  accoriipanied  by  Eustace  and  the 
Archl)ishop  of  Kavenna,  Legate  of  the  Holy  See, 
to  make  a  public  confession  of  his  errors.  With 
tears  in  his  eyes  he  repeated  continually  to  the 
crowd  of  pe(q)le  through  which  he  passed,  Hug(X 
will  be  Hugo  no  longer.  Ugo  non  nurd  piu  Ugo — 
U(jo  noil  sitrd  jiiu  U'jo. 

History  bears  witness  that  he  was  true  to  his 
promise.  Although  one  of  the  most*warlike  bar- 
ons of  his  day,  he  avoided  the  brawls  in  which 
his  neighbors  were  unceasingly  engaged,  nor  do 
we  know  that  he  unshcatlred  thesword,  unless  for 
the  protection  of  the  innocent,  or  the  punishment 
of  bandits  or  evil-doers.  Uc  built  several  monas- 
teries, and  among  them  the  celebrated  Benedictine 
Abbey  of  Santa  Maria  in  Florence,  and  was  so 
much  beloved  by  his  subjects  for  his  justice  and 
moderation,  that  they  honored  him  with  the  sur- 
name of  rottiimi,  or  "The  Excellent." 

The  history  of  his  miraculous  conversion  has 
been  handed  down  by  tradition,  and  is  often  re- 
peated among  the  people  of  Italy  even  at  the 
present  day.  Their  childlike  devotion  and  beau- 
tiful taste  has  led  them  to  dedicate  the  month  of 
May,  the  sweet  season  of  sunbeams,  zephyrs,  and 
flowers,  to  the  special  honor  of  "La  Ma<lonna 
Santissima,"  the  Mother  of  the  Saviour,  the  Queen 
of  Purity  and  Love.     Often  during  that  lovely 


month,  wlien  the  "  Padre  Direttore"  instructs  his 
youthful  flock,  whom  he  afFectionately  addresses 
as  "  children  of  Mary,"  he  tells  them  that  no  de- 
votion is  grateful  to  tlieir  gentle  patroness  unless 
it  be  accompanied  with  the  practice  of  true  Chris- 
tian virtue ;  and  on  such  occasions  he  is  heard  not 
unfrequently  to  illustrate  the  troth  of  his  assertion 
by  quoting  the  Legend  of  Hugo  Marquis  of  Tuscany. 

Ave  Maria  from  Protestant  Lips ; 

OR,   MYSTICAL    HOSES    FROM   FOREIGN   GARDENS. 

Cowper,  in  one  of  his  sweet  lines,  tells  us  that 
domestic  happiness  is  "the  only  bliss  of  Paradise 
that  survived  the  full."  But  w  hen  sorrow  quenches 
the  bright  light  on  the  hearth-stone  and  death 
threatens  to  sever  tlie  golden  links  of  domestic 
ajffection,  we  are  frequently  struck  by  the  instinct- 
ive turning,  in  grief  and  sorrow,  toward  the 
Mother  of  God,  of  those  who  cared  naught  for 
her  while  the  joys  and  pleasures  of  home  glad- 
dened the  heart.  We  find  this  in  the  touching 
appeal  of  a  mother  for  her  child,  to  the  Mother  of 
God,  by  our  popular  poetess,  Mrs.  Osgood  ;  and 
in  the  next,  the  Wizard  of  the  North  (Sir  Walter 
Scott)  felt  the  mighty  yet  gentle  influence  of  Mary 
undetiled — 

"  When  for  a  father  prayed  a  child. 
And  the  Maid  upon  a  maiden  smiled." 
Notwithstanding  the  bigoted  principles  in  which 
he  was  educated,  he  often  evinced  strong  Catholic 
tendencies,  and  is  said  to  have  died  repeating  the 
Stahat  Mater. 

Hymn  to  the  Virgin. 

Mother  of  the  spirit  child  ! 

Of  the  guileless  and  the  meek. 
Mournful  are  thine  eyes,  but  mild 
With  a  beauty  from  above  ; 
Pale,  but  eloquent  with  love. 
Thy  youthful  brow  and  cheek ! 
Thou,  oh  thou  hast  known  a  parent's  wasting  grief  I 
A  suppliant  parent  kneels,  imploring  thy  relief! 
By  the  pure  and  solemn  joy 

Filling  all  thy  maiden  breast. 
When  tlie  precious  heaven- born  boy, 
Glowing  with  celestial  charms, 
Lay  within  those  virgin  arms, 
A  bright  and  wondrous  guest ! 
Hear,  in  mercy,  hear'the  faltering  voice  of  grief! 
A  suppliant  mother  kneels,  imploring  thy  relief! 
By  thine  anguish  in  that  hour — 

Hour  of  woe  and  dread,  when  death 
Dared  to  stay  the  awful  power. 
High,  majestic,  yet  benign  ; 
Dared  to  seal  the  truths  divine, 
Which  dwelt  ujjon  His  breath ! 
By  thy  hope,  thy  trust,  thy  rapture  and  thy  grief, 
O  Sainted  Marie !  send  this  breaking  heart  relief. 

Ave  Maria. 

Ave  Maria  f  maiden  mild. 

Listen  to  a  maiden's  prayer ! 
Thou  canst  hear  though  from  the  wild, 

Thou  canst  save  amid  despair. 
Safe  may  we  sleep  beneath  thy  care, 


Tliough  banished,  outcast  and  reviled. 
Maiden  I  hear  a  maiden's  prayer; 
Mother!  hear  a  suppliant  child. 

Aw  Maria. 

Ace  Maria!  undefiled! 

The  flinty  a)uch  wc  now  must  share 
Shall  seem  with  down  of  eider  piled, 

If  thy  protection  hover  tliere. 
The  murky  cavern's  heavy  air 

Shall  breathe  of  balm  it'thou  hast  smiled  ; 
Then  Maiden,  hear  a  maiden's  prayer, 

Mother,  list  a  suppliant  child! 

Ave  Maria. 

Ace  Maria  !  stainless  styled  ! 

Foul  demons  of  the  earth  and  air, 
.    From  this,  their  wonted  haunt  e.\iled. 
Shall  flee  before  thy  presence  far. 
We  bow  us  to  our  lot  of  care. 

Beneath  thy  guidance  reconciled  ; 
Hear  for  a  maid  a  maiden's  prayer, 
And  for  a  father  hear  a  child. 

Ate  Maria. 

4» 

Letter  of  Ee  commendation  of  tlie  Most  Eeverend 
AroMiishop  Spalding,  of  Baltimore. 

Baltimore,  June  16,  1865. 

Very  Rev.  Dear  Sir :  The  establishment  of  a 
paper  in  honor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  Mother 
of  our  dear  Lord,  and  our  own  sweet  Mother  in 
Heaven,  was  something  so  new  in  this  country, 
and  so  far  in  advance  of  what  many  might  be- 
lieve to  be  the  religions  sentiment  of  our  Cath- 
olic people,  who  have  been  made  to  breathe  from 
childhood  an  atmosphere  infected  by  unbelief, 
that  I,  at  first,  hesitated  to  lend  my  sanction  to 
the  undertaking,  and  I  w  ished  to  examine  care- 
fully the  first  numbers  of  the  Ave  Mauia,  before 
giving  it  my  approval.  This  I  have  done,  and  I 
am  now  happy  to  be  able  to  say,  that  I  have  been 
rpuch  pleased  with  the  first  five  numbers,  with 
the  slight  exceptions  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to 
communicate  to  you.*  Go  on  as  you  have  begun ; 
avoid  all  exaggeration,  for  our  Immaculate  Mother 
needs  no  such  eulogy,  which  were  rather  injuri- 
ous than  beneficial  to  her  honor ;  and,  I  have  no 
doubt  you  will  succeed,  and  obtain  the  blessing  of 
our  Lord,  who  cannot  be  greeted  with  a  more  ac- 
ceptable homage  than  that  which  comes  to  Him 
through  the  one  nearest  and  dearest  to  His  Heart 
— His  own  Mother, 

"  Our  tainted  nature's  solitary  boast." 

Our  Catholic  people  are  further  advanced  in 
piety  than  many  gave  them  credit  for  ;  they  are 
prepared  not  only  to  gather  the  fruits,  but  rever- 
ently and  lovingly  to  cull  the  flowers  of  devotion. 
They  will  no  doubt  welcome  the  Ave  Maria  with 
an  abundant  and  increasing  patronage ;  thus  sig- 
nalizing their  love  toward  the  great  Patroness  of 
these  United  States. 

I  remain,  very  faithfully,  yours, 

•f  M.  J.  Spalding, 
Archbishop  of  Baltimore. 

*  His  Grace  refers  here  to  two  different  articles  of  two  em- 
inent clergymen,  yet  living.  We  liave  written  lo  botii.  to 
communicate  to  them  tlic  remarlis  of  tlif  learned  Prelate. 
Personally,  we  are  thoroughly  averse  to  all  exaggerations  on 
a  subject  which  visibly  ueeas  none  to  please  and  delight.— Ed. 
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New  Fublioations. 

]C^TRR  AnMIR.MULIS  ;  or.  Flr«t  Kif  ocn  Y«5ari  U  Hip  Life 
of  Mary  IinmuciiUic.  by  U«'v.  Alfn-d  Moiiiilii.  rrun«l«tcd 
ftumUui  Kii-iiih  hv  the  SI«tor«  of  Ch.iritv.  Mt.  S..  Vliiccut, 
N.  y.    PublUhed  hy  Jaiiien  IJ.  Klrkt-r,  New  York. 

Rev.  Alfred  Monnia  is  fiivorahly  known  an  the 
author  of  one  of  tlie  mostileliRhtful  works  of  the 
day — "The  life  of  the  (HirC  d'Ars" — and  \vc  now 
thank  liis  gifted  pen  for  giving  us  these  charming 
chronicles  of  MnUr  AdmintbiliH ;  to  the  Sihtere 
of  Charity  ourtlmnks  are  also  due,  for  having  so 
faithfully  translated  them. 

The  beautiful  devotion  paid  to  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin under  her  title  of  Muter  Atlmirabilin  is  fully 
explaini-d  in  thi.s  mast"  interesting  work.  The 
approbation  given  by  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  to 
this  devotion,  and  the  indulgences  with  which  the 
Uoly  Father  has  enriched  it  is  a  sutficient  title  to 
commend  it  to  all  Catholics.  The  following  des- 
cription of  the  fre-sco,  in  the  oi>ening  pages,  is 
full  of  holy  and  artistic  beauty. 

There  in  the  wall,  within  a  niche  contiguous  to 
the  great  church  of  the  monastery,  is  the  most 
holy  Virgin,  painted  in  fresco  at  full  size,  and  at 
the  age  of  twelve  or  thirteen  yea ra  One  would 
suppose  she  was  seated  in  a  portico  near  by,  the 
door  of  which  is  open.  At  tirst  it  would  seem 
that  the  mo.st  holy  child  is  the  only  peaceful  in- 
habitant of  this  place ;  there  appears  to  open  be- 
fore you,  in  perspective,  a  long  and  beautiful  in- 
closure,  from  which  can  be  seen  the  tranquil 
country  around  Home,  and  the  mountnins  of 
Latium  bordering  the  horizon.  The  pilgrim 
looks  in  surprise,  and  very  soon  feels  as  if  the  air 
around  this  fair  flower  of  the  field  and  lily  of  the 
valley  were  embalmed  with  the  perfumes  of  si- 
lence and  recollection.  lie  sees  her  occupied  in 
simply  spinning  flax;  near  her, on  the  right,  is  a 
distall"  resting  upon  a  slender  standard,  and  on  the 
left,  a  lily  rising  gut  of  a  crystal  vase,  and  bend- 
ing its  flexible  stalk  toward  Mary.  This  lily 
seems  to  be  seeking  Mary,  and  Mary,  raising  her 
eye  to  conten)plate  it  more  easily,  inhales  the 
heavenly  dewdrops  and  virginal  perfume.s.  Ab- 
8orbe<l  in  her  meditation,  the  mo.st  holy  child  has 
suspended  her  work ;  her  sluittle  l)econu«  mo- 
tionless, falls  from  her  hand,  while  her  left  hand 
still  holds  a  light  thread  which  remains  joined 
to  the  flax  in  the  distaff";  a  foot  of  this  most  holy 
spinner  rests  upon  a  stool,  near  \vliich  lies  an 
open  !)f)ok,  spread  out  on  a  work-basket  filled 
■with  shuttles  and  skeins.  This  foot  lias  become 
the  ol^ect  of  public  veneration ;  every  one  who 
kneels  before  the  fresco  kisses  it,  and  the  paint 
being  effiiced  from  it,  the  wall  has  been  seen  here 
already  for  some  years. 

The  features  of  the  youthful  Mary  expres.<»  a 
purity  in  which  there  is  nothing  of  earth ;  her 
countenance  is  modestly  tinged,  the  ringlets  of 
her  golden  hair  are  just  perceptible  through  the 
wavings  of  a  transparent  veil  which  covers  her 
neck;  her  pure  virginal  brow,  slender  figure,  and 
delicate  limbs,  give  her  a  youthful  appeanince, 
full  of  grace  and  truthfulness.  It  is  truly  the 
Virgin  of  virgins;  it  is  truly  Mary,  ami  Mary  at 
an  age  when  but  few  works  of  art  have  sought  to 


represent  her,  to  excite  the  Veneration  and  lore 
of  the  faithful. 

This  design,  so  simple,  sa  ingenuou.H  in  ap- 
pearancv,  ha.t  a  singular  virtue.  In  proportion  aa 
It  is  deeply  pondere<l,  one  seems  U)  break  in  on 
the  indescribable  ])encu  and  recollection  of  the 
most  holy  child;  the  mind  becomes  di.srngaged 
from  terrestrial  jireoccu pat  ions,  to  take  wing,  and 
fly  toward  brighter  realnts;  the  soul  becomes 
simplified,  and  finds  God,  whom  she  letter  com- 
prehends and  loves  more  tenderly.  She  is  thus 
led  captive  by  ^f(tter  Admirnbiliit,  who  conducts 
her  into  that  higher  world  in  which  she  herself 
dwells,  the  worhl  of  silence  and  union  with  God. 

It  frequently  happens  that  one  quits  the  sanc- 
tuary, descends  the  longstairca.se  of  the  Piazza  di 
Spiifjnti,  and  mingles  in  the  bustle  of  the  city, 
without  having  lost  sight  in  imagination  of  Jtfa- 
ter  Athnirnbi/tx,  as  he  saw  her  before  leaving  her 
sanctuary.  She  seems  to  follow  him  everywhere, 
and  to  say  to  him  everywhere,  "  God,  God  alone." 
How  many  souls  there  are  that  have  not  resisted 
this  voice  I  they  have  returned  to  seek  the  young 
child  of  the  temple,  under  her  portico :  Mary  has 
imparted  to  them  her  secret, — the  secret  of  de- 
tachment, of  profound  recollection,  and  of  the 
most  au.stere,  loving,  and  sweet  indiflference.  She 
has  taught  them  the  peaceful  reign  of  the  love  of 
God.  And  these  souls  have  imitated  Mary;  they 
have  quitted  all  to  follow  Jesus  Christ.  It  is 
impossil)le  to  enumerate  the  religious  vocations 
which  have  been  decided  at  the  feet  of  Muter 
Admirdhilis.  Pure  souls  are  not  the  only  ones 
drawn  by  the  charms  of  the  Virgin  of  the 
Temple  ;  a  large  number  of  sinnci-s  have  found 
near  her  the  confusion  which  enlightens,  the 
grief  which  reconciles  to  God.  Whilst  contem- 
plating this  virginal  form,  many  sinners  have  ex- 
claimed :  "  I  will  arise,  I  will  go  to  my  Father; 
and  I  will  sjiy,  I  have  sinned  ag.iinst  Heaven  and 
against  thee."  Sacred  words  of  repentanw, 
ble.s.sed  expressions  of  sincere,  entire  contrition, 
how  nmny  times  have  they  been  repeated  in  this 
solitary  corridor,  before  the  lily  of  Israel!  And 
the  angels  exult  in  this  joy  which  extends  even 
to  Heaven,  whenever  a  strayed  sheep  retumfl  to 
the  fold. 


A  young  Parisian  artist  lately  painted  a  por- 
trait of  a  Duches.s,  with  \\hich  her  friends  were 
not  satisfied,  declaring  that  it  was  totally  unlike 
her.  The  painter  ])roposed  that  the  question  of 
resemblance  should  be  left  to  a  little  dog  be- 
longing to  the  Duchess,  which  was  agreed  to. 
Accordingly  the  picture  was  sent  to  the  hotel 
of  the  lady  next  dav.  and  a  large  party  assem- 
bled to  witness  the'test.  The  dog  was  called 
in,  and  no  sooner  saw  the  portrait  than  he  com- 
menced licking  it  over,  and  showed  every  dem- 
onstration of  the  greatest  joy.  The  triumph  of 
the  painter  was  complete,  and  all  present  in- 
sisted that  the  picture  had  been  touched  during 
the  night,  which  was  actually  s<i.  the  artist 
having  rubbed  it  over  with  a  thin  coating  of 
lard!  The  dog's  nose  was  sharper  than  the 
critic's  eyes. 
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Eeligious  Chronicle. 

NEWS   FKOM   KOME. 

Two  great  feasts,  the  Ascension  and  St.  Philip 
Neri's  day, have  just  been  celebrated.  Day  before 
yesterday,  about  10  o'clock,  the  Pope  left  the 
Vatican,  en  train  noble  for  St.  John  Lateran, 
where  he  holds  chapel  on  this  feast  every  year. 
Those  of  your  readers  who  are  familiar  with 
Rome,  know  that  the  distance  l)etwcen  the  two 
Basilicas  is  considerable.  Although  the  heat  was 
oppressive,  crowds  filled  the  princi])al  streets; 
for  example,  the  Avenue  from  the  bridge  of  St. 
Angelo,  the  Pa])al  route,  the  square  of  Venice, 
the  Avenue  of  the  Forum  and  the  long  road  from 
the  Coliseum  to  St.  Johns'  were  a  perfect  jam. 
From  point  to  point  along  the  path  of  the  cor- 
tege succes.sively  arose  acclamationsof  the  people. 
There  were  many  strangers  in  the  multitude,  es- 
pecially Belgians,  who  had  come  to  assist  at  the 
beatification  of  the  venerable  John  Berclnnans. 
The  Pope  was  received  at  the  portal  of  St.  John's 
by  Cardinal  Mattel,  Dean  of  the  Sacred  College, 
Bishop  of  Ostia  and  Yelletai,  and  by  the  Chaj)- 
ter  and  Clergy  of  the  Ijasilica,  all  in  pontifical 
ornaments.  After  having  adored  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  His  Holiness  assisted  at  the  mass  cel- 
ebrated liy  Cardinal  Altieri,  Bishop  of  Albano, 
Archpriest  of  the  Basilica.  A  student  of  Cap- 
ranica  College,  pronounced  a  Latin  homily  on  the 
solemn  mystery  of  the  day.  The  whole  per-sovnel, 
of  the  Papal  chapels  was  jjresent.  Cardinals, 
Patriarchs,  Archbishops  and  Bishops,  the  Prince 
assisting  at  the  throne,  the  Roman  municipality 
and  the  divine  colleges  of  the  prelature. 

Yesterday  the  Pope  was  ninveyed  eti  train  tres 
noble  to  St.  Mary's  in  VdUiceUa,  where  reposes 
the  body  of  St.  Philip  Xeri,  and  held  chapel  on 
occasion  of  his  feast.  The  train  tres  noble  is  em- 
ployed only  on  extraordinary  ceremonies.  It  is 
composed  of  a  prelate,  mounted  upon  a  nmleand 
bearing  the  papal  cross ;  of  two  tiles  of  prelates 
of 'the  palace,  flanked  by  domestics  in  full  livery 
and  followed  by  the  Pope's  carriage,  drawn  by 
eight  black  horses,  massive,  grave  and  almost  in- 
telligent in  their  movement.  This  carriage,  glit- 
tering with  gold  and  crystal,  is  surmounted  at 
the  four  angles  by  angels  supporting  the  tiara. 
The  Pope  sits  upon  a  movable  seat,  which  enables 
him  to  give  his  benediction  right  and  left,  with- 
out too  much  fatigue.  In  this  carriage  also  sat, 
facing  his  Holiness,  two  members  of  the  Sacred 
College,  the  Cardinals  Stork,  Archbishop  of 
Malines,  and  Guidi,  Arch])ishop  of  Bologna.  The 
first  owed  this  honor  to  his  being  a  newly  arrived 
stranger ;  the  second,  to  an  ancient  and  touching 
custom  of  the  Court  ;  when  the  Pope  on  the  26th 
of  May  visits  St.  Mary's  in  Vallieella,  he  invites 
to  ride  with  him  a  member  of  the  Sacred  College, 
bearing  the  prenomen  of  Philip. 

St.  Mary's  iu  Vallieella  is  a  church  of  good 
size,  but  it  was  literally  full.  The  chapel  con- 
taining the  body  of  the  Saint  was  unapproachable. 
The  Cardinals  took  their  places  upon  the  benches 
arranged  around  the  apsis,  the  Pope  upon  the 
throne  prepared  near  the  High  Altar,  and  His 
Eminence,  Cardinal  Asquini  celebrated  pontifical 


mass.  Before  retiring,  the  Holy  father  admitted 
to  kiss  his  feet,  the  Onitorians  who  served  the 
church  and  the  dignitaries  of  the  congregation. 
This  Convent  of  Santa  Maria  in  Vallieella,  sanc- 
tified by  Philip  Neri,  was  illustrated  also  by  an- 
other Oratorian,  the  learned  Baronius,  who  from 
a  religious  became  a  Cardinal.  Permit  me  here 
to  relate  a  trait  of  Baronius,  which  I  heard  related 
by  a  Prelate,  who  made  use  of  the  example  of  the 
illustrious  Oratorian  to  justify  his  own  repug- 
nance to  accepting  the  violet  habit.  It  may  be 
that  a  certain  political  jounuil,  which  appears  to 
me  to  be  but  little  enlightened  uixm  what  is  called 
thine  and  mine,  will  seize  upon  this  anecdote  and 
huriy  it  off  to  Rome,  as  was  the  case  in  the  little 
work  which  I  addressed  to  you  upon  the  duration 
of  the  Pontificates  from  St.  Peter  to  our  own 
time.  But  what  matters  it  if  it  does  happen  to  a 
little  religious  journal,  to  promote  the  diffusion  of 
a  truth,  or  of  a  religious  fact,  by  seeing  it  pass  into 
the  columns  of  a  political  journal. 

Baronius,  then,  was  modest  as  he  was  learned. 
One  day  when  the  Pope,  whose  Confessor  he  was, 
pressed  him  to  accept  the  prelature,  he  replied  in 
these  terms:  "  JMost  Holy  Father,  pennit  me  to 
refuse  this  dignity.  I  do  not  speak  through 
modesty,  but  if  I  became  a  Prelate  I  should  be 
like  every  other;  I  should  have  servants  to  open 
my  door,  whereas  now,  when  the  numerous 
strangers  Avho  visit  me,  see  me  open  my  door,  so 
much  simplicity  in  a  man  whom  they  believe  so 
learned,  raise  me  yet  higher  in  their  esteem. 
You  see  then,  Most  Holy  Father,  the  best  means 
of  elevating  me,  as  your  Holiness  desires,  is  to 
leave  me  just  as  lam."  In  reality  Baronius  did 
speak  through  humility,  but  knowing  the  char- 
acter of  the  Pope,  he  used  stratagem  and  dis- 
guised his  sentiments.  The  Pope  insisted  no 
further  ;  but  some  days  afterward,  Baronius  was 
called  in  all  haste  to  a  Pontifical  audience.  As 
he'  traversed  the  antechamber,  two  familiars  of 
the  Pope  i^resented  themselves,  followed  by  two 
Swiss,  and  told  him  that  they  had  orders  not  to 
permit  him  to  enter  intothe  Pope's  presence  until 
they  had  clothed  him  with  the  insignia  of  the 
Prelature.  At  this  news  Baronius  sent  forth  a 
ciy  like  that  of  a  man  taken  in  ambush  ;  he  re- 
treated into  a  corner  of  the  hall,  and  protested 
with  animated  words  and  gestures  that  they 
should  never  clothe  him  with  the  purjjle.  The 
noise  which  was  made  in  the  ante-chamber  orew 
the  Pope  thither,  who  comprehended  the  see  e  at 
once,  and  fixed  upon  Baronius  a  severe  look,  U:  der 
Avhich  the  poor  religious  bowed  his  head  like  a 
child.  This  attitude  disarmed  the  Pope,  who  con- 
tented himself  with  ordering  the  learned  annalist 
to  return  to  his  convent.  Baronius  believed  hm- 
self  victor ;  but  the  Pope,  impressed  with  the 
necessity  of  bringing  forward  a  man  so  eminent, 
determined,  cost  what  it  might,  to  get  the 
advantage  of  his  humility.  The  next  morn- 
ing, just  as  the  Oratorian  Avas  vesting  himself 
in  his  chasuble  to  celebrate  the  holy  Sacrifice, 
the  two  familiars  of  the  day  before  entered  the 
sacristy  and  announced  to  him  from  tl>e  Pope  that 
he  was  forbidden  to  celebrate  until  he  should 
consent  to  wear  the  purple  soutane. 


AVE    MARIA. 


125 


THE  AP0STLE8HIP  OF  PEAYER. 


The  Jubilee  aooordiag  to  the  Heart  of  Jesus. 

Tlic  dcvottil  servants  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus, 
have  (xrtainly  not  l<»!»t  sight  of  the  pressing  ex- 
hortations whieh  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  achlressed 
to  the  entire  world  in  the  Encyiical,  Deeeniber 
8tli.  Thry  know  that  flie  aim  of  the  Encj'clical 
is,  not  <»nly  to  aid  us  in  ac(|nitting  our  del>ts  to- 
wnnl  tile  I)ivii\e  Justice,  but  al>ove  all  to  place  us 
in  a  state  to  ]>r«y  with  more  fervor  and  eflicjicy 
for  the  Church,  and  to  avert  the  deluge  of  errors 
which  threaten  to  sulmierge  modern  society. 

AVc  would  quite  misunderstand  the  views  of 
the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  and  we  would  not  fulfill 
our  duties  towanl  the  Church,  our  Mother,  if  we 
imngined  we  had  nothing  more  to  do,  but  labor 
to  obtain  the  indulgence ;  on  the  contrary,  it  is 
then  we  must  endeavor  to  unite  ourselves,  to  the 
Sacre<l  Heart  of  our  Lord,  by  go.)d  works  and  the 
graces  of  the  Jubilee. 

The  associates  of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer, 
should  understand  that  this  duty,  common  to  all 
Christians,  is  mnie  particularly  imposed  up(m 
them.  We  are  happy  to  be  able  to  indicate  to 
them  means  most  ]K)werful  to  attain  this  end, 
since  they  were  i)rescril)ed  by  our  Lord  Iliinsclf, 
to  the  liles.sed  >liy:garct  ^lary. 

The  circumstance  under  which  this  lover  of  the 
Divine  Heart  received  this  revelation  were  anal- 
agous  tr>  those  which  surround  us,aiul  certainly  the 
dangers  which  then  thereatenrd  the  Church  were 
not  more  pressing  than  those  whicn  now  assail  it. 

Tlie  >[ussulinans  had  overrun  tjlermany,  and  to 
arrest  their  ravages,  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  re- 
quested the  prayers  of  Christians,  and  granted  a 
universal  Jul)iU'e.  It  was  on  this  occasion  that 
our  Lord  made  His  pious  servant  the  following 
revelation,  as  related  in  her  life,  !)y  Mgr.  Laugnet: 

"When  the  Jubilee  was  opened  at  Paray,  and 
Sister  Margaret  applied  herselt',  with  all  the  ar- 
dor of  her  heart,  to  gain  it,  our  Lord  appeared  to 
her,  with  all  the  severity  of  an  angry  Judge, 
which  filled  the  heart  of  His  servant  with  fear. 

"  He  made  known  to  her,  at  the  same  time,  that 
nU  anger  was  not  so  much  inHaine<l  l)y  the  dis- 
orders of  the  infidel  conquests,  as  by  the  crimes 
of  His  chosen  people,  who  revolted  against  Him, 
who  abused  the  familiarity  they  had  with  Him, 
by  persecuting  Him  ;  in  this  manner  He  spoke  of 
those  pcrson.s,  particularly  consecrated  to  God, 
whose  offenses  had  grieved  Him  the  most,  lie 
addetl,  that  inasmuch  as  these  more  favored  souls 
remained  faithful,  lie  wpuld  restrain  His  justic-e, 
and  exercise  His  mercy  with  ngaru  to  tli«se  peo- 
ple, an<l  that  one  just  soul,  obtained  the  pai-don 
of  a  thousand  criminal  ones.  '  But  if  the  former 
do  not  all  amend,'  continued  He  in  a  terril)le  and 
sereiM;  t<me,  '  I  shall  make  them  feel  the  weight  of 
avenging  justice.'  At  this  moment  the  Matins 
bell  sounded,  and  Sister  Margaret  hastened  U)t\\c 
choir,  but  the  sight  of  Jesus  did  not  vanish;  He 
continued  to  si>eak  to  His  servant  saying:  'Sigh 
and  we<p  continually  for  My  blood  uselessly  shed 


over  HO  many  S(»ul«.  who  make  a  great  abuse  of 
the.se  indulgences;  they  are  satisfied  to  cut  the 
bad  weeds  they  believe  they  have  in  their  hearts, 
but  they  do  not  wisli  to  destroy  the  roots.  Woe 
to  thoH<j  M»uls,  all  sf)iled  and  dried  up  at  the  very 
source  of  living  waters.' 

"The  servant  of  0(h1,  seized  with  feight  and 
sorrow  at  these  words  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
sp(jke  to  His  Sacred  Heart,  sjiying:  'My  Lord  and 
my  God,  here  should  you  ]>ln<e  all  faithless  sonin, 
that  they  may  be  sanctified  in  order  to  glorify 
Thee  eternally.'  '1  will  do  it,' replied  the  Sov- 
ereign Judge,  *if  you  will  guarantee  their  perfect 
nmendment.'  '  l)ut,'  she  replied,  in  her  fervor, 
'Thou  know  est,  my  (iod,  this  is  not  in  my  jntwer, 
if  Thou  Thyself  dost  not  render  efficacious  the 
merits  of  Thy  passion.' 

"  In  this  same  ecstasy,  our  Lord  made  known  to 
her  what  she  c-ould  do  the  nio>.t  meritorious  dur- 
ing the  holy  time  of  the  Jubilee.  '  First,  to  offer 
to  the  Eternal  Father  the  ample  satisfaction 
wlii<-li  Jesus  Christ  maile  the  Divine  Justice  f<»r 
sinners  upon  the  tree  of  the  cross,  beseeching  Him 
to  render  the  merits  of  His  Precious  HhxHl  effica- 
cious in  all  criminal  souls,  in  whom  sin  had  caused 
death,  so  that  l)eing  restored  to  grace,  tiny  would 
eternally  glorify  (Jod.  Secondly,  to  offer  Him  the 
infinite  ardors  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus  Christ  in 
order  to  SiUisfy  for  the  lukewarmness  and  sloth  of 
His  chosen  people,  beseeching  Him,  liy  tlu'  ardent 
love  which  eause<l  the  Son  of  God  to  siilTir  death, 
to  warm  tepid  hearts  anrl  inflame  them  with  that 
same  love,  in  order  that  the  y  might  love  and  glo- 
rify Him  eternally.  Thirdly,  to  pr-seiit  Him  the 
submission  of  the  will  of  His  Son  to  all  His  Di- 
vine wishes,  ill  order  to  ol>t;iin  by  the  merit  of  this 
precifuis  obedience  the  consummati<'n  and  accom- 
plishment of  His  holy  will  ujjon  the  eaith.'" 

These  three  exercises  will  certainly  i»e  no  less 
agreeable,  in  our  days  to  the  Heart  of  our  Lord, 
than  they  were  at  the  epoch  when  He  maile  them 
known  to  His  generous  disciple  :  neither  will  tiny 
be  le.ss  (flieacious  in  disiriniiig  the  justice  of  His 
Father.  Wlioamonguscansay,  inourday.what  jjart 
the  ingratitude,  intideliti(s.  an<l  treasou  of  the  cho- 
sen peo])le,  have  in  the  evils  that  afllict  us?  We 
know  that  thes])ecial  aim  of  devotion  to  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  Jesus  is,  to  repair  these  ingratitudes.  Let 
us  work  for  this  with  all  our  strength.  Let  u» 
use  for  this  the  means  indicate*!  by  our  Lord  Him- 
self We  know  nothing  l)ettercalculated  toshorten 
the  trials  of  the  Church  and  hasten  its  triumph. 

Correspondence  of  the  Apostleship. 

We  cannot  resist  thy  desire  of  coinmnnicating 

,  to  the  Associates  of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer  some 

of  the  c<in8!)lations  procured  for  us,  during  these 

latter  months,  by  the  i)rayei-s  of  this  dear  work. 

First,  there  are  whole  countries,  and  very  Cath- 

^  olio  countries,  who  call  f  >r  its  establishment,  pre- 

'  senting  at  the  sjune  time  the  infallible  condition 

I  of  succes.s,  namely :  devout  souls  who  appreciate 

the  importance  of  the  Assfwiation  and  are  resolved 

j  to  use  all  their  iutiueiiccto  propagite  it. 

1       About  a  month  since,  we  received  from  Canada 
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two  letters  which  filled  us  with  hope.  The  one 
■was  adilrcpsed  to  us  by  the  Superior  of  a  religious 
house,  who  hesitates  not  to  say  that  he  regards  the 
Apo.it/eti7iip  of  Prayer  as  offered  to  him  by  the 
hands  of  God  Himself,  to  aid  him  in  fulfilling  his 
important  charge.  In  it  he  beholds  a  means 
equally  efficacious  in  his  labors  for  the  spiritual 
advancement  of  his  community,  and  for  the  sanc- 
tification  of  the  surrounding  population.  "The 
Canadians,"  writes  this  Religious,  "are  truly  a 
good  people,  gay,  simple,  expansive,  hospitable, 
reminding  us  of  our  good  country-people  of  France 
before  the  Revolution.  Families  here  are  very  nu- 
merous ;  this  little  nation  augments  rapidly.  But 
the  rigor  of  the  climate  and  the  natural  unthrifti- 
ness  of  the  Canadians  prevents  them,  as  a  general 
thing,  from  emerging  from  the  state  of  poverty. 
The  greater  portion  of  the  commerce  and  niecliau- 
ical  arts,  and  consequently  of  the  wealth  and  so- 
cial influence  of  the  country  is  in  the  hands  of  the 
English,  much  more  enterprising  and  energetic  in 
temporal  things.  Oiie  danger  has  existed  in  this 
covintry  from  the  l)cginning,  the  importance  of 
which  it  will  not  do  to  disguise.  The  spirit  of  ir- 
religion  already  commits  great  ravages  among  a 
portion  of  the  Catholics  in  our  cities,  and  unites 
with  English  Protestantism  to  overthrow  the  faith 
of  the  people.  We  must  not  then  sleep  and  permit 
the  enemy  to  sow  the  tares  broadcast  amidst  our 
harvest  without  opi)osing  his  eft'i )rts.  The  Aposf/e- 
ship  of  Prayer  will  assist  us  in  arousing  this  faith, 
whose  very  simplicity  leans  toward  acertain  indif- 
ference, and  exposes  it  to  the  hazard  of  surpise." 

The  second  letter,  from  this  Catholic  country  of 
JVeip  France,  as  it  was  formerlj^  called,  awakens 
yet  more  consoling  hopes.  It  is  from  one  of  trie 
Directors  of  an  Ecclesiastical  Seminary  whose  stu- 
dents are  from  seventeen  different  Dioceses.  "You 
see.  Rev.  Father,"  writes  our  venerable  corres- 
pondent, "what  an  immense  influence  the  fervor 
of  this  house  is  enabled  to  exercise  in  a  radius  of 
two  hundred  and  fifty  or  three  hundred  leagues," 
This  influence  can,  indeed,  spread  over  immense 
tracts,  and  infallibly  will  do  so  if  these  excellent 
young  ])eople  can  attain  to  the  comprehension  of 
the  Apostleship,  and  will  imbibe  the  spirit  of  this 
work  as  well  as  their  zealous  director  has  done. 

Until  now  our  work  has  scarcely  penetrated 
ihto  Erin's  green  bowers,  save  in  a  few  houses  of 
education,  wdience  it  shed  but  a  feeble  i"ay.  AVc 
hope  that  it  will  soon  spread  more  widely  there. 
But  there,  also,  the  Apostleship  has  aroused  an  ar- 
dent devotion.  "  My  feet  and  hands  are  bound 
by  bad  health,"  wrote,  lately,  a  generous  person 
whose  assistance  we  had  solicited;  "but  in  spite  of 
all  my  infirmities  I  hope  I  shall  be  able  to  laljor 
for  the  realization  of  the  dearest  desires  of  the 
loving  Heart  of  my  Jesus.  I  know  not  but  that  I 
should  reproach  myself  for  the  excessive  eagerness 
with  which  I  accepted  this  work  as  "soon  as  it  was 
made  known  to  me.  If  the  conquest  is  of  little 
value  you  may  at  least  consider  it  as  complete,  en- 
tire, I  thank  you  for  accepting  it.  I  have  an  ocean 
of  suffering  to  throw  into  the  immense  treasure 
you  open  before  me.  May  the  infinitely  loving 
Heart  inclosing  this  treasure  accept  my  dolorous 


offerings  for  its  own  glory,  and  the  salvation  of 

the  souls  dearest  to  it !" 

Yes,  surely,  the  Heart  of  the  Good  Master  will 
accept  this  offering.  He  who  in  the  Sacrament  of 
His  love  has  reduced  Himself  to  a  state  of  com- 
plete immobility,  reserving  imly  the  power  of  de- 
sire and  prayer,  loves  to  choose  as  His  instruments, 
souls  like  Himself,  reduced  to  powerlessness,  but 
whose  desires  have  gained  in  energy  all  that  their 
other  faculties  have  lost. 

In  Germany,  the  Apostleship  made  its  first  con- 
quests in  the  highest  ranks  of  society.  If  discre- 
ticm  did  not  close  our  lips,  how  happy  should  we 
not  be  to  make  known  the  treasure  of  devotion 
and  zeal,  placed  by  the  Heart  of  Jesus  in  the  heart 
of  august  princesses,  who  have  gladly  become  the 
first  promoters  of  our  work  !  A  movement  com- 
mencing from  such  a  hight  cannot  fail  of  a  wide 
extension ;  and  after  compassing  Austria,  its  pres- 
ent limit,  it  will  be  propagated,  w^T  hope,  in  all 
the  other  Catholic  countries  of  Germany. 

We  cite  a  letter  written  to  us  during  Lent,  by 
the  Superior  of  one  of  the  first  Convents  of  the 
Order  of  the  Carmel  in  France  : 

Vkry  Rev.  Father  :  We  do  not  ordinarily 
write  during  Lent,  but  I  cannot  defer  thanking 
you  for  all  the  precious  trea.sures  you  have  had 
the  goodness  to  send  us,  and  which  have  inspired 
the  whole  community  with  joy.  Also  I  beg  of  you, 
worthy  Father,  to  receive  the  lively  and  profound 
gratitude  of  all  your  Associates  of  Carmel,  who 
promise,  by  the  help  of  God,  to  fulfill  their  holy 
vocation  with  a  new  fervor,  in  union  with  all  the 
blessed  members.  We  will  endeavor,  even  more 
earnestly  than  in  the  past,  to  be  faithful  auxilia- 
ries of  the  Church,  in  the  conversion  and  .sancti- 
fication  of  souls,  that  the  name  of  God  may  be 
known  and  loved,  and  that  the  adorable  will  of 
our  Lord  to  save  all  men,  may  receive  more  perfect 
accom])lishment.  To  attain  this  end,  permit  us, 
Very  Rev.  Father,  to  solicit  the  special  remem- 
brance of  your  Reverence  in  the  Heart  of  our  Lord, 
that  the  charity  of  Jesus  maj""  urge  and  consume 
us ;  regard  us  as  your  Carmelites,  and  by  this 
title  obtain  for  us,  of  the  Divine  3Iajesty,  courage 
and  zeal,  that  the  daughters  of  Saint  Teresa, 
specially  united  with  you,  desire  for  you. 

How  many  touching  details  might  we  not  add, 
if  we  could  only  make  a  summary  of  our  corres- 
pondence for  the  last  two  months.  Now  it  is  a 
schoolmaster,  who  affirms  that  since  the  day  the 
Apostleship  of  Prayer  was  established  among  his 
people,  a  notable  change  in  them  may  be  perceived. 
These  good  children  are  more  recollected  in  their 
prayers,  apply  better  to  their  duties,  and  are  more 
regular  in  their  whole  conduct.  The  manner  even 
in  which  they  receive  the  corrections  required  by 
the  levity  of  youth,  shows  that  thej'  are  constant- 
ly controlled  by  supernatural  motives.  A  young 
vicar  sends  us  a  truly  marvelous  current  of  good 
works  accomplished  in  five  months  by  twenty- 
five  zealous  persons,  of  whom  he  has  made  so  many 
apostles— 121,208  works.  Of  this  number  1,876 
were  communions,  2,543  alms-deeds,  1,286  visits 
to  the  sick,  etc.  This  one,  alas,  we  cannot  name,  or 
his  modesty  would  take  alarm  at  our  praises. 
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"A  story?  O  Eustace,  if  I  thought  of  stories  all 
day  long,  I  should  never  reinembcr  enough  to 
satisfy  you." 

"But  we  <lon't  want  a  long  story.  Aunt  Jane,  but 
a  true  one ;  something  that  really  happened  to  you 
when  you  were  little — when  you  were  not  as  big 
as  Annie." 

And  Eustace  looked  down  patronizingly  on  the 
fair-haired  child  that  was  half  sitting,  half  lying 
on  my  lap. 

"  AVell,  give  me  time  to  think,  and  don't  say  one 
word  for  five  minutes  ;  then  I  will  try  and  remem- 
ber something." 

"  Well !"  exclaimed  both  the  children  long  be- 
fore the  expiration  of  the  time. 

"  Hush,  Eusic  ;  you  should  be  more  patient.  I 
have  had  no  time  to  remember  any  thing.  I  can 
only  think  of  one  very  naughty  thing  1  did;  so 
naughty  that  I  don't  like  to  tell  you." 

"Uh,  but  that  is  just  what  we  want.  It  would 
have  been  quite  fun  to  have  seen  Aunt  Jane 
really  naughty;  wouldn't  it  Annie?" 

"What  is  it  about?"  asked  Annie. 

"Yes  tell  us  what  it's  ai)out,"  said  Eustace; 
"not  a  bit  of  the  story,  only  what  it's  about." 

"  It  is  about  a  very  odd  thing;  gue.ss." 

"  A  kitten.  Aunt  Jane?"  said  little  Anne. 

"  No,  of  course  not,  nobody  cares  for  cats," 

"  It's  about  a  dog,  or  a  horse,  or  a  boy.  But  if  it 
is  about  you,  it  must  be  about  a  girl,"  said  Eustace 
in  rather  a  disappointed  tone. 

"It  is  partly  about  me.  of  course,  but  the  name 
of  my  story  will  be,  'The  Box  of  Little  Tin  Sol- 
diers.' " 

"  Oh,  how  funny !"  exclaimed  Eustace  ; "  tell  us 
quick." 

And  the  children  having  established  themselves 
comfortably,  one  on  the  arm  of  the  chair  and  the 
other  on  my  knee,  they  both  listened,  with  earger 
faces  to  my  story. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  was  older  than  either  you  or  An- 
nie when  what  I  am  going  to  tell  you  happened. 
I  was  past  seven,  and  had  begun  to  do  lessons  in 
the. schoolroom  with  the  governess  and  my  sisters; 
but  I  never  walked  with  theuj,  as  they  walked 
farther  than  I  could,  so  I  always  went  out  with 
nurse  and  the  little  ones.  We  lived  in  London 
then,  and  it  was  a  cold,  bright  March  day  ;  I  re- 
member the  dust  and  the  glare  and  the  bitter 
wind  as  well  as  if  it  was  but  yesterday.  We  were 
generally  sent  into  the  park  with  our  hoops,  and 
made  to  run  up  and  down  the  walks;  but  we  did 
not  like  it  much,  and  were  always  trying  to  coax 
nurse  to  take  us  into  the  streets.  This  was  against 
all  orders,  so  that  the  utmost  she  would  ever  do 
was  to  take  us  a  longer  way  home,  through  some 
streets  full  of  shops,  and '  to  let  us  look  in  at  the 
windows.  One  shop  had  an  especial  attraction 
for  us.  I  need  not  scarcely  stjy  that  it  was  a  toy- 
shop. Our  visits  were  so  frequent  that  we  had  all 
become  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Mason,  the  woman 
to  whom  the  shop  belonged.     She  was  a  widow, 


with  one  daughter ;  and  an  nurse  knew  something 
of  her,  she  always  came  tf)  the  <\(>nr  to  B|M-ak  to 
her,  and  invite  us  to  come  in,  which  of  course  we 
were  delighted  to  do.  She  was  a  kind  woman, 
and  would  show  us  the  new  toys  that  she  had, 
without  appearing  to  expect  us  to  buy  anything. 

"This  particular  March  morning  that  I  am  tell- 
ing you  of,  she  showed  me  a  Utile  l»ox  containing 
tin  soldiers,  with  a  stand  upon  which  they  were 
placed,  with  their  captain  at  the  head  of  his  men 
considerably  taller  than  they  were,  and  ]>ainted 
brilliantly  in  blue  and  red.  I  was  quite  fascina- 
ted by  this  toy,  and  stood  looking  at  it  with  my 
hands  resolutely  at  my  side,  detenniiied  not  to 
touch  it.  I  felt  such  a  longing  to  possess  that  tin 
soldiers!  I  asked  Mrs.  Mas«ui  the  i)rice ;  it  was 
two  shillings.  I  had  only  six  pence  in  the  world. 
I  was  still  standing  close  to  the  counter,  when  I 
heard  nurse  wish  ^Irs.  ^lason  good  bye.  The 
children  followed  her,  and  Mrs.  Mason  stood  at 
the  door,  still  talking.  I  was  alone;  no  one  was 
in  the  shop  ;  no  one  could  see  me.  Almost  invol- 
untarily I  seized  the  tin  soldier,  and  slipped  it 
into  my  pocket.  For  one  moment  I  was  glad. 
Suddenly  a  terror  came  over  me,  and  till  I  got 
home  I  left  utterly  unable  to  think  at  all.  Then 
I  soemed  bewildered.  Could  I  really  have 
done  such  a  thing?  Could  I  really  l)e  a  thifff 
Thieves,  I  knew,  were  put  in  prison,  pcrhai>s 
hung;  was  I  such  as  they;  I  did  not  even  dare 
to  look  at  my  treasure;  it  would  have  led  to  an 
instant  disco\ery  of  my  crime.  Besides,  it  was 
no  longer  'my  treasure.'  I  had  a  perfect  horror 
of  it.  I  had  only  one  wish,  one  hojx>,  and  that 
was  to  replace  it  at  once,  the  next  njorning.  if 
possible,  before  the  theft  should  be  discovered. 
The  hope  comforted  me;  we  could  go  tomorrow; 
most  likely  Mrs.  !Mason  had  not  discovered  the 
loss,  then  no  one  would  ever  know. 

"  But  there  was  great  danger  of  the  toy  being 
found  in  my  pocket  when  1  changed  my  frock. 
Where  should  I  hide  it?  All  these  thoughts  occu- 
pied me  so  entirely,  and  I  was  so  silent,  that  every 
one  remarked  it. '  My  mother  thought  I  was  ill, 
and  never  were  there  such  difficult  lessons  as 
mine  that  afternoon. 

'"I  dare  say  she  is  over-tired,  as  usual,'  I  heard 
Miss  Cotton,  the  governess,  say  to  nurse;  you 
should  not  take  her  so  far.' 

"  Her  words  terrified  me.  Suppose  I  was  not 
allowed  to  walk  to-morrow!  This  fear  roused 
me,  and  I  instantly  l)egan  to  play  with  my  little 
brother.  But  I  over-did  it,  and  made  my  head 
ache.  Still  I  felt  the  toy  in  my  pocket.  Where 
could  I  hide  it, that  I  might  get  at  it  easily?  The 
only  place  I  could  think  of  was  under  the  mat- 
tress of  my  doll's  bed  ;  no  one  played  with  that 
but  myself.  Accordingly  I  placed  it  there,  but 
felt  very  little  happier.  Every  time  the  door 
opened,  every  time  the  door-bell  rang,  I  expected 
it  to  be  a  message  from  Mrs.  Mason  to  inquire 
al)out  her  loss ;  or  perhaps  some  one  had  seen  me 
do  it,  and  people  would  come  and  carry  me  off  to 
prison.  Sometimes  I  al)s«)lutely  shiH)k  with  ter- 
ror. I  was  naturally  an  open  child,  and  this  ne- 
cessity for  deceit,   besides  the  continual  fear  I 
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endured,  so  preyed  upon  me,  that  before  pveninpj 
my  lieadadie  became  so  violent  that,  tiiough  t 
tried  to  conceal  it,  my  motiier  desired  uie  to  go  to 
bed.  It  was  in  vain  to  resist;  I  felt  too  ill  to 
wish  for  anything  but  stillness  and  darkness. 
AVhen  any  one  came  to  my  ix'dside  I  i)retended 
to  be  asleep,  to  prevent  their  asking  me  any  ques- 
tions. At  last  I  did  sleep,  and  woke  in  the  morn- 
ing tired  and  languid,  but  without  hearhiche. 
Nurse  came  to  me,  and  des-ired  me  not  to  get  up ; 
she  would  l)ring  me  my  breakfast,  and  see  how  I 
was  after.  The  agony  of  grief  which  I  felt  at  her 
words  cannot  be  described.  I  cried,  I  implored, 
I  knelt  up  in  the  betl  with  clasped  hands,  to  l)cg 
her  to  let  me  get  up  and  go  out.  I  believe  she 
thought  I  was  delirious. 

"'And  my  lessons'?'  I  said,  thinking  I  had 
found  au  unanswerable  argument. 

"  3Iiss  Cotton  imagined  I  was  afraid  of  her  dis- 
pleasure and  kindly  came  into  the  nursery  to  say 
that  as  I  was  ill  I  need  not  prepare  any  lessons 
to-day. 

"'Now  you  will  rest,  won't  you,  Janie?'  she 
said  kindly,  and  kissed  me. 

"  'Rest !  Ah,  how  little  she  knew  !  I  seized  her 
hand,  and  gasped  out,  as  well  as  I  could,  for  my 
sobs  suttocated  me:  'Only  ask  nurse  to  let  me  get 
up  and  go  out.' 

"  'Go  out,  my  dear,  in  this  cold  wind  !  it  would 
be  madness !  Now,  lie  still,  and  don't  cry.  I  will 
bring  you  a  book  to  read,  and  ])('rhaps  we  may 
waWt  to  Mrs.  Mason's  later,  an^l  finil  something  to 
amuse  you.     But  you  must  be  good  and  patient.' 

"'I  want  nothing;  please  don't  go  to  Mrs. 
Mason's,'  I  said  despairingly. 

"Miss  Cotton  only  looked  upon  me  as  a  frac- 
tious" child,  and  paid  but  little  attention  to  what 
I  said. 

"  I  was  kept  in  bed  all  that  morning.  I  am  not 
sure  that  in  all  my  life  I  have  ever  sutfered  what 
I  did  in  that  one  day.  I  rememl>er  how  much 
older  it  made  me  feel,  and,  what  was  far  worse,  it 
was  the  beginning  of  my  acting  deceitfully  to 
those  whom  I  loved. 

"  When  my  mother  took  me  into  her  room  and 
kissed  me,  and  told  me  to  lie  down  on  the  sofa, 
I  felt  as  if  my  heart  would  break;  and  yet,  strange 
to  say,  it  never  occurred  to  me  to  tell  her  what  I 
liad  done.  I  had  but  one  single  idea  on  my  mind, 
that  I  must  replace  the  toy,  and  then  no.one  would 
ever  know  that  I  had  taken  it.'.' 

"  But  you  knew  God  saw  you.  Aunt  Jane  ?"  in- 
termitted Eustace.     "  I  should  have  known  that." 

"Yes,  Eusie  ;  but  you  know  much  more  than  I 
did.  I  had  never  been  taught,  as  you  have,  that 
however  greatly  a  child  may  sin,  he  may  go  to 
confessiim,  and  his  conscience  be  relieved  of  that 
weight,  and  that,  if  truly  penitent,  he  may  feel 
sure  of  pardon  from  Almighty  God.  I  cannot 
explain  to  you  how  I  knew  nothing  of  all  this; 
but  I  am  glad  to  think  that  you  can  never  be  as 
miserable  as  I  was  that  day,  for  I  had  no  help. 
I  did  not  dare  think,  and  felt  jjcrpetually  obliged 
to  conceal  my  sorrow,  lest  I  should  be  con- 
demned to  stay  in  the  nursery.  But  the  struggle 
was  too  great ;  I  could  not  sleep,  and  soon  became 


restless  and  feverish.  I  remember  that  the  measles 
were  very  much  aljout  then,  and  my  mother 
fancied  I  nuust  be  sickening,  and  sent  for  Doctor 
Graham.  Happily  he  could  not  detect  anything 
wrong,  and  .said  my  mother  was  fanciful.  He 
gave  a  few  directions,  and  was  going  away,  when 
I  called  after  him  :  '  Please  Doctor,  may  I  go  out?' 

"  '  Ye.s,  to  be  sure ;  the  best  thing  for  you  in 
fine  weather.  liun  about  and  get  an  appetite, 
and  some  color  into  your  cheeks;  you  will  pass 
no  more  restless  nights  then.' 

'"Some  days  had  passed  since  my  last  walk, 
and  the  secret  weighed  upon  me  day  and  night. 
Perhaps  to-morrow  I  might  get  rid  of  the  hateful 
tin  soldier,  for  such  it  had  become  to  me.  I  had 
grown  to  feel  about  that  toy  as  if  it  was  a  living 
l)ersf)n,  that  I  was  within  his  power.  Occasionally 
too,  a  feeling  of  wonder  came  over  me  to  find  that 
I  really  could  be,  so  miseral)le.  I  felt  like  the  old 
woman  and  her  dog,  that  it  could  not  rwilly  be  'I.'" 

"But  did  you  go  out.  Aunt  Jane  ?"  asked  Annie. 

"You  mu.st  not  interrupt  her,  Annie,"  said 
Eustace,  "she'll  forget." 

"(^h  no,  I  shall  never  forget  that  time  as  long 
as  I  live.  I  remember  every  day,  almost  every 
hour.  Yes  ;  the  next  day  I  was  to  go  out,  and 
again  I  had  to  dissemble,  and  contrive  to  make 
nurse  take  me  into  the  park.  I  ran  into  the  closet 
where  we  kept  our  hoops,  and  contrived  to  slip 
the  tin  soldier  into  my  pocket  again.  While  I 
was  there,  I  heard  nurse  calling  to  me. 

"'Yon  need  not  fetch  yoin*  hoop,  Miss  Jane; 
we  are  only  going  into  the  square.' 

"  I  clasped  my  hands  in  despair. 

"  '  Please,  please  take  us  into  the  park,'  and  I 
burst  into  a  violent  fit  of  crying. 

'"Dear  me,  I  think  that  child's  going  crazy. 
Well,  you  may  go  into  the  park,  I  don't  care.' 

'"Thank  you,'  I  said,  running  down  stairs,  for 
I  felt  ashamed  of  my  tears. 

.  "  Well,  into  the  park  we  went,  and  I  have  a 
distinct  recollection  of  running  about  and  talk- 
ing much  more  than  I  felt  alile  to  do,  for  fear  nurse 
Avoiild  not  go  home  by  the  streets.  However,  she 
made  no  objection,  and  I  soon  found  myself  in 
the  shop,  and  Mrs.  Mason  asking  me  if  I  was  well 
again,  before  I  had  at  all  made  up  my  mind  how 
I  could  get  rid  of  my  l)urden.  I  had  an  idea  that 
the  tin  soldiers  would  always  stand  on  the  coun- 
ter just  as  I  had  seen  them  before,  but  there  were" 
no  signs  of  them.  Sot  even  the  box  was  to  be 
seen.  I  looked  eagerly  around  the  shop :  there 
were  puzzles,  maps,  tea-sets,  and  dinner-sets,  but 
no  tin  soldiers.  What  could  I  do  V  I  knew  nurse 
would  not  stay  long,  and  I  grew  desperate. 

" '  Have  you  tin  soldiers  ?'  I  asked.  The  words 
came  out  almost  before  I  was  aware. 

'"Well  I  am  sure  I  don't  know.  We  had  a 
very  nice  lot,  very  pretty  ones  they  were,  with 
stands,  that  you  could  move  them  up  and  down 
just  like  the  real  army.  W^e  sold  some,  but  the 
best  that  stupid  girl  of  mine  has  spoilt,  and  I 
don't  know  Avhere  she  has  stowed  them  away.  I 
thought  you  saw  them.  Miss,  the  other  day  when 
you  was  here.' 

"  Good  Mrs.  Mason  was  a  wonderful  talker. 
*   [to  be  continued.] 
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MAESHAL  SAINT  AENAUD. 

[A  military  <)flBccr,  wiio,  to  the  sense  of  honor,  of 
whlcli  he  is  the  type,  joins  ii  deep  sense  of  religion, 
will  alwiiy.'}  and  everywhere  force  the  luhnirution 
of  men,  however  widely  they  may  differ  in  n:itn- 
ral  or  political  feeling.s.     For  us,  these  two  «;lo- 
ries,  of  manly  Courage  and  faith  hlended  in  the 
same  hero,  have  a  prestige  honierinj;  on  venera- 
tion;    we  can  conceive  nothing;  more  envialile, 
more  nohle;  a  Christian  hero  lias  always  been  our 
ideal  of  human  grandeur.     This  mu^t  account  for 
our  frequent  returns,  in  the  Ave  .M.vuia,  to  mili- 
tary celel)ritics  or  famous  names,  for  beautiful  man-  i 
Jy  deeds  of  virtue.     We  are  surprised  at  tlrst  sight, 
to   find    in  a  military  diameter,  whose  glorious 
achievements  have  ix-come  the  object  of  universal  i 
ajjplausi',  a  practical,  avowed,  and  even  a  pious  ' 
Catholic;  and  yet  it  is  perfectly  natural  for  a  man  } 
who  jX'rhaps  a  hundred  times  had  faced  death  on  | 
the  battle-field,  not  to  be  afraid  of  human  respect, 
that  terrible  bngl)earforordinary  men  o.'the  world. 
In  the  fascinating,  8:>ul  entrancing  life  of  Fath- 
er de  Kavignan,  we  tind  our  hi<ttt  iiliiil  of  a  mili- 
tary hero  portrayed  in  Marshal  Saint  Arnaud.  a 
translation  of  which  we  give  the  readers  of  the 
Ave  Mauia  :J 

Father  de  Ravignan  brought  from  Rome  a  rich 
present  for  a  warrior,  who  the  ensirvng  year,  was 
to>tlie  upon  the  enemy's  soil,  the  day  alter  a  victo- 
ry ;  it  was  a  precious  cameo  sent  by  the  Sovereign 
Pontitrto  3Iarshal  Saint  Arnaud.  ' 

Soiue  HKUiths  previous,  inj  intimite  friendship  \ 
had  l)een  established  between  the  Jesuit  and  the  | 
future  General  of  the  Orient. 

Chivalric  by  nature  and  of  an  adventurous  tem- 
perament, the  Marshal  had  run  a  thousand  risks, 
in  his  ambitious  dreams  of  fame  and  f»)rtune,  but 
when  Ik.'  had  attained  his  ideal  of  glory,  his  heart  \ 
was  not  full,  and  he  i>erccived  that  all  tl:e  gran- 
deur of  this  world  is  but  a  chimera;  to  this  great 
disenchantment  was  added  the  warning  of  liis  own 
deatlL  I 

While  ^[inister  of  War,  overwhelmed  with  the 
bussincss  and  distractions  of  his  office,  interiorly 
c<msuuie<l  by  a  painful  and  distressing  malady,  he 
suddenly  turned  to  Him  who  promises  a   better 
life,  and  who  has  ."-aid  :  "Come  unto  Me  all  ye  who 
are  weary  and  heavy  lM«len,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest."     The  Marshal  waft,  of  all  the  men  in  the  , 
world,  the  one  least  capable  of  making  a   hy]v)-  , 
critical  show  •)f  his  religion,  or  of  coucealing  his  ! 
faith  thriiugh  human  respect  ;  he  bdii-ved  entire- 
ly and   without   doubt.      Whenever  Father  de  I 


Ravignan  entered  the  Cabinet  of  the  Minister,  or 
whenever  the  latter  visite<l  the  cell  of  the  Relig- 
ious, it  was  openly  done,  and  the  n(»bU;  warrior 
boldly  professed  his  faith  in  the  camp  as  in  the 
court. 

It  has  elsewhere  been  sliown  that  all  natures  are 
made  for  religion,  an<l  by  it  alone  they  are  per- 
fected. Father  de  Ravignan  loved  the  rare  prob- 
ity, the  brns<]ue  fi*ankness  and  indomitable  energy 
of  this  soul  c  >nqu«'red  to  Christ.  A  regular  cor- 
corresp<mdence.  which  was  commenced  at  theof/ice 
of  the  Minister  of  War  in  Paris,  and  terminated 
at  his  head  quarters  under  the  walls  of  Sebasto- 
pol,  leaves  us  some  of  the  intimate  coinmunica- 
tions'which  took  placv  between  the  confessor  and 
his  penitent.  I  ])ossess  their  letters,  and  for  the 
glory  of  God  I  give  them  publicity,  in  order  that 
we  may  again  see  the  hearty  sympathy  always 
existing  between  the  priest  and  the  .soldier. 

I  find  a  series  of  letters,  dated  from  the  great 
Christian  epochs  of  the  year.  In  this  the  Mar- 
slial  always  took  the  lead  even  over  Father  de 
Ravignan  himself  In  <me  he  writes:  "To-morrow 
will  lie  Christmas,  and  the  distracting  affairs  of 
this  world  do  not  make  ine  forg^-t  my  duties  to- 
ward God;"  in  another  ])lace — "Notwithstanding 
my  tlesire  to  see  you,  I  have  been  unwilling  to 
disturb  your  nieditations,  imt  I  wish  to  remind 
you  that  you  have  been  so  good  as  to  promise  to 
hear  me  next  Sunday,"  (Pentecost.) 

The  Marshal  was  ever  pimctual  to  the  minute, 
made  hi^  confession  in  Father  de  Ravignau's 
chami)er, and  imniediitely  proceeded  to  thecliapel 
of  the  hcmse  where  he  heard  Mass  and  received 
Holy  Communion.  ^Ve  give  an  extract,  showing 
the  deep  feeling  of  his  heart  on  the  subject  of  his 
chang.;  of  life: 

"My  resolution  has  not  weakened;  I  daily  feel 
more  tlie  benefit  of  religion;  my  s<^ul  asccmls  to 
Go<l  to  thank  Ilim  with  fervor,  for  the  infinite 
grace  He  has  bestowe«l  upon  me.  But  in  the  tur- 
moil in  which  I  live,  in  the  midst  of  business  and 
worldly  distnu-tions,  I  have  not  sufficient  time  to 
give  to  mwlitation  antl  spiritual  reading.  I  have 
great  need  my  Father,  of  your  indulgence  and  of 
Goil's  mercy." 

By  order  of  his  Excellency  and  for  his  own  par- 
ticular use,  a  library  of  pious  bo«iks  chosen  by 
Father  de  Ravignan,  and  ii  chapel  attended  by  a 
chos<*n  chaplain,  were  established  at  the  residence 
of  the  Minister  of  War. 

Durii  g  the  preparation  for  that  war  in  the 
East,  which  the  Marshal,  as  heroic-  in  ilbiossa<  in 
health,  still  w  Uhed  to  direct  in  person.  Father  dj 
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Kavignan  called  his  attention  to  the  organization 
of  the  religious  service  in  the  expeditionary  army. 
This  is  the  beautiful  response  of  the  General-in- 
Chief:  "How  could  you  think  for  an  instant  that 
I  should  neglect  to  surround  the  brave  soldiers  of 
the  amiy  with  all  the  succors  and  all  the  consola- 
tions of  religion  ?  I  endeavor  to  render  our  sol- 
diers moral,  to  have  their  hearts  penetrated  with 
sentiments.  Religious  soldiers  would  be  the  first 
soldiers  of  the  world." 

Father  de  Ravignan  announced  to  him  in  the 
Fame  letter  his  own  immediate  return  from  Rome, 
[public  rumor  had  designated  him  as  the  succes- 
sor of  the  late  General  of  the  Jesuits,]  and  the 
magnificent  cameo  which  he  had  obtained  for  him 
from  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  "What  God  does  is 
well  done,"  replied  he  immediately,  "and  His  will 
is  never  manifested  except  justly.  I  cannot  tell 
you  how  happy  I  am  at  the  idea  of  receiving  again 
your  pious  counsels,  which  I  so  greatly  need.  I 
am  confused  at  the  goodnes  of  our  Holy  Father. 
I  pray  you  lay  my  profound  respects  at  the  feet  of 
his  Holiness,  and  tell  him  that  the  pious  souvenir 
which  he  destines  for  me,  shall  be  my  talisman, 
my  support,  and  my  strength  in  evil  hours.  I  will 
preserve  it  with  eternal  gratitude." 

At  length  the  signal  for  war  was  given.  The 
Marshal  well  knew  how,  at  each  of  his  stations, 
even  to  the  last,  for  him  so  glorious,  to  find  time 
to  think  of  God,  a)id  to  write  to  him  who  was  his 
guide  in  the  ways  of  Heaven. 

In  a  letter  dated  April  5th,  '54,  he  says :  "  I  go 
on  Monday,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  leave  Paris  and 
France,  with  once  again  enjoying  your  counsels, 
without  asking  your  prayens.  I  greatly  need  your 
prayers  to  God,  to  obtain  His  aid  in  the  great  en- 
terprise He  has  committed  to  my  charge,  and  from 
Him  alone  can  I  look  for  strength  to  discharge  it 
well.  Without  the  assistance  of  God  we  can  do 
nothing,  and  I  place  my  confidence  in  His  mercy, 
and  in  the  protection  He  accords  to  France.  I 
count  upon  spending  an  hour  with  you  before  my 
departure,  and  fulfilling  my  Christian  duties." 
The  25th  of  the  same  month,  embarking  at  Mar- 
seilles, he  again  writes  to  Father  de  Ravignan : 
"I  depart  with  the  fullest  confidence.  It  is  im- 
possiblQ  but  that  God  will,  protect  France  in  cir- 
cumstances so  grave,  so  solemn.  I  am  convinced 
that  every  one  will  do  his  duty,  and  even  more 
than  his  duty.  We  combat  in  a  just  cause.  Let 
us  hope,  then,  Rev.  Father,  and  give  us  your 
benediction," 

On  the  30th  of  June,  he  writes  from  Constan- 
tinople :  "In  four  days  I  leave  for  Varna,  where  I 
shall  establish  my  head-quarters,  and  where  the 
whole  army  will  be  assembled  by  the  5th  of  July. 
From  the  10th  to  the  15th,  I  shall  advance  upon 
the  Russians.  Pray  to  God,  my  Father,  that  He 
be  favorable  to  our  arms.  I  put  my  trust  in  Him, 
and  I  invoke  His  aid,  without  which  nothing  is 
possible  to  us.  He  has  already  given  me  a  great 
proof  of  His  goodness,  in  restoring  me  to  health. 
Now  that  He  may  protect  France,  I  will  daily 
pray.  Farewell ;  I  recommend  myself  to  your 
prayers." 

Finally,  one  last  bulletin,  «till  entire,  from  the 


Marshal's  hand,  is  dated,  "Hod  Quai-ters,  Old 
Fort,  Crimea,  18th  Sei)tcmber  ;"  I  transcribe  it : 

"Rev.  Father,  I  received  this  very  morning, 
your  good  letter,  dated  St.  Atheul,  Aug.  20th,  and 
delay  not  an  instant  in  thanking  you  for  your 
Christian  wishes  and  your  i)raycr8;  they  have 
been  graciously  heard  by  the  Most  High  !  Since 
the  14th,  I  landed  hapjnly  in  the  Crimea,  with 
the  whole  army  ;  it  is  suberb,  and  in  the  best  dis- 
positions. The  disembarkation  was  tflfected  amidst 
repeated  shouts  of  Y ive  V Emperevr ;  and  it  is  to 
this  same  shout  that  to-morrow  we  shall  break 
the  Russian  columns  which  await  us  at  Alma,  and 
which  shall  not  prevent  me  from  establishing  my- 
self under  Sebastopol  by  the  22d  or  23d,  at  latest. 
I  press  o])erations  as  nmeh  as  possible,  for  my 
health  is  failing  rapidly,  and  I  pray  God  to  give 
me  strength  to  the  end.  As  soon  as  I  shall  have 
planted  the  French  flag  ujion  Sebastopol,  I  shall 
ask  of  France  to  accept  my  resignation,  for  com- 
plete repose  has  become  indispensible  to  me. 
Adieu,  Rev.  Father;  pray  for  us,  and  believe  me 
yours,  with  respectful  affection." 

The  next  day,  the  Marshal,  already  suffering 
with  poignant  and  mortal  pains,  marched  against 
the  Russians,  overthrew  them,  and  the  day  after 
passed  from  the  battle-field  to  his  bed  to  die  like 
a  Christian, — and  had  he  not  lived  long  enough? 
Religion  and  glory  as^<isted  him  at  his  last  hoUr. 
The  Black  Sea,  which  but  a  little  while  before 
had  borne  on  its  breast  quite  another  array,  now 
buoyed  on  its  waves  a  vessel  that  carried  to  their 
repose,  the  remains  of  the  conqueror  of  Alma, 
while  his  country  prepared  for  him  a  funeral 
triumph. 

Fatlier  de  Ravignan,  oppresed  by  these  sad  tid- 
ings as  by  the  news  of  a  disaster,  wi"ote  to  the  sor- 
rowing wife,  who  went  herself  to  accompany  the 
sad  convoy  across  the  seas.  May  this  letter  so 
consoling  iind  so  glorious  to  the  memory  of  the 
General  who  died  a  Christian  hero,  stand  in  this 
history  as  a  monument  raised  by  the  friendship  of 
the  priest  to  the  religion  of  the  warrior  : 

"  Madame  La  Mar6chalc :  The  regrets  and  the 
tears  of  the  army  and  of  France  mingle  with 
yours.  Will  you  permit  me  to  unite  to  these  the 
respectful  homage  of  my  sorrow  and  my  sympa- 
thy? Let  others  speak  of  the  firm  and  generous 
character,  of  the  courage  and  military  genius,  of 
the  astonishing  energy  of  the  Marshal,  1,  Madame, 
prefer  at  this  moment  to  recall  only  the  purest 
portion  of  his  glory,  and  which  was,  afYer  God, 
your  work — he  was  a  Christian.  Amid.st  the 
intensity  of  your  grief,  and  under  the  weight  of 
that  irreparable  loss,  you  may,  and  you  should 
console  yourself  with  the  thought  that  it  was 
your  prayers  and  your  example  that  led  his  great 
soul  to  the  open  profession  of  religion,  and  to  the 
accomplishment  of  all  the  duties  it  imposes.  You 
know  with  what  chivalric  fidelity  he  came  to  re- 
ceive the  Bread  of  the  Strong  before  his  departure 
from  Paris.  He  wrote  me  from  Marseilles,  outhe 
eve  of  his  embarkation,  that  he  relied  with  confi- 
dence on  the  assistance  of  God,  Avithout  which 
we  can  do  nothing.  , 

"  His  malady  weighed  bim  down  with  suffer- 
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iufi*,  ami  iiccnmpani(?<i  bini  tlinmglinut  his  admi- 
mldtf  I'literprisc.  (jo«1  desired  for  him  u  double 
triumph  ;  tlic  victory  of  our  tinuH  and  tlic  deatli 
of  H  Christian  hen»  minglud,  so  to  s|)cak,  in  hi-* 
glory.  Uoposp,  Madam,  in  this  tliougiit :  this  soul 
has  left  you  hut  for  a  time.  You  Imve  given  it  to 
G<hI.  Mo  arpt'pts  it  and  assumes  it  to  Himself, 
prepared  and  sanctified  by  your  pious  inllunces. 
You  will  n>ett  it  again,  one  day  ;  it  has  but  pre- 
ceded you  in  the  way  you  have  oj)ened  to  it.  ili-s 
sentiments  of  faith  and  of  Christian  ho]>c  aro 
yours,  and  they  will  sustain  you;  they  will  con- 
duct you  to  the  end." 

"But  I  know  well  your  bereiA'cment  weighs 
you  down  ;  it  seems  as  if  nothing  could  alleviate 
it.  Pardon  me  for  having  dared  to  speak  to  you 
of  it.  You  will  surely  comprehend  the  want  of 
my  heart :  I  weej)  the  deatli  of  a  friend.  I  must 
siK'ak  to  you  of  it,  and  at  the  same  time  remind 
you  of  what  you  already  know  well,  that  God  is 
the  refuge  and  support  of  afflic;ted  souls.  My 
prayere  and  my  regrets  follow  the  beloved  remains 
of  the  Marshal.  As  soon  an  I  shall  heAr  of  your 
return,  I  -.vill  hasten  to  bear  to  you  my  profound 
and  sorrowful  respects;  deign  to  receive  them, 
3Iadaine  la  MarCchale,  with  the  expression  of  my 
most  unalterable  attachment." 

The  ^larshal,  in  whom  lived  again  the  valor 
and  the  faith  of  the  Bayards,  of  the  Turennes  and 
of  the  Condcs,  had  by  his  words  and  his  example 
powerfully  contributed  to  awaken  in  our  army  a 
sjjirit  of  Chri.xtianit}'  and  of  chivalric  generosity, 
which  rejoiced  Catholic  France  and  a.stonished 
Europe — accustomed  in  the  camp  to  other  manners, 
since  the  conquests  of  the  republic — born  of  the 
age  of  Voltaire.  The  image  of  the  Virgin  had 
been  enshrined  upon  the  flag-ship  of  tlie  fleet 
which  had  conveyed  into  the  East  the  .sons  of  the 
ancient  Crusaders;  her  medal  and  the  scapular 
decorated  the  breasts  of  those  bfjive  men  who 
marched  to  the  combat,  blessed  l)y  the  priests  of 
the  same  God  whose  temples,  their  fathers,  sixty 
years  before,  had  everywhere  destroyed  and  whose 
altars  they  had  profaned. 
o 

A  Cure  for  Detraction. 


A  woman  one  day  presented  herself  at  the  tri- 
bunal of  penance,  accusing  herself  to  the  holy 
Saint  Phillip  Neri  of  the  sin  of  detniction.  "Is 
the  sin  habitual  to  you?"  asked  the  Saint.  "Oh  ! 
yes,  indeed,  Father,"  the  penitent  repUed.  The 
Saint,  perceiving  by  this  frank,  avowal  that  his 
penitent  sinned  more  through  heedlessness  than 
malice,  resolved -to  make  her  feel  the  evil  conse- 
quences of  a  fault,  which  she  committed  with 
such  facility  and  want  of  thought.  What  was  his 
method?  It  \^as  a  good  one,  and  we  will  produce 
it  for  the  benefit  ot  others.  Many  sins  are  com- 
mon in  the  world  because  we  commit  them  with- 
out reflection  and  in.  a  few  moments,  while  to 
repair  their  evil  consequence  years  would  not  suf- 
fice. What  then  did  St.  Philip  do?  Head  and 
pn)fit  by  the  lesson.  "  My  dear  child,"  said  he  to 
the  kneeling  penitent,  "you  accuse  yourself  of  a 
very  serious  fault,  but  by  the  grace  of  God, 
prayer  and  a  strong  will,  I  doubt  not  that  you  will 


overcome  it.  And  now,  my  child,  here  i»  the  pen- 
ance I  impose  upon  you  :  Go  to  the  nearest  mar- 
ket i)lace  and  buy  a  fowl  which  has  lately  been 
killed,  but  which  is  not  yet  plucked.  Walk  some 
distance  outside  of  the  city,  changing  your  direc- 
tion l)y  times;  hold  the  fowl  in  your  hand,  and 
pluck  it  as  you  proceed;  then,  your  walk  finished 
and  your  fowl  plucked,  return  to  me,  and  tell  me 
how  you  have  i)erformcd  the  penance,  which,  in 
the  name  of  God,  I,  as  His  jurist,  impose  upon 
you." 

It  would  be  impossible  to  depict  the  surprise  of 
the  person  so  singularly  punished  by  a  holy  Relig- 
ious, who  would  surely  not  jest  in  the  very  exercise 
of  his  office  as  confessor!  "  1  will  obey  you,  father." 

She  went  to  the  market,  and  buying  the  fowl, 
went  along,  plucking  it,  as  she  had  l)een  ordered. 
Then  she  returned  to  her  confessor,  anxious  .to  ac- 
quaint him  with  her  faithful  performance  of  the 
singular  action.  "Ah,  well,"  said  he,  "you  have 
complied  with  the.//r«t  part  of  your  penance,  now 
here  is  the  second  !  Accomplish  it  and  you  will  be 
cured !  Go  along  the  very  roads  you  recently 
passed  through,  and  pick  up,  one  by  one,  the 
feathers  you  have  just  taken  off  the  fowl !"  "But 
that  would  be  imi)ossible,"  cried  the  poqj  woman, 
at  the  higlit  of  distress.  "I  threw  them  in  every 
direction,  and  the  wind  carried  them  still  farther 
away.  Father,  can  you  expect  me  to  find  them 
now?"  "  Well,  my  child,"  replied  the  gixni  Re- 
ligious, "  Words  of  detraction  are  those  feathers, 
which  you  declare  impossible  to  gather  up,  as  the 
wind  has  carried  them  off.  Your  destroying  words 
have  gone  in  every  direction  ;  collect  them  if  you 
can  !     Go  and  sin  no  more." 

Ilistoiy  does  not  inform  us  whether  the  good 
woman  renounced  her  fault,  Init  it  is  probable. 
At  all  events,  it  is  a  lesson,  which  requires  ti»aint 
to  impart,  but  a  fool  to  derive  no  advantage 
therefrom. 


Saint  Elizabeth,  Queen  of  Portugal— July  8. 

Pure,  meek,  with  soul  serene, 
Sweeter  to  her  it  was  to  serve  unseen 
Her  God,  than  reign  a  queen. 

Now  far  above  our  sight, 

Enthroned  upon  the  azure  star-paved  hight. 

She  reigns  in  realms  of  light ; 

So  long  as  time  shall  flow. 

Teaching  to  all  who  sit  on  thrones  below. 

The  good  that  power  can  do. 

Riches  and  regal  throne,  for  Christ's  dear  sake, 
Blest  Saint,  thou  didst  despise ; 

Amid  the  Angels  seated  now  in  bliss. 
Oh,  help  us  from  the  skies !     * 

Guide  us,  and  fill  our  days  with  perfume  sweet 

Of  loving  word  and  deed ;  ^ 
So  teaches  us  thy  tender  charity 

By  fragrant  roses  hid. 

O  charity  f  what  power  is  thine !  by  thee 

Alwve  the  stars  we  soar; 
Praise  to  the  Father,  Son  and  Spint  be, 

Henceforth  for  evermore. 
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THE  SCAPULAE. 

On  the  sixteenth  of  July  the  Church  celebrates 
the  Feast  of  Our  La<ly  of  Blount  Carmel.  If  we 
go  liack  into  the  old  traditions  of  the  Order  of 
Mount  Carmel,  we  are  led  to  far  distant  ages  for 
the  date  of  its  foundation,  even  to  the  time  when 
the  Prophet  Elias  dwelt  on  Mount  Cariuel  with 
the  "sons  of  the  prophets." 

It  is  not  of  the  Older  we  intend  to  speak,  Init 
rather  of  one  of  the  fruits  of  its  saintly  spirit — of 
the  ScAipiihtr. 

Of  all  the  various  confraternities  which  have 
arisen  in  the  Church,  none  have  spread  so  widely 
as  this  ancient  one.  The  title  of  Our  Lady  of 
Mount  Carmel  is  cheri.shed  by  every  Catholic 
heart.  This  is  why  we  come,  a  As^eck  in  advance 
of  the  Festival,  to  remind  the  readers  of  the  x\vi-: 
Maria  of  its  approach,  in  order  to  increase  their 
confidence  in  tlie  Scapular,  to  incite  their  love  for 
their  beautiful  livery  of  Mount  Carmel,  and  to 
urge  all  to  use  their  inlluence  in  propagating  this 
saljjtary  devotion. 

We  have  authentic  proofs  of  the  protection 
thrown  around  those  who  wore  the  Scapular  dur- 
ing the  horrors  of  our  late  civil  war — one  instance 
in  particular,  connected  with  a  most  gallant  and 
distinguished  ofiicer,  which  we  shall  take  a  pleas- 
ure in  giving  to  our  r<  aders  in  our  next  numl)er. 
We  would  cite  it  to-day,  but  we  wish  it  to  have 
the  full  weight  of  the  noble(!lficer'snameattached, 
•which  we  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  use,  without 
first  consulting  him  on  the  subject. 

In  the  mean  time  we  will  speak  of  the  devotion 
itself  and  its  many  advantages.  The  word  scap- 
ular signifies  a  garment  worn  upon  the  shouldei"s. 
Now,  as  it  is  considered  a  mark  of  rank  by  men 
to  have  attendants  wearing  their  livery,  so  does 
the  Blessed  Virgin  like  to  see  her  servants  wear 
her  Scapular — it  is  the  royal  livery  of  the  family 
of  the  Mother  of  God,  and  is  worn  as  a  mark  of 
our  fealty  to  the  Queen  of  Heaven. 

Mary  presents  it  to  us  as  a  sign  of  her  adoption 
and  as  a  pledge  of  her  assistance,  and  a  promise 
of  eternal  salvation.  Some  few  persons  may  not 
understand  this  language,  and  they  may  be  tempted 
to  reject  the  devotion,  either  from  want  of  confi- 
dence in  practices  of  piety,  oi- from  some  prejudice 
against  the  Scapular.  But  it  would  be  sad  if  they 
listened  to  such  suggestions,  as  they  would  there- 
by be  deprived  of  the  many  precious  graces  whidi 
the  Mother  of  Mercy  bestows  on  ber  devoted 
children. 

This  devotion  is  also  most  useful  and  salutary, 
since  it  induces  the  faithful  to  honor  the  ]\Iother 
of  God,  to  imitale  her  virtues,  to  frequent  the 
Sacraments  and  to  unite  in  the  performance  of 
good  worka  It  may  be  objected  that  such  an  in- 
significant article  as  two  brown  pieces  of  cloth, 
attached  Ijy  two  strings,  cannot  be  of  any  practical 
service  ;  but  the  Apostle  tells  us  that  "The  weak 
things  of  the  world  hath  God  chosen  that  lie  may 
confound  the  strong."  He  that  made  use  of  the 
wca\  element  of  water  to  wash  us  from  the  deep 
stain  of  sin  in  w  hich  we  were  born,  also  makes 
use  of  the  Scapular,  weak  as  it  is  in  itself,  to  keep 
our  souls  in  His  grace  or  to  avert  danger  from 


soul  or  body.  This  devotion  was  instituted  to- 
ward the  middle  of  the  thirteenth  century,  by 
Saint  Simon  Stock,  and  as  it  was  in  some  measure 
the  fruits  of  his  ])rayers,  we  will  give  a  synopsis 
of  his  saintly  life. 

He  was  l)orn  in  England,  and  from  his  earliest 
years  was  a  model  of  piety  and  virtue;  at  the  age 
of  twelve  he  retired  into  a  solitude,  w  here  his  food 
was  only  herbs  and  roots,  with  water  from  a 
brook  to  quench  his  tliurst. 

The  hollow  of  an  old  tree  served  him  as  an  ora- 
tory, a  bed  and  a  cell.  Prayer  was  his  sole  occu- 
pation, and  the  Mother  of  God,  to  wh(nn  he  was 
tenderly  devoted,  favored  him  with  ])articular 
graces.  After  he  had  spent  thirty  years  in  this 
solitude,  he  learned  Ihat  .some  monks  of  Mount 
Carmel  had  con>e  from  Syria  into  England,  and 
the  Holy  Virgin  having  revealed  to  him  how  dear 
that  Order  was  to  her,  and  how  much  she  wished 
him  to  enter  it,  lie  went  and  cast  himself  at  the  feet 
of  those  Fathers,  who  immediately  received  him. 

Nothing  could  surpass  his  fervor  ;  'his  life  was 
more  angelical  than  human.  The  numeroBs  con- 
versions which  lollowed  his  sermons  were  not  less 
wonderful  tlian  tl)e  extraordinary  and  frequent 
miracles  which  were  worked  by  this  servant  of 
God.  On  being  made  Superior  General  of  Mount 
Carmel,  he  zealously  hi!)ored  to  promote  in  his 
Order  an  ardent  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary,  in  which  he  perfectly  succeeded.  From 
that  period  he  might  well  claim  her  special  pro- 
tection, and  he  earnestly  desired  to  have  some  sen- 
sible mark  of  it ;  so  for  a  long  time  he  begged 
her  to  bestow  on  him  son\e  pledge  of  her  favor. 

After  many  years  this  good  Mother  granted  his 
request.  She  appeared  t'^  him,  surrounded  by  a 
great  number  of  blessed  spirits,  and  holding  a 
Scapular  in  her  hand — "My  beloved  son,  "she  said 
to  him,  "receive  this  Scapular  as  a  livery  of  my 
C(mfraternity ;  it  shall  be  a  mark  of  pedestinatiou, 
a  safeguard  in  danger,  a  ])ledge  of  peace  and  eter- 
nal alliance.  "Whoever  shall  be  so  happy  as  to 
die  wearing  this  garment,  shall,  not  suffer  in  the 
eternal  flames  of  hell."  This  vision  occurred  on 
the  IGth  of  July,  1251.  Since  then,  nations  and 
kings,  the  faithful  of  all  ranks  have  enrolled 
themselves  in  the  Confraternity  of  Mount  CaiiBel. 

About  fifty  years  after  the  death  of  Saint  Simon 
Stock,  the  Blessed  Virgin  made  a  second  promise 
to  Pope  John  XXII  in  favor  of  the  Scapular. 

One  day,  as  he  had  as  usual  risen  very  early  to 
pour  fortli  his  soul  in  prayer,  the  Queen  of  Heaven 
ajjpeared  to  him,  surrounded  by  a  supernatural 
light,  and  said  : 

"John,  Vicar  of  my  Son,  it  is  to  me  you  are  in- 
debted for  your  exaltation  to  the  dignity  which 
you  enjoy,  in  consequence  of  my  golicitations  in 
your  behalf  with  my  Divine  Son,  and  as  I  have 
delivered  you  from  the  snares  of  your  enemies,  so 
do  I  expect  you  to  give  ample  and  favorable  con- 
firmation of  the  lioly  Carmelite  Order.  *  *  * 
And  if  among  the  Religious  or  Brethren  of  the 
Confraternity  who  depart  out  of  this  life,  there 
shall  be  any  who  for  their  sins  ha\^  lK*en  cast 
into  Purgatory — I,  their  glorious  ^Mother,  will 
descend,  on  the  Saturday  after  their  death — I  will 
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<1<  livcp  those  wlioni  I  slnill  find  in  I'lirpatory.  luid 
lukr  tliiiii  iij)  to  llie  holy  nioiintiiin  ot"  rti-rniil 
litV."  Tlie  proniulpition  of  this  is  pjillcd  the 
SaMintine  Hull.  »inii  the  ('iirmt'litcs  inake  h  roni- 
nK-inonition  of  it.  in  the  le-*ons  of  the  lOth  of 
Jn!y.  'IhiTe  an*  nlfo  a  grc-jit  niimlior  of  jjinrcs 
and  atlvitntn<;('S  ntt:iclii-d  to  the  J^ciipuhir,  which 
we  hire  give:  First,  those  who  wear  it  partiike 
in  i\  nioie  speeiid  niiiniier  tlian  the  rest  oftlie 
faithful  of  all  the  spiritual  and  n;eritorioiis  works 
■which  are  jx-rfornied  in  the  universal  C'hurfh  ; 
and,  nion.'over,  they  are  bharcrs  in  all  the  merits 
of  tlie  whole  Order  of  .Mount  Carniel,  as  well  as 
those  of  the  Confraternity  of  the  !?'capnljir.  More- 
over, Sixtus  IV  granted"  to  the  UKnibers  of  the 
8oipidarall  theprivilcpts. and  indulj^cnees,  {rraces 
and  favors  which  are gninted  the  cord  of  ^t.  Fran- 
cis, the  Rosary,  or  to  any  other  Confraternity. 

Secondly,  the  menibcra  arc  under  the  special 
protection  of  the  IJlessed  Virgin;  for  as  they 
openly  jjrofess  their  ali«giance  to  their  Divine 
Jlistress,  Ijy  wearing  her  iivery,  she  is.  as  it  were, 
'obligi  d  to  assist  and  favor  theni  on  all  occasions 
in  wiiich  they  stand  in  need  of  her  protection. 
Father  Colombiere  says  ;  "  Who  can  deny  that  of 
all  the  practices  of  i)ictj',  there  is  none  which 
obliges  us  to  so  nuich  assiduity  as  this ;  for  as  the 
other  devotions  to  the  IMesseil  Virgin  occupy  only 
a  certain  space  of  time,  there  mu.st  be  days,  or  at 
least  hours  when  the  clients  of  Mary  cannot  be 
distinguished  from  tiiose  who  are  not  devoted  to 
lier;  whereas,  a  mendjcr  of  the  Holy  Scapular 
wears  the  glorious  bailge  of  her  servitude,  at  all 
times  and  in  all  placrs." 

Thirdly,  the  benefits  of  indulgences  attached 
to  the  yca|)ular.     A  plenary  indulgence — 

1.  On  the  day  of  admission. 

2.  On  the  fta'.st  of  Mount  Carmel,  16th  of  July, 
or  any  day  of  tiie  Octave. 

3.  On  any  day  when  assisting  at  a'^iroccssion  in 
honor  of  the  liiessetl  Virgin  Mary. 

4.  At  the  hour  of  death,  for  those  who  devoutly 
pronounce,  or  at  least  say  in  their  hearts  the  Holy 
Name  of  Jesus. 

5.  Ecery  time  tJuit  other  C'oiif rat  emit  uh  hove  a 
plenary  indulgence.     (Si.\tus  IV  and  Clement  VII.) 

6.  On  all  the  festivals  of  Our  Lord,  ard  those 
of  the  Blesstd  Virgin  and  the  twelve  Apostles. 

7.  Besides  the  above  indulgences,  all  who  wear 
the  scapular  may  gain  a  plenary  indulgence  on 
any  two  days  of  their  option,  in  every  week. 

To  obtain  these  indulgences  the  members  must 
be  in  a  state  of  grace  and  receive  the  Sacraments 
of  Penance  and  Holy  Eucharist. 

The  Holy  Virgin,  in  giving  the  Scapular  to  St. 
Simon  Stock,  made  him  a  most  touching  promise. 
She  put  no  bounds  to  the  ontidence  of  those  who  I 
fchould  wear  her  habit.  In  the  engagement  she  ; 
made  to  protict  them  there  is  no  condition, — her 
•words  are  precise:  "  Whoecer  shall  die  ve^tring  this 
fmbit  ithall  not  Ki'Jf'er  eternal  Jire."  Do  you  then 
believe  that  nil  who  die  wearing  the  Scapular 
will  iHf  j)reserved  from  eternal  daminition?  This 
is  a  pious  belief,  anil  there  is  nothing  absurd  in 
it,  8inc<',  according  to  Saint  Peter  Damian  all  the 
mercict  of  tlie  Lord  are  in  tiie  /ut/idt  of  Mary. 


Another  objection  may  Iw  raided,  that  our  Lord 
Ilim-elf  teaches  us  that  the  oidy  nuaufl  of  s:drn- 
tion  left  the  sinmr  is  |M-naiice.  and  if  the  impious 
nian  die  in  his  sins,  although  he  beclothtd  in  the 
haliit  of  .Mary,  still  he  will  not  be  save/l,  since 
nolhieg  ilelilcd  ran  enter  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 
We  niiglit  answer  this  quotion  by  citing  well 
authentioited  examples  to  prove  that  3Iaiy  has 
often,  on  account  of  the  Scapular,  retain<«l  unre- 
pentant souls  in  their  wounde<l  anil  blee<]ing 
bodies,  in  older  to  give  them  time  to  reconcile 
,  them.selves  with  God. 

But  should  any  one  trust  to  such  remarkable  cx- 
amphs,  without  cariig  to  change  his  life  and  ai>an- 
\  don  sin,  he  would  indeed  be  guilty  of  tlie  greatest 
sin;  for  let  no  one  Hatter  hinis<lf  with  tlie  hoi)e 
of^  j)assing  from  a  life  of  crime  ai.d  e.\c«  ss  to  the 
life  of  the  bles.sed  by  any  other  way  than  the  way 
of  penanc:-;  but  upon  this  way  the  Mother  of 
Go(l  well  knows  how  to  conduct  "the  sinner,  not- 
withstanding the  many  obstacles.  ^Vhen  he 
least  expects  it  she  will  s<-nd  into  his  soul  a  ray 
of  supernatural  light,  which  will  give  him  to  un- 
derstand his  error,  and  show  him  the  terrible  mis- 
fortune of  a  soul  that  is  ai)horre<l  by  Go<l ;  and 
he  on  his  part,  will  be  astonished  to  tir.d  only 
sweetness  and  delight  in  th.it  which  was,  to  him, 
.so  bitter  and  irksome  before;  then  will  he  feel 
his  heart  filled  with  horror  and  di>giist  ibr  those 
things  which  he  formerly  loved,  and  from  which 
he  never  before  could  tear  himsilf 

But  some  one  may  siy  :  "  If  the  sinner,  notw  ifh- 
standing  should  still  continue  to  persevere  in  hia 
sinful  life;  if  he  close  his  eyes  to  every  light;  in 
ft  word,  if  he  die  in  this  state,  then  he  will  die  in 
his  sins,  for  Saint  Augustin  says:  'Even  God  Him- 
self will  not  force  the  will  of  him  who  is  deter- 
udntd  to  j)Iunge  himself  into  destruction.'"  Yes, 
undoubtedly  he  will  die  in  his  sins,  but  in  all  prob- 
aiiility  not  with  the  holy  Scapular.  Something 
will  happen  to  him  similar  to  that  which  hap- 
penetl  to  a  certain  wonuin  whose  hi>tory  we  know. 
This  ixKir  creature  having  fallen  into  a  life  of 
sin,  in  despair  resolved  to  take  away  her  own  life. 
Several  times  she  attempted,  but  in  vain  to 
drown  herself  The  last  time  she  made  the  at- 
tempt, a  boatnnm,  who  sjiw  her  struggling  in  the 
w  ater,  hastened  to  her  a.ssitance,  ami  ji.s  he  nearcd 
her,  he  saw  her  suddenly  take  from  her  neck  some- 
thing which  she  cast  from  her,  and  almo.-«t  instan- 
taneously she  sank  in  the  stream  and  was  drowned, 
in  spite  «»f  all  his  eudeavors  to  save  her.  He  .saw 
what  she  had  thrown  from  her  floating  on  the 
water,  and  picking  it  up,  found  it  to  be  a  Scapu- 
lar: and  she,  poor  creature,  died  in  her  sins — died 
committing  the  gre«test  crime  of  which  any  j)er- 
.'■on  can  be  guily,  but  she  died  not  until  she  had 
first  laid  aside  the  Scapular  of  3Iary,  the  badge 
of  salvation,  with  uhieh  "  wh«»s<K'ver  dies  shall 
not  endure  the  eternal  flames  of  hell." 
When  my  eyes  are  slowly  closing. 

And  I  fade  fmm  earth  away. 
And  when  death,  the  stern  de.-troyer, 

Claims  my  body  as  his  prey — 
Claim  my  soul,  oh  then,  sweit  Mother! 
tjra  pro  vie  ! 


134r 


AVE    MARIA 


THE  MUSICIAN^  BEEVIAEY. 

In  one  of  the  beautiful  works  which  the  Mariast 
Father  Iliigciit,  has  pul>lishe(l  in  honor  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  we  find  the  following  iutercoting 
incident : 

Gluck,  one  of  the  greatest  artists  of  whom  Ger- 
many boasts,  the  celebrated  composer  and  music- 
master  of  Marie  Antoinette,  had  the  most  tender 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  at  the  hight 
of  his  immense  fame  he. loved  to  acknowledge 
that  to  Mary,  after  God,  he  owed  its  origin,  its 
progress  and  its  consummation. 

His  parents  were  poor,  i)Ut  honest  and  fervent 
Catholics.  His  brilliant  success  might  have  in- 
toxicated him,  and  even  seduced  him  from  his 
faith,  placed  as  he  was  in  the  midst  of  a  society 
infected  with  the  intidel  philosophy  of  the  last 
century ;  and  he  owed  to  a  providential  circuni- 
stance  his  penseverance  in  the  faith  of  his  family. 

Like  most  of  the  great  musicians,  Gluck  com- 
menced to  learn  his  art  under  the  Gothic  arches 
of  an  ancient  church,  such  as  are  so  numerous  in 
Germany,  and  which  have  sheltered  so  many  holy 
souls.  The  voice  of  the  young  chorister  was  l)oau- 
tiful  beyond  expression;  its  silvery  notes  echoed 
through  the  vaulted  dome,  and  the  number  of  as- 
sistants at  the  divine  office  was  greatly  augmented 
whenever  it  was  known  that  little  Christopher 
was  to  sing  a  'inoltit. 

"Xothiiig  is  better  calculated,"  one  of  his  bi- 
ographers has  well  remarked,  "to  develop  the  re- 
ligious sentiment  in  an  ardent  soul  than  the  exer- 
cise of  the  nuisical  art,  under  the  shadow  of  the 
sanctuary,"  and  how  many  times  did  the  boy 
Gluck  shed  sweet  tears  of  emotion  while  the  organ 
was  iilling.the  vaulted  temple  with  its  grand  and 
solemn  jnelody  and  the  sun  was  pouring  its  last 
golden  rays  through  the  windows,  whose  tliousand 
colors  blazed  with  a  pure  and  ladiant  light. 

One  day,  as  Gluck  left  the  choir,  after  hciving 
admirably  sung  a  inottt  of  Clare's,  he  was  acco.sted 
by  a  poor  monk,  who,  his  eyes  still  wet  with  tears 
pressed  him  to  his  bosom,  and  congratulated  him 
on  his  wonderful  and  heavenly  talent. 

"Alas,  my  little  friend,  I  have  nothing  to  give 
you  as  a  token  of  my  delight,"  said  the  monk, 
"notliing  save  this  rosary.  But  keep  it  in  mem- 
ory of  Brother  Anselm ;  and,  above  all,  promise 
me  to  recite  it  every  evening  in  honor  of  the  Holy 
Mother  of  God.  This  i^ractise  will  bring  you 
happiness,  my  young  friend ;  nay,  I  have  the  pre- 
sentiment that  if  you  are  faithful  to  it.  Heaven 
will  bless  your  endeavors,  you  will  become  great 
before  men  in  this  world,  and  worthy  to  join  one 
day  the  celestial  choirs  aljove." 

Chri-stopher,  at  once  surprised  and  aflfected  by 
the  words  of  the  monk,  took  the  rosary  respect- 
fully, and  promised  to  recite  it  every  day  of  his 
life.  When  he  reached  the  age  of  fifteen,  young 
Gluck  had  given  such  precocious  proofs  of  a  rare 
prudence  and  virtue,  that  his  father,  who  had  a 
numerous  family  depending  upon  him,  oflered  tmt 
little  opposition  to  the  project  which  Christopher 
had  formed,  of  going  to  Rome  to  continue  his  mu- 
sical studies  in  that  city.  But  how  was  he  to 
carry  out  his  design  ?     How  could  he,  alone  and 


without  aid,  travel  from  Vienna  to  Rome,  desti- 
tute as  he  was  of  all  resource? 

However,  he  was  not  disheartened,  and  the  fu- 
ture protege  of  two  earthly  queens,  of  two  Marys 
— Marie  '1  herese  and  Marie  Antoinette — tilled 
with  contidence  in  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  recited 
with  only  more  devotion  the  angelical  salutation 
and  the  poor  l>ut  precious  rosary  of  Brother 
Anselm. 

One  evening,  as  Chi'ij'toi)hcr,  according  to  his 
custom,  had  just  recited  his  beiid.s,  a  "knock  was 
heard  at  the  door  of  his  parent's  dwelling.  It 
was  the  Chai)el-master  of  St.  Stephen's  of  Vienna, 
who,  having  been  commissioned  to  go  to  Italy  for 
the  purpose  of  making  a  collection  of  the  works 
of  Palestrina,  had  come,  on  the  part  of  the  Arch- 
bishop, to  the  father  of  Christopher,  to  engage  the 
latter  as  his  secretary. 

Imagine  Christopher's  joy  and  gratitude  to 
Mary !  During  the  twenty  years  he  passed  in 
Italy,  ever  faithful  to  the  promise  he  made  to 
Brother  Anselm,  he  failed  not  a  single  day  to  re- 
cite his  beads — sacred  talisman  which  more  than 
once  protected  him  efficaciously. 

On  his  return  to  Vienna  and  afterward,  when 
loaded  with  honors  at  the  court  of  France,  he 
would  tear  him-felf  from  the  sweets  of  a  luxurious 
ease,  or  of  an  interesting  conversation,  and  retire 
to  some  quiet  spot,  there  to  recite  the  rosary,  whicli 
he  used  to  call  his  "  musician's  breviary." 

In  such  beatiful  religious  dispositions,  Gluck 
passed  his  entire  life ;  and  on  the  day  when,  struck 
with  apoplexy,  he  rendered  back  his  noble  soul 
to  God,  his  hand,  w  hich  had  just  written  a  mag- 
nificent De  Profundis,  still  held  the  well  worn 
rosary  of  Brother  Anselm. 

Who  knows  what  has  become  of  those  humble 
wooden  beads'?  It  would  be  a  touching  souvenir 
to  preserve  among  us,  in  this  age  of  indiiference, 
wl:\en  art  is  dying  out,  along  with  faith,  its  first 
and  only  source. 

But  if  Gluck's  breviary,"  that  which  he  never 
parted  with,  exists  no  longer,  thank  God  the  de- 
votion to  Mary  survives.  And  it  is  through  this, 
that  artists,  if  they  wish  for  success,  should  again 
seek  a  little  of  the  genius  of  those  great  servants 
of  the  Queen  of  Heaven  ;  it  is  at  the  foot  of  the  al- 
tars of  the  Mother  of  God  that  they  will  find  again* 
the  spark  of  that  true  inspiration  which  imparts 
to  every  w  ork  it  touches  a  character  of -immortal 
beauty. 

Letter  of  Eecommenclation  of  the  Eight  Eev.  M. 
Domenec,  Bishop  of  Pittsburg. 

PiTTSBUKG,  June  24,  1865. 
P'f?7/  Rev.  Dear  Sir :  Our  Holy  Father,  in  his 
late  Encylical  Letter,  asserts  that  the  enemies  of 
our  holy  religion  spread  impious  doctrines,  by  the 
means  of  pestilent  books,  pamphlets  and  journals. 
A  most  efficacious  antidote  against  this  poison  is 
the  circulation  of  truly  religious  journals.  I  hail, 
then,  with  joy  the  Ave  Makia.  J'rom  such  a 
Catholic  paper,  under  the  auspices  of  the  Immac- 
ulate Mary,  who  is  the  Protectress  of  America,  and 
who  has  destroyed  all  heresies  thit)ughout  the 
world,  much  good  is  to  be  hoped  for. 

M.  Domenec,  Bisliop  of  Pittsburg. 
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The  Death  of^t.  Joseph. 

A  simple  print  friHii  liniid  of  high  renown 

t'lKin  tny  low  W'iVa  bend  looks  etilnily  down  ; — 

The  rutriurch  Joseph,  I'os^ter  lather  mild 

Of  Nazareth's  Virgin-Mother's  heavenly   Child. 

His  dying  head  prcsw-d  close  iigninst  the  knee 

Of  the  Incarnate  Json  and  Ueity  ; 

The  Virgin  Mother  kneeling  gently  near, 

Dissolveil  in  prayer,  in  that  ciiaste  eye  a  tear: — 

Thus  has  the  Christian  uiaster's  pious  mind. 

Great  Overbeck,  the  "just  man's"  death  designed. 

The  picture,  breathing  all  the  holy  peace 

Of  souls  which  find  in  death  from  death  release, 

Thus  placed,  a  wish  long  cherished  found  e.\pres- 

AVhen  1  shall  cometo  my  death  bed  confession,  [.sion ; 

When  faithful  priest  shall  that  lust  unction  give, 

Which  bids  those  lapsing,  dying  sen.<^es  live, 

On  GcmI's  own  day  of  hapj)y  resurrection. 

As  long  tried  vessels  of  must  sweet  election  ; 

"When  on  my  parched,  enfeebled  tongue  shall  lie 

Jesus,  himself,  in  loving  mystery, 

Then  may  thou.  Friend,  in  lair  celestial  state, 

Unseen,  around  my  bed  serenely  wait ; 

Thus  shall  I  win,  \\hile  yieliling  mortal  brenth, 

Life's  last  and  crownirg  grace,  a  hnjjpy  death. 

O  Jesus,  >Iary,  Joseph  ;  thus  I  sigh 
Each  night,  as  'neath  that  picture's  wing  I  lie; 
O  Jesus,  Mary,  Josi-phI  me  befriend, 
When  this  so  troubled  life  shall  near  its  end ; 
O  Jesus,  Mary,  Joseph!  with  you  near. 
Death's  dreaded  spectres  all  will  ilisappear. 
And  though  no  friend  be  near,  with  pious  care. 
To  wipe  the  death-sweat,  list  the  last  sweet  prayer, 
Contentedly,  serenely  I  cjin  die 
In  your  most  dear  and  holy  company ! 
bT.  Joseph's  Cottage,  May  12,  1865. 

LEGENDS  OF  TBE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 


No.  3.™The  Widow's  Son. 


IROM  THE  DIALOGUES  OK  bT.  OUEOOUt  THE  GUEAT.  « 


In  the  city  of  Nola,  in  Campania,  there  lived  a 
poor  woman  of  the  name  of  Cypriuia.  She  was 
a  widow,  and  had  only  one  son.  Hccause  she 
had  ardently  desired  his  birth,  and  because  she 
had  borne  him  in  her  old  age,  she  had  named  him 
"Given-by-God,"  in  Latin,  Adtudatus.  She  loved 
him,  as  a  widow  loves  her  only  son,  with  excess. 
Adeodatus  was  a  sickly  child  ;  his  mother  brought 
him  up  o!iiy  by  the  most  unremitting  care,  ac- 
Compuiiied  by  fervent  prayers  to  Heaven  in  his 
belialf  She  was  a  Christian,  and  she  had  from 
his  cradle,  placed  hi»n  under  the  i)atronage  of  the 
Mi)ther  of  Jesus,  '''he  child  became  early  aware 
of  the  blind  atnctioi)  of  his  mother,  and  ver5-s<K)n 
began  to  abuse  it.  He  stniine  '  her  indulgence 
continually,  and  she  as  continually  gave  way  to 
his  aiprices.  When  he  discovered  at  last  that  his 
power  over  her  was  unlimited,  and  that  he  could 
dare  everything  with  impunity,  he  cast  away  all 
respect  for  her  authority,  and  instead  of  justilying 
her  tenilerness  by  his  docility  and  good  behavior, 
he   began   to  punish  her  for  her  weakness.     Al- 


though destitute  of  wealth,  he  refuwd  to  le«m 
any  thing,  and  showe«l  nothing  liut  aversion  and 
Imrror  for  every  spifies  of  work.  Cypriana  nt 
last  felt  obligi'«l  to  rej)rimand  him,  but  he  replied 
by  disresjMCtl'ul  mockeries;  and  he  attuine«l  the 
age  of  twenty  years  without  being  capable  of 
turning  his  hand  to  any  honest  employment.  He 
pas.se<l  his  days  in  idling  al)«nit  and  gaming. 
Under  the  delicious  sky  of  Italy,  life  is  easy,  and 
its  neces-saries  obtained  at  slight  cost;  he  could 
rob  the  neighlioring  orchards  of  fruit  enough  to 
silence  the  appeals  of  hui:ger,  an<l  as  for  his 
clothing,  ncccs.sity  always  found  a  way  to  proviile. 

His  conduct  »<ton  gave  rise  to  complaiiit.s 
which  reached  the  ears  of  his  mother;  but  she 
had  no  longer  authority  to  restrain  his. irregular- 
ities. She  used  entreaties  ;  he  scoffed  at  them, 
tears  even  were  unavailing.  The  child  given  by 
God  was  beginning  to  res<'mble  a  demon.  She 
tri(d  to  excuse  his  faults,  and  assured  every  body 
with  great  sincerity  that  she  did  not  believe  him 
capable  of  the  misconduct  imputed  to  him.  When 
convinced  of  the  truth  of  what  was  told  her,  how- 
ever, she  .still  would  answer  : 

"  He  does  not  act  through  malice,  be  assured  of 
it.  He  has  not  a  bad  heart — l:e  is  only  a  little 
wild.  We  nmst  pardon  a  good  deal  to  his  yi>uth. 
He  will  increa.se  in  wisdom  as  he  grows  older." 

Toiler  neighbors  and  friends,  when  they  bl.-imed 
her  for  her  fatal  iudulg<'iKe,  she  replied  with 
spirit:  "Do  you  want  him  lo  have  your  expe- 
rience, at  twenty  yeai-s  old  ?  Have  you  your.>s<. Ives 
always  been  as  prudent  as  you  n<iw  are?  ^lany 
follies  were  excused  you  in  your  youth,  and  it  is 
but  just  they  should  have  been,  for  «-.\cessive  rigor 
only  serves  to  sour  the  disposition.  There  is 
more  good  done  by  kindness  than  by  severity." 

At  bottom  Adeodatus  was  not  destitute  of 
good  qualities — a  .sensitive  soul,  a  lolty  spirit, 
and  a  lively  imagination.  H'  a  lirm  hand  had 
subjected  his  imp.itient  and  volatile  humor  to  the 
curl)  of  reason,  his  evil  instincts  \\ouhl  have 
yielded,  and  he  would  have  been  the  j)y  and 
priile  of  his  mother.  Left  to  himself,  his  virtuous 
qualities  were  choked  by. vice,  and  he  daily  sank 
deeper  into  iniquity. 

The  hour  of  justice  had  come  for  the  whole  of 
Italy.  The  oirruption  of  the  Romans  had  forced 
the  Lord  to  turn  away  his  countenance  from  that 
degenerate  people,  whose  primitive  simplicity  of 
manners  and  natural  virtues  had  meritt<l  for  them 
the  empire  of  the  w«)rld.  The  persecutors  had 
tilled  to  overflowing  the  measure  alreatly  heaind 
up  of  their  crinu's.  The  blo<Kl  of  their  martyrs 
had  been  crying  to  heaven  for  four  centuries ; 
God  at  last  had  listened  tu  it,  and  had  taken  its 
vengeance  in  hand. 

Tiie  b  irbarians,  summoned  from  all  parts  of 
the  world,  as  to  an  inmiense  ban(|uet,°  poured 
themselves  out  upon  Italy,  and  covered  it  with 
strife  and  blood.shed.  'Ihe  Goths  had  already 
pa.ssed  through  the  Homan  cities,  enriched  with 
the  s])oilsof  the  universe;  it  was  now  the  Van- 
dals that  ravaged  the  fair  jjlainsof  Campania. 

Nola,  so  proud  of  having  braved  the  anuics  of 
Ilannilml,  had  given  way  to  the  ucw  Carthagi- 
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niaiis.  Gontliarius.  the  brother  of  Genseric.  had 
tiikin  niid  sacked  the  cit5\  All  who  had  ottered 
any  resistance  had  been  laid  in  the  dust.  The 
victor  l>rokc  in  every  door  and  penetrate<l  to  the 
interior  of  every  house.  No  statues  iiad  any 
value  among  these  barbarians — all  were  broken. 
They  tore  in  pieces  the  rarest  articles  of  furiuture. 
cai-ryliig  off  the  gold  and  precious  stones,  aijd 
leading  captives  every  one  capable  of  labor  or 
that  would  bring  a  good  price  in  the  slave -market. 

Cypriana,  at  the  approach  of  the  enemy,  had 
wi.shed  to  hide  her  son.  But  God  executed  the 
rigors  of  His  justice;  the  young  man  was  made 
to  suffer  the  penalty  of  his  faults.  Blinded  i)y 
an  insane  rashness,  he  was  seized  by  the  Vandals, 
loaded  with  chains,  and  conducted  to  their  camp. 

'i'he  barbarians  remained  several  days  under 
the  wall  of  the  city,  to  allow  those  who  were  able 
to  ransom  their  frfends.  Cypriana  repaired  to  the 
camp.  She  gained  information  of  her  son,  and 
learned  that  in  the  partition  of  the  booty,  he  had 
fallen  to  the  lot  of  Tuetbert,  the  king's  s(m-in-law. 
She  sped  to  his  tent.  The  Vandal  prince  was  cele- 
brating, with  the  princijial  generals  of  his  army, 
by  a  royal  banquet,  the  triumph  of  their  arms. 
The  widow  cast  herself  at  his  feet,  and  sustained 
Ity  maternal  love,  implored  his  mercy  in  words  as 
■  follows:  "Have  pity  on  me;  thy  soldiers  have 
snatched  from  me  my  only  son.  Restore  him  to 
me,  he  is  all  that  I  have  in  this  world,  the  only 
prop  of  my  old  age.  Be  generous;  God  has  given 
thee  a  victory,  one  day  he  will  give  thee  a  crown. 
Thou  hast  every  thing  at  thy  command, — I  have 
only  my  son — do  not  separate  me  from  him!  I 
am'old.'donot  condemn  me  to  mourning  and  tears 
durirg  the  remainder  of  my  lil'e.  '1  hou  art  a 
father,  and  can  understand  my  grief:  think  of 
what  thy  mother  would  have  suffered,  if  she  had 
lost  thee;  and  of  what  thou  wouldst  have  suffered 
thyself,  if  thy  children  were  torn  from  thee." 

"Woman!"  interrupted  the  barbarian,  "  what 
ransom  canst  thou  otTer  me?" 

"Alas!  I   am   poor,  I   possess    nothing.     Thy 
soldiers   found  nothing  to  take    inmyhou.se.     I' 
have  neither  relatives  uoririends  who  could  lend 
me  money.     It  is  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  that  I 
bfg  my  son  of  thee,  it  is  thy  charity  I  implore." 

"  Aha  !  It  was  not  to  exercise  my  charity  that  I 
captured  Ihis'city.  If  we  give  up  all  the  booty 
we  have  taken,  what  fruit  shall  we  have  gathered 
from  our  victory?" 

"  What  wilt  thou  do  witli  a  poor,  weak  and 
sickly  ohild,  who  is  not  tit  for  any  kind  of  labor? 
Rather  take  me  in  his  place.  I  am  more  robust 
than  he  is." 

"I  can  only  promise  thee  to  keep  him  in  my 
house,  until  thou  hast  collected  the  sum  fixed  for 
liis  redemption  ;  that  is,  on  condition  that  thou 
dost  not  delay  too  long  ?" 

"Give  him  his  liberty  again,  I  conjure  thee; 
take  me  in  exchange.  1  will  serve  thee  with  so 
much  zeal  that  thou  wilt  never  repent  of  having 
listened  to  my  entreaties.  Make  the  trial.  Noth- 
ing shall  tire  me.  I  am  strong  and  hearty,  iuid 
net  sutiject  to  any  infirmity.  Never  wilt  thou 
have  so  devoted  and  grateful  a^slave." 


"No,  no;  since  thou  lovest  thy  son  so  much, 
find  his  ransom."  Upon  a  sign  from  Teutbert,  the 
soldiers  took  Cypriana  away,  and  led  her  out  of 
camp,  without  allowing  her  to  embrace  her  son. 

The  Vandals  set  .sail  the  following  day.  The 
poor  mother  did  not  behold  her  child  again.  She 
followed  the  army  to  the  harbor,  where  they  em- 
barked ;  the  soldiers,  when  she  approached,  drove 
her  brutally  away.  She  remained  a  long  time  on 
the  shore,  hoping  that  she  might  .see  the  boy  again 
and  bid  him  farewell.  When  the  ships  had  sailed 
away,  and  only  api)eared  as  black  specks  on  the 
waves,  she  returned  desolate  to  the  city^  weep- 
ing and  invoking  her  whom  God  has  estab- 
lished the  patroness  of  mothers  throughout  all 
coming  time. 

Having  re-entered  her  house,  she  fell  upon  her 
knees  and  sobl^ed  : 

"  ]\Iy  God,"  sighed  she,  "  how  unhappy  I  am. 
He  is  gone,  never  again  to  return  !  What  will  be- 
come of  him  under  the  scourge  of  a  brutal  master? 
He  will  be  ill-treated.  He  cannot  submit  to 
slavery — he  will  die !  Lord  !  wilt  Thou  not  show 
him  Thy  mercy?  Thou  knowest  his  heart  is 
good.  In  the  faults  he  is  reproached  with  there 
is  much  exaggeration.  Alas!  it  is  not  he  who  is 
to  blame — it  is  I.  I  had  not  strength  to  impose 
upon  him  the  teachings  of  the  Gospel ;  I  loved 
him  too  much.  Punish  me,  O  n)y  God — I  have 
deserved  it!  I  will  not  complain — but  save  him, 
O  Ble-ssed  Virgin  Mary!  thou  also  art  a  mother; 
thou  hast  suffered  like  me,  when  thou  didst  see 
Jesus,  thy  Son,  delivered  to  His  cruel  enemies, 
beaten  with  scourges,  and  put  to  death.  Have 
compassion  on  my  tears,  and  save  my  child  from 
slavery." 

She  passed  the  whole  night  iij  despair  and  grief. 
On  the  following  day,  tired  of  being  alone  with 
her  sorrow,  she  walked  out,  not  to  seek  for  dis- 
traction, but  to  try  to  discover  some  means  of 
helping  Adeodatus. 

Many  mothers  were  plunged  in  the  same  deso- 
lation as  herself;  but  she  found  some  who  had 
lost  nothing,  or,  at  least,  w'hose  lo.sses  had  been 
already  repaired. 

"  It  is  our  holy  Bishop,"  said  they  to  her,  "who 
has  given  us  alm.s,  and  by  his  charity  has  con- 
soled our  misfortunes." 

"Ah  then!"  thought  the  poor  mother,  "I  will 
go  also  and  implore  his  aid.  He  is  a  father  to  us 
all  ;  he  will  have  compassion  on  my  misery,  and 
perhaps  he  will  get  some  one  to  lend  me  the 
money  I  need.  I  will  work — I  will  deny  myself 
every  comfort.  Adeodatus  will  understand  this 
del)t.     He  will  assist  me  to  pay  it." 

She  rhade  haste,  full  of  hope,  to  the  house  where 
dwelt  the  Bishop. 

(TO   BE   COXTIKUED.) 
-«► 

Nothing  can  trouble  the  inward  peace  and 
serenity  of  those  who  are  stayed  on  God.  If  a 
gentle  .sadness  ])assed  over  Saint  Joseph,  as  he 
was  ri'pulsed  from  house  to  iiouse,  becaus3  he 
thought  of  Mary  and  of  the  Child,  he  doubtless 
smiled  with  holy  pencefuliiess  when  he  looked 
into  her  f:ice.  It  was  plain  there  \sas  to  be  no 
home  for  them. 
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A  Model  Anny  Ohaplain. 

la  Algiers,  AfricH,  Father  ParaWre  had  at- 
tracted the  admiration  of  the  anuy  by  his  intrepid 
bravery  on  the  field  of  battle,  as  much  as  l)y  his 
zeal  and  charity  in  the  hospitals,  during  the  prev- 
alence of  the  cholera.  At  the  seige  of  Zaatcha,  the 
brave  Jesuit,  having  oftered  up  the  Holy  Sacrifice 
in  &imp,  was  addressing  the  soldiers  with  his  usual 
ardor,  when  suddenlya  storm  of  missiles  from  the 
enemy  whistled  around  him  or  struck  the  ground 
at  his  feet.  The  brave  religious  ditl  not  apjK'ar 
to  perceive  it ;  his  words  were  as  firm,  his  voice 
as  ringing,  his  face  as  .serene  as  before.  "  He  did 
not  even  wink,"  said  an  officer  who  was  an  eye  wit- 
ness of  the  fact.  After  the  capture  of  Zaatcha  the 
Generalin-chief  was  expressing  his  satisfaction  to 
the  superior  officers,  and  speaking  of  the  rewards 
to  be  distributed,  when  all,  as  with  one  voice, 
named  Father  Parab&re,  and  declared  that  not  a 
single  officer  Avould  accept  any  recompense  until 
they  saw  the  cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  attached 
to  the  bosom  of  the  Jesuit,  in  testimony  of  Ids 
courage  and  devotion.  A  few  <lays  afterward  this 
distinction  was  conferred,  and  the  soldiers  were 
enthusiastic  in  their  applause. 

"Now, that  is  what  I  call  right,"  said  a  Zouave. 
"Father  ParaliSrc  did  not  steal  that  cros.s — he 
deserves  it.     He  is  a  hero." 

Marshal  St.  Arnaud  knew  the  esteem  in  which 
Father  Parabfere  was  held  by  the  soldiers  of  Afri- 
ca, and  he  remembered  it  on  receiving  command 
of  the  Army  of  the  East.  Jesuits  were  to  be  at- 
tached to  the  different  corps  in  the  capacity  of 
cliaplains.  The  Marshal  requested  that  he  whose 
name  stood  so  high  in  Algeria  should  form  one  of 
the  nuiiiljer.  This  was  granted,  and  Father  Par- 
ab^re  was  named  Superior  in  the  Crimea. 

Father  Parabfere  was  attached  to  General  Can- 
robert's  division  at  the  battle  of  the  Alma.  From 
the  bights,  the  Russians,  with  their  f()rmidal)le 
artillery,  played  into  the  midst  of  our  troops, 
drawn  out  on  the  plain  which  separated  tiiem 
from  the  enemy.  Just  us  the  General  was  order- 
ing the  Zouaves  to  attack  the  bights  at  the  double 
quick,  Father  Parabfere's  horse  was  killed  under 
him.  Canrobert  expressed  his  regret  at  not  Iwing 
able  to  remount  him ;  but  the  Jesuit  was  not  going 
to  be  left  behind  ;  for,  seeing  a  cannon  da.shing 
by,  he  mounted  that,  and  was  carried  along  at  a 
headlong  g-allop,  amid  the  enthusiastic  applause 
of  the  soldiers  and  officers,  to  where  his  dear  Zou- 
aves needed  his  services.  There  he  alighted,  as- 
sisted the  wounded,  consoled  and  absolved  the  dy- 
ing, in  the  midst  of  the  enemy's  fire,  and  electri- 
fied the  troops  by  his  courage  and  devotion. 
Throughout  the  war,  always  camping  with  the 
soldiers,  by  whom  he  was  beloved,  he  never  need- 
ed to  be  called  to  the  s<;ene  of  combat.  At  the 
first  signal  he  placed  himself  at  the  head  of  the 
column  that  was  first  to  beengagc<l,  and  began  by 
kmeling  down  on  the  field  of  battle.  He  jjnKed 
until  the  action  began,  and  the  wounded  Ix'gaii  to 
fall  around  him.  When  off  duty,  the  pockets  of 
his  cass«K;k  were  filled— the  one  with  cakes,  the 
other  with  cigars— "not   for   himself,   observe," 


wrote  an  «»fHcer  who  had  l>ecome  his  most  devoted 
friend  ;  "for  he  never  uses  such  things,  bnt  for  the 
soldier.H.all  of  whom  would  willingly  die  for  him." 
In  their  admiration  for  hhn,  officers  and  soldiers 
would  often  say,  in  the  rough  language  of  the 
camp,  "  Father  Parabtre  is  a  very  devil  f<.r  ojur- 
age.     He  is  brave  as  a  lion.     He  is  suberb." 

Such  memories  never  die.  When  the  Army  of 
Africa  was  summoned  to  Italy,  their  first  cry  was 
for  Father  ParabJ^re. 

—       -«*- 

The  Sparrow's  Ave  Maria. 

Holy  Marj' !  How  many  charming  legends  are 
attached  to  the  dear  name  of  Mary!  We  here 
give  one  which  is  u.sually  regarded  as  a  pious  tale, 
typical  of  the  quiet  beauty  of  a  hermit's  life. 

Ju  the  early  ages  of  Christianity,  a  pious  soli- 
tary, great  in  the  sight  of  God,  but  little  known 
to  men,  (althr)ugh  Saint  Bernard  twice  preached 
his  panegyric  and  composed  the  office  for  his  fes- 
tival )  lived  on  the  borders  of  the  Aube,  in  a  forest 
of  Champjigne.  The  ancient  Gauls  had  worshiped 
here  one  of  their  gloomy  divinities,  for  whom  the 
Romans  had  substituted  Saturn.  The  spot  was 
thence  called  Satuniiucem,  when  the  solitary, 
whose  name  was  Victor  de  Plancy,  came  there, 
and  built  a  chapel  and  small  hermitage. 

3[any  miraculous  events  followed  his  arrival. 
Among  the  most  consoling  were  convei-sions,  by 
which  souls  .sold  to  perdition,  were  redeemed  to 
Heaven ;  and  hearts  once  frozen  by  egotism,  and 
corrupted  by  vicious  practices,  were  infiamed  with 
the  love  of  God,  and  brought  f-jrth  such  flowers 
of  virtue  as  even  the  world  was  constrained  to 
admire;  phenomena  which  perplex  the  mind,  but 
are  easily  explained  by  faith. 

The  Saint  felt  that  the  hours  which  he  passed 
altme  in  his  cell  were  the  sweetest  ami  happiest 
in  his  life.  The  only  living  creature  near  him 
was  a  tame  sparrow,  which  he  fed  and  cherished, 
regarding  it  as  an  emblem  of  solitude.*  Tender- 
ly devoted  to  the  Bles.sed  Virj'in,  the  saintly 
monk  incessjintly  invoked  her,  and  the  only  words 
spoke  aloud  were  Ace  Maria  ! 

Long  accustomed  to  hear  these  words,  and  only 
these  words,  the  sparrow  learned  to  repeat  them; 
and  great  (as  may  be  imagined)  was  the  delight 
of  the  hermit  the  first  time  the  bird  flew  on  liis 
.shouMer  and  sang  in  his  ear,  Are  Maria  ! 

At  first,  supposing  some  holy  spirit  had  visited 
him,  on  a  heavenly  mission,  the  good  old  m&n  fell 
ujx)n  his  knees,  in  reverence  ;  but  the  bird  contin- 
uing to  chirp  Are  Maria !  Arr  Maria!  soon  made 
him  aware  of  the  source  of  thest;  sweet  sounds. 
The  bird,  from  an  innocent  distraction,  became  a 
friend — almost  a  brother — a  pn\ying  creature  of 
God.  He  redoubled  his  rare  of  him,  and  found 
in  his  presence  an  agreeable  resource  in  his 
solitude. 

The  charming  bird,  to  whom  the  people  gave 
the  name  of  "Little  Monk,"  seemed  on  his  part 
to  share  his  master's  joy.  At  break  of  day  his  first 
cry  wa.s,  Aiv  Maria  !  When  Victor  threw  him  his 
crumbs,  the  little  bird  sang  his  grnce  of  Att  Ma- 

•  •'  Like  A  sparrow  all  alone  upon  Uie  hou»e-top."  (P».  d.) 
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Has.  And  when  the  holy  hermit  knelt  in  prayer, 
the  bird  would  perch  upon  his  shoulder  and  softly 
whisper,  Ave  Maria.  Victor  cultivated  a  small 
garden.  Could  he  for  an  instant  have  lost  sight  of 
the  object  of  his  thoughts,  the  faithful  sparrow 
on  the  tree  would  have  instantly  recalled  it,  Ijy 
his  Ave  Maria  !  The  Christians  of  the  country, 
who  came  to  consult  the  saintly  man,  in  their 
troubles  and  doubts,  much  esteemed  the  little  bird ; 
and  when  he  saluted  tliem  with  his  sweet  prayer, 
they  could  not  but  consider  it  to  be  a  miraculous 
favor  accorded  to  the  hermit  by  our  Blessed  Lady. 
The  sparrow,  when  free,  took  short  flights  into 
the  country,  and  when  the  solitary  in  his  medi- 
tative walks,  had  rambled  farther  than  was  his 
wont  from  his  cell,  he  was  sure  to  be  reminded  by 
the  bird  chii"ping  an  Ave  Maria!  One  day  in 
spring,  as  Victor  lay  ill  upon  his  mat,  he  opened 
the  wicket  of  his  cell,  and  his  little  friend  as 
usual  flew  out.  A  few  minutes  afterward,  Victor 
was  alarmed  to  see  a  sparrow-hawk  pursuing  his 
favorite.  The  bird  of  prey  opened  liis  beak,  and 
spread  his  talons  to  seize  and  devour  the  i>oor 
sparrow,^  when  the  little  bird,  almost  feeling  the 
sharp  claws  of  his  enemy,  screamed  out  Ate 
Marin  !  At  this  wonder,  the  hawk,  startled  and 
terrifled,  suddenly  stopped ;  and  the  gentle  spar- 
row had  time  to  reach  the  cell,  and  falling  on  the 
breast  of  Victor,  faintly  chirped  an  Ave  Maria 
and  died. 


THE  JESUITS. 


[A  pupil  ot  the  Jesuits,  one  whose  name  holds 
a  conspicuous  place  in  the  annals  of  poetry,  M.  de 
Lamartine,  has  in  his  "  Confidences  "  shown  the 
honesty  of  his  soul  in  speaking  of  the  teachera  of 
his  youth. 

The  passage  is  but  little  known ;  and,  while 
placing  it  before  our  readers,  we  wish  them  to  re- 
member that  it  is  a  rationalist  who  speaks,  and 
who  speaks  in  favor  of  the  Jesuits,  in  the  same 
work  in  which  he  declares  himself  the  admirer  of 
the  free-thinker  Pelletan.  Here,  nothing  is  want- 
ing ;  we  have  the  opinion  of  the  writer  upon  the 
teaching  of  the  Jesuits.  M.  de  Lamartine  had  tried 
both  systems,  and  he  formed  his  judgment  upon 
the  experience  he  had  acquired  through  the  long 
years  pf  his  life. 

After  giving  an  account  of  his  running  away 
from  a  college  taught  by  laymen,  where  "the  false 
smiles  and  the  hypocritical  caresses  of  masters  who 
sought,  for  the  sake  of  money,  to  counterfeit  the 
heart  of  a  father,  did  not  impose  upon  him,"  de 
Lamartine  contirtues :] 

"  I  was  very  badly  received  by  all  my  family, 
except  my  poor  mother.  By  means  of  her  persua- 
sions, I  was  not  sent  back  to  Lyons.  A  college, 
conducted  by  the  Jesuits,  at  Belley,  on  the  frontier 
of  Savoy,was  greatly  renowned,  not  only  in  France, 
but  also  in  Italy,  Gennany  and  Switzerland.  To 
this  institution  my  mother  resolved  to  take  me. 
In  a  few  days  after  entering,  I  felt  the  immense 


difference  there  is  between  a  mercenary  education, 
sold  to  unhappy  children  for  the  love  of  gold  by 
money-making  teachers,  and  an  education  given 
in  the  name  of  God,  and  inspired  by  a  religious 
devotedness  whose  only  recompense  is  Heaven.  I 
did  not  find  my  mother  there,  but  I  there  found 
God,  purity,  prayer,  charity,  a  sweet  paternal 
watchfulness,  kind  family  tones,  and  children 
with  happy  faces,  loved  and  loving.  I  had  been 
hardened  and  soured ;  but  I  let  myself  be  soft- 
ened and  captivated,  and  I  willingly  bent  under 
the  yoke  which  those  excellent  masters  knew  how 
to  make  sweet  and  light. 

"All  their  art  consisted  in  interesting  us  in  the 
success  of  the  house,  and  conducting  us  by  our  own 
will  and  by  our  own  enthusiasm.  A  divine  spirit 
with  the  same  breath,  seemed  to  animate  masters 
and  disciples.  All  our  souls  seemed  to  find  their 
wings  and  to  fly  with  a  natural  motion  toward 
the  good  and  the  beautiful.  The  most  rebellious 
were  vanquished  and  carried  along  by  the  general 
movement.  There  I  saw  what  can  be  done  with 
men;  not  in  restraining  them,  but  in  inspiring 
them.  The  sentiments  which  animated  our  mas- 
ters animated  us  all.  They  seemed  to  have  the 
art  of  rendering  these  sentiments  amiable  and  sen- 
sible, and  in  creating  in  us  the  love  of  God ;  with 
such  a  lever  in  our  hearts  they  raised  every  thing. 
With  regard  to  themselves  they  did  not  merely 
pretend  to  love  us — but  they  did  truly  love  us — 
as  saints  love  their  duties,  as  workmen  love  their 
own  works,  as  the  haughty  love  their  pride.  They 
commenced  by  making  me  happy,  and  it  was  not 
long  before  they  made  me  good. 

"  Piety  reigned  in  my  soul.  It  became  the  life 
of  my  jjileasures  and  duties ;  I  formed  intimate 
friendships  with  children  of  my  own  age,  as  pure 
and  as  happy  as  myself;  and  these  friendships 
made  us,  so  to  speak,  but  one  family. 
"  "  The  eminently  religious  education  we  received 
from  the  Jesuits,  the  frequent  prayers,  meditations, 
sacraments,  and  the  pious  ceremonies  repeated, 
prolonged,  and  rendered  more  attractive  by  the 
decorations  of  the  altars,  the  rich  vestments,  the 
singing,  the  incense,  the  flowers  and  the  music, 
exercised  over  the  imagination  of  children  and 
youth  a  wonderful  influence,  similar  to  the  relig- 
ious intoxication  of  the  Orientals,  and  the  eccle- 
siastics who  took  part  in  these  exercises  exhibited 
in  their  every  action  all  the  sincerity  and  fervor 
of  their  faith." 


We  talk  of  mothers  making  idols  of  their  sons; 
that  is,  worshiping  them,  turning  them  from  crea- 
tures into  creators,  regarding  them  as  truly  their 
last  end  and  true  beatitude,  so  giving  their  hearts 
to  them  as  they  have  no  right  to  give  them  to  any 
one  but  God.  This  Maiy  could  not  do,  and  yet 
in  another  sense  might  well  do.  For  Jesus  could 
be  no  idol,  and  yet  must  of  necessity  be  worshiped 
as  the  Eternal  God.  None  saw  this  as  3Iary  did. 
No  angel  worshiped  Him  with  such  sublimely  ab- 
ject adoration  as  she  did.  No  saii^,  not  even  the 
dear  Magdalen,  ever  hung  over  His  feet  with  such 
human  fondness.    Yes !  He  is  God. 
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To  Our  Blessed  Mother. 

From  the  Servants  of  tfi^  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary. 

BlePfied  Mother!  we  hail  thee  Queen 
Of  nil  thnt's  fair  and  brij^ht  in  Heav'u  ; 

This  j^lurioiis  name  has  never  been 
To  any  other  mortal  giv^cn. 

Thou  art  the  fairest,  brightest  flow'r 
That  e'er  came  from  the  hand  of  God  ; 
,  O,  blessed  from  thy  earliest  hour! 
O,  blessed  every  step  thou  trod. 

Thou  reignest  now  in  Ileav'n  above, 
To  watch,  protetjt  and  guide  us  here ; 

O,  look  on  us  with  smiles  of  love, 
And  let  us  be  thy  children  dear. 

Around  us  spread  thy  mantle  bright, 
That  we  from  thee  may  ne'er  depart, 

Our  darkest  day  shall  know  no  night 
If  sheltered  in  thy  loving  heart. 

Then,  Mother,  bless  the  little  band, 
Who  title  of  thy  servants  bear  ; 

Help  us  to  reach  the  happy  land. 
That  we  may  sing  thy  praises  there. 
Laural  IIili.  Acadkmv, 

Susquehanna  Depot,  Pa. 


Pastoral  Letter  of  Bishop  Timon  of  Buffalo. 

[The  press  is  wonderfully  fruitful  in  its  daily 
issues,  which  are  read  not  only  in  cities,  but  in 
every  hamlet ;  and  in  fact  in  almost  every  country 
house  we  find  the  daily  paper.  Our  late  war  has 
had  much  to  do  toward  increasing  this  wide  cir- 
culation ;  independent  of  the  national  interests 
involved  in  this  terrible  contest,  every  family, 
more  or  less,  had  sent  its  representatives  to  the 
ranks ;  hence  the  feverish  anxiety  for  the  news. 
Now  side  by.  side  with  army  rejwrt.s,  naval  victo- 
ries, and  military  surrenders,  an  ignorant  preju- 
dice, which  still  blinds  so  many  Americans,  with 
eager  haste  placed  columns  of  censure,  uncalled- 
for  indignation,  and  solemn  warning,  against  the 
Pope's  Encyclical  of  Dec.  8th.  Two-thirds  of 
these  writers  liad  never  even  read  what  they  so 
unwisely  condemned,  and  the  evil  results  of  their 
ignorance  were  spread  broadcast  through  our  land. 
Even  weak  Catholics  felt  that,  perchance,  the 
Church,  after  all,  was  lagging  behind,  and  it 
would  be  well  to  see  to  it.  The  admirable  remarks 
of  Dr.  Spalding,  Archbishop  of  Baltimore,  were 
sufficient  to  change  all  such  sentiments,  even 
among  the  most  prejudiced,  but  how  few,  alas ! 
who  read  the  tirades  of  the  "dailies"  ever  had  an 
opportunity  of  reading  it !  It  is  with  joy  then 
we  hail  every  line  from  our  different  Prelates  on 
this  subject,  so  little  understood.  But  we  need 
not  expect  the  dailies  to  copy,  or  retract  what 
they  have  said ;  therefore,  in  our  humble  way,  we 
gather  up  these  precious-  instructions  from  our 
Bishops,  only  regretting  that  the  pages  of  the  AvK 
Maria  are  too  small  to  give  them  entire. 

To-day  we  extract  from  the  admirable  Pastoral 
of  the  Bishop  of  Buffalo,  which  we  take  from  the 
Weaterii  New  York  Catholic:] 


"A  most  important  Encyclical  letter  of  the  Ven- 
erable and  saintly  Voyte  Pius  IX.  has  lately  been 
published,  and  has  e.xcite<l  bitter  denunciations 
from  the  enemies  of  the  Church  ;  and  even  ifrom 
some  honest  but  inb*gui<led  writers,  who  have  not 
profoundly  mc<litated  the  words  of  wise  and  holy 
warning,  addressed  to  the  Catholic  world,  in  thU 
age  of  wild  theories  anfl  dangerous  speculations. 
On  close  examination,  it  will  be  found  that  no  hu- 
man society,  no  nation  ever  adopted  the  maxims 
here  condemned  by  the  Sovereign  Pontiff.  Or,  if 
any  Government  offerted  to  conform  to  them,  the 
instinct  of  self-preservation  made  it  recoil;  and 
as  in  our  own  beloved  country,  by  the  sanction  of 
oaths,  by  prayers  in  congress  and  in  assemblies, 
by  frequent  appeals  for  humiliation,  for  fasting, 
and  for  prayer  and  thanksgiving,  recognized 
more  or  less  of  religion,  of  a  higher  late,  and  of 
One  all  Over-ruling  God.        *        •        ♦        * 

"Liberty  of  conscience  has  always  existed  ia 
the  Papal  States.  When  the  Jews  were  bitterly 
persecuted  thrpughout  all  the  world,  Rome  was 
their  refuge,  and  the  Popes  frequently  exposed 
their  lives  in  protecting  them  from  fanatic  mob 
violence.  In  other  Catholic  countries,  even  in 
Spain,  dissenters  are  not  molested,  if  they  do  not 
interfere  with  the  Catholic  worship  of  the  na- 
tion. *  •*  *  The  Pope  condemns  certain  rtJ«o- 
lute  ahstract  propositions,  their  principles  may  ex- 
tend from  a  to  z,  on  the  scale  of  evil.  Admitted 
in  their  broad,  general  form  of  assertion,  there  is 
no  maxim,  however  nefarious,  that  may  not  be 
sustained,  by  some  one  or  all  pf  them.  An  emi- 
nent scholar  and  statesman,  says :  When  Satan 
wishes  to  inflict  some  great  evil  on  mankind,  he 
drops  an  error  into  human  .society,  that  it  may 
work,  like  a  cursed  leaven,  till  its  sad  effects  af- 
fright those  that  first  hailed  the  wild  novelty  of  an 
angel  of  darkness,  disguised  as  an  angel  of  light. 

"The  late  doctrine  of  ««  fait  accompli,  has  al- 
most the  whole  world  already  against  it.  By  it, 
robbers  come,  knock  you  down,  and  take  your 
$10,000  out  of  your  pocket ;  go  home,  saying  calm- 
ly, c'ent  unfait  accompli :  the  $10,000  are  now  in 
our  pockets — they  arc  ours ;  it  is  an  accomplished 
fact  !  !     Does  this  end  the  a£fair  ? 

"Time  and  He,  the  Almighty,  who  ruleth  both 
time  and  eternity,  will  show  how  wise  were  the 
Pope's  fatherly  admonitions." 

The  following  pa.ssage  from  the  Pastoral  of  the 
learned  Dr.  Ullathome,  by  merely  changing  the 
word  England  into  that  of  America,,  is  se  well 
adapted  to  our  own  country,  that  we  deem  it  most 
useful,  to  present  it  to  the  meditation  of  all  seri- 
ous Christians :  "  "We  by  no  means  say,  that  our 
countrymen  were  alone  in  their  inaipability  of 
understanding  a  Papal  document,  for  the  uncath- 
olic  side  of  France  went  quite  as  far  wrong,'  in  its 
way,  as  did  the  uncatholic  side  of  England,  in  proof 
of  which  it  may  be  noted  that  the  Bishop  of  Orleans 
has,  besides  innumerable  other  errors,  corrected 
two  and  seventy  passages,  in  each  one  of  which 
the  chief  French  joUhials  translated  the  Popes 
words  in  a  sense  directly  contrary  to  his.     *     * 

"And  moreover,  we  ought  to  know  against 
what  sect  or  philosophy,  what  school  or  party, 
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the  particular  judgment  quoted  was  really  aimed. 
We  must  know  not  only  what  they  are,  but  of 
what  country,  and  under  what  circumstances,  they 
wrote  or  acted ;  what  doctrines  they  taught,  or 
what  influence  they  exerted  ;  before  we  can  really 
know  whom  and  what  it  is  that  the  Pope  is  cen- 
suring, and  what  meaning  each  particular  sen- 
tence carries  with  it. 

Among  well  instructed  Catholics  even,  some 
were  startled  by  the  Encyclical,  as  its  language 
first  struck  their  minds.  They  afterward  found 
that  the  Pope  was  simply  condemning  what  they 
themselves  had  condemned  all  their  lives.  And 
even  Protestants  of  a  more  wise  and  solid  cast  of 
thought,  after  putting  aside  the  nonsensical  idea 
that  the  Pope  had  been  attacking  the  vital  ele- 
ments of  the  British  Constitution,  would  be  sur- 
prised to  find  how  completely  their  own  minds 
were  in  accordance  with  that  of  the  Pope,  on 
many  fundamental  principles  affecting  religion, 
the  moral  law  and  public  conscience." 

The  "Berlin  Keview,"  a  Protestant,  social  and 
political  weekly  paper,  takes  a  view  of  the  En- 
cyclical very  similar  to  that  taken  by  our  Ameri- 
can National  Quarterly  Review.  This  learned 
and  able  Protestant  writer  of  Berlin  says :  "That 
in  the  general  intoxication  which  worships  the 
glory  of  the  strong,  the  clever  and  the  egotist, 
the  unarmed  Pope  iihou\d, ^first  and  alone,  dare  to 
lay  open  the  ulcer  of  which  society  is  sick,  is  the 
historical  signification  of  the  Encyclical  of  the 
8th  of  December.     *     *     * " 


Weekly  Okroaicle. 

The  beatification  of  the  Venerable  Jolin  Berch- 
mans  will  take  place  to-  iiorrow.  His  Eminence, 
the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Malines,  and  many 
ecclesiastical  and  lay  deputations  from  Belgium, 
are  present  to  assist  at  the  ceremony.  An  Inti- 
matio  of  Mgr.  Ferari,  prefect  of  the  pontifical  cere- 
monies, prescribes  to  the  Cardinals  and  Consultors 
of  the  Sacred  Congregation  of  Rites  to  meet  at  St. 
Peter's  at  ten  o'clock  precisely,  for  the  promulga- 
tion of  the  Letters  of  Beatification  in  forma  Brevis. 
At  six  o'clock  in  the  evening,  the  Pope  will  go 
down  to  St.  Peter's  to  venerate  the  new  Beatified. 
According  to  custom,  the  Holy  Father  grants  a 
plenary  indulgence  to  the  faithful  who  shall  visit 
St.  Peter's  in  the  course  of  the  day,  with  the  re- 
quisite dispositions.  I  visited  this  morning  the  prep- 
parations  ordered  by  the  Company  of  Jesus.  The 
ceremony  of  the  beatification  passes  entirely  with- 
in the  apsis.  The  apsis  alone  therefore  is  orna- 
mented. The  decorations  are  in  exquisite  taste. 
In  the  midst  of  a  fairy-like  illumination  will 
sparkle  the  monogram  of  the  Company  and  an 
immense  cross  surrounded  by  glass.  On  the  occa- 
sion of  the  Beatification,  the  Roman  Chapel  of 
Ease,  belonging  to  the  house  of  Palma,  will  bring 
out  a  beautiful  photograph,  representing  the  three 
youngest  heroes  of  the  Company  of  Jesua,  with 
this  title : 

S.  Stanislaus  Kotska,  S.  Aloysius  Gonzaga 

ET   B.  BfJRCnMANS, 

S.  J. 
Maki.^  Virginis  cultokes  eximh. 


The  Rev.  Father  Hyacinth  is  still  at  Rome. 
Invited  to  preach  at  St.  Louis'  of  France,  last 
Sunday,  in  presence  of  an  almost  exclusive  mili- 
tary audience,  he  spoke  of  the  sword,  represent- 
ing it  as  the  protector  of  patriotic,  social  and  re- 
ligious interests.  Then  he  poured  forth  a  bril- 
liant improvi)?ation  on  the  mission  of  France  and 
the  part  she  had  to  play  in  the  world.  Some  days 
before,  the  eloquent  religious  had  visited  the  Sanc- 
tuaries of  Subiaco,  in  company  with  Mr.  and 
Mme  de  Montebello,  and  seven  or  eight  other 
notables  of  the  French  colony  at  Rome, 

The  Holy  Fatiiek  and  the  Mexicvk  Envoys, 
I  have  received  the  following  particulars  of  the 
Pope's  interview  with  the  three  Mexican  envoys, 
from  a  very  trustworthy  source.  The  first  who  spoke 
was  Sefior  Degollado,  the  youngest  of  the  envoys 
who,  as  a  barrister,  enjoys  some  repute  at  home 
for  glibness,  undertook  at  once  to  overwhelm  the 
Holy  Father  with  his  eloquence  It  was  lost,  how- 
ever, on  the  Pope,  who  did  not  even  answer  him, 
but  turned  toward  the  chief  envoy,  and  asked 
him  who  he  was.  The  person  so  addressed  im- 
mediately said :  "  Holy  Father,  I  am  Don  Jos6 
Velasquez,  who  has  the  honor  to  be  accredited  to 
your  Holy  See  as  Ambassador  Extraordinary  of 
his  Majesty  Maximilian  I,  Emperor  of  Mexico." 
"Ah  !"  retorted  the  Holy  Father,  "I  know  you  al- 
ready by  repute.  You  are  a  good  man,  and  what 
is  more,  a  good  Christian.  1  am  sorry  to  see  you 
connected  with  a  mission  in  which  it  is  impossible 
for  you  to  effect  any  good,  and  where  you  can  only 
lose  your  own  honor.  As  for  you,  Monsignore," 
added  the  Pope,  turning  toward  the  other  envoy, 
Mgr.  Ramirez,  a  Mexican  Bishop  in  partihu^,  "you 
would  do  well  to  remain  closely  united  to  your 
brethren  in  the  Episcopacy  of  Mexico,  who  are 
defending  the  rights  of  the  Church  ;  and  do  not 
seek,  by  detaching  yourself  from  them,  to  find  an 
impossible  solution  of  the  present  diflSculties, 
which  can  be  done  away  with  only  by  those  who 
have  created  them.  As  for  you  Seiior,"  said  Pius 
IX,  addressing  at  last  the  oflRcious  advocate,  "  I 
presume  that  your  chief  business  is  to  keep  a 
watch  over  these  two  honest  companions  of  yours. 
Now,  you  can  return  to  your  Sovereign,  and  ex- 
plain to  him  that  if  kings  and  generals,  when 
they  are  conquered,  capitulate,  disband  their  ar- 
mies, and  surrender  their  fortresses  and  territory, 
the  Church,  on  her  part,  when  overcome  by  brute 
force,  never  capitulates,  never  disbands  her  armies, 
which  are  her  Bishops  and  clergy,  never  surrenders 
her  fortresses  and  territory,  which  consist  in  jus- 
tice, truth  and  right,  and  the  consciences  of  her 
children.  Now  you  may  go."  We  have  no  account 
of  Senor  Degollado's  appearance  on  leaving  the 
Papal  audience,  nor  of  his  colleagues'  compliments 
to  him  on  the  manner  in  which  he  had  improved 
matters  by  opening  the  conversation  in  so  brilliant 
a  manner. — London  Weekly  RegMer. 
m* 

We  ask  whether  he  be  strong,  rich,  beautiful, 
ingenious,  a  good  writer,  a  good  singer,  or  a  good 
workman ;  but  how  poor  he  is  in  spirit,  how 
patient  and  meek,  how  devout  ana  internal,  is 
what  few  speak  of 
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THE  APOSTLESHIP  OP  PEAYEE. 


Fruits  and  Progress  of  the  ApostlesLip  of  Prayer. 

Wc  find  in  the  Italian  edition  of  the  .VcntcngtT 
oonsolinjf  reports  on  tlio  propiigution  of  our  dear 
work  in  the  capital  of  the  Christian  world  and 
in  the  entire  peninsula.  Several  Itnlian  Prelates 
apply  them«clves  with  ardor  in  establishing  the 
Apostleship  in  their  I)iopes«-s.  The  heroic  Car- 
dinal I)e  Angelis,  Archbishop  of  Fenno,  and  (-'ar- 
dinan  Vannicelli,  Archbishop  of  Ferrara,  merit 
special  mention.  Hoth,  in  their  circular  letters, 
have  recommended  the  i)riests  of  their  Dioceses  to 
propagate  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer ;  they  have 
even  designated  the  local  directors  most  sviitabie 
for  the  organization  and  success  of  this  enterjjrise. 
We  have  just  received  the  following  letter, 
dated  from  Pistoia : 

"Rev.  Father:  Ardently  desiring  for  the  example 
and  encouragement  of  the  good,  to  make   known 
to  you  tlie  progress  the  holy  work  of  the  Apostle- 
ship of  Prayer  has  made  amonjr  us,  I  take  the 
lii)erty  to  write  you  these  lines,  begging  you  to 
insert  them  in  the  M£.<i«ci<f/tr  when  you  judge  lit. 
"The  work  of  tlie  Apostleship  of  Prayer  was 
entirely  unknown  among  us,  at  least  so  "far  as  I 
am  aware,  when  the  Lord  pennitted  some  numbers 
of  the  Mfuseuiier,  published  at  Valles,  to  fall  in 
my  way,  together  with  some  tickets  of  aggrega- 
tion, and  the  duodecimo  volume  of  the   Hcv.  F. 
Harai^reon  the  Apostleship.    The  reading  of  these 
dear  publications  inspired  my  po<ir  heart  with 
the  desire  of  contriiniting  in  some   way  to  the 
extension  of  this  beautiful  devotion.     I  wrote  to 
3Iodena  where  I  knew  the  Director  of  the  work 
for  Italy  resided.     A   few  days  after,  I  received 
two  diplomas  of  aggregation,  <mc  for  myself,  the 
other    for  our  worthy    Bishop    Capitular  Vicar. 
Once   in    possession   of  these    pageS-  and    some 
manuals,  I  set  to  work.     God  blessed  my  labors. 
When  this  beautiful  and  easy  work   was  known, 
a  ctmsiderable  number  of  persons  wished'to  take 
part  in  it.     I  sent  diplomas  io  several  Religious 
Communities,  that  this  beautiful  work  might  be 
rendered  stable  among  them.     A  few  days  since,  , 
I  had  the  sweet  consolation  of  introducing  here  ! 
into  our  own  seminary  the  Apostleship,  which, 
thanks  to  the  zeal  of  the  Capitular  Vicar  and  of  ! 
those  charged  with  the  direction  of  the  work, 
will  extend  widely  and  produce  immen.se  advan- 
tages.    Your  lieverence  has  already  kindly  for-  ' 
warded  a  diploma  to  our  Vice  Rector,  who,  I  hope, 
will  always  occupy  himself  more  and  more  to  the  ' 
glory  of  the  Sjwjred  Heart,  and  to  tlic  diffusion  of  , 
the  work  of  the  Ai>«istleship  among  that  brilliant 
youth,  on  whom  the  church  of  Pistoia  builds  the 
brightest  hopes.     The  numl>er  of  those  inscribed 
from  October  of  last  year  to  this  date  is  800. 
May  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  intlame  all  these 
hearts  with  its  divine  flames !" 

Below,  we  give  extincts  of  .several  letters  re- 
ceived from  Rome  in  January  and  February: 

"  Rev.  Father :  Our  affairs,  or  to  speak  more 
correctly,  the  affairs  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus, 
progress  from  day  to  day,  nutwithstandiug  our 


I  infirmity  and  our  feeble  means.     The  Apostleship 
iz=   I   is  well  established   in  our  wminary  of  Fruscatif 


there  are  associates  even  without  the  Hcminary, 
and  the  cares  of  the  new  zelator  will  cause  tliu 
beautiful  work  to  flourish  and  spread  among  the 
faithful.      Here,  in    tlie    Roman    seminary,  they 
ought  t«i  aildrcss  the  yf)ung  jwople,  explaining  to 
them  the  practice  f)f  this  work  of  the  Apostleship, 
and  then  the  whole  seminary  will  l»e  aggregated. 
I  have  found  another  zelator.      He  already  bad 
the  direction  of  a  Congregation  of  the    Sacred 
Heart,  composed  of  young  students;  he  explained 
to  them  the   object  of  the  A^^nociation,  and  in- 
scribed  them  all  as  soon  as  possible.     The  Rev, 
Mother  Superior  of  the    Ladies  of  the   Sacred 
Heart,  in  the  conservatory  of  catechumens  at  the 
Miiilonna  dei  Munti,  requests  a  diploma  of  aggre- 
gation for  the  three  houses  of  her  Order  in  this 
city.     She  intends  writing  to  the  Mother  General 
j   to  have  the  whole  Order  aggregated.     In  view  of 
j  the  devotedncss  of  our  own  zelators,  I  hope  I  shall, 
I  in  a  short  time,  have  better  news  to  give  you." 
!       "Jan.  29.     On  Sunday  the  whole  Roman  sem- 
inary was  in{;cril)ed  «»n  the  Registers  of  our  dear 
I   Apostleship,  and  many  pupils,  animated  with  a 
holy  fervor,  already  desire  ardently  to  propagate  it 
among  their  families,  acquaintances  and  friends, 
and  with  this  attention  have  asked  me  for  a  con- 
siderable number  of  billets.     So  I  expect   with 
impatience  the  arrival  of  the  2,000  you  have  been 
so  good  as  to  promise  me.     I  hopi-,  in  time,  to  col- 
lect some  money,  that  will  asssist  us  in  the  support 
and  diffusion  of  so  beautiful  a  work.     The  other 
zelators  have  already  commenced  operations  with 
verj-  happy  result.s.     Tlie  number  of  co-laborers 
always  increasing,  our  hopes  increa.^>  witii  them, 
and  we  already  plan  a    thousJind    fine    jjrojects. 
^leanwhile,  I  do  not  like  to  do  any  thing  t(X> 
(juickly;  the  esteem  and  love  of  the  people  for  this 
work,  l)y  entering  gradually  into  their  hearts,  will 
root  itself  there  more  powerfully.     Your  Rever- 
ence justly  says  that  the  Heart  of  Jesus  knows 
how  to  triumph  over  all  obstacle.s,  not  only  with- 
out us,  but  even  in  spite  of  our  weakness  and 
miseries. 

"The  Apostleship  of  Prayer,  confided  to  the 
weakest  and  most  incapable  hands,  but  dear  to  the 
Heart  of  Jesu.s,  and  supported  by  His  divine  gra- 
ces, has  found,  even  among  us,  hearts  j)rompt  to 
embrace  it,  fulfilling  itspracticesof  piety,  and  full 
of  zeal  in  spreading  it  fur  and  wide.  Like  the 
grain  of  mustard  seed  in  the  Gospel,  it  has  already 
become  a  magnificent  and  fertile  plant.  A  few 
days  ago,  the  Vice  Rector  of  the  seminary  of 
Frascati,  a  fervent  zelator  of  the  Apostleship, 
came  to  see  me,  and  told  me  such  beautiful  and 
touching  things  about  the  zeal  of  these  dear  lit- 
tle apo.stle3  of  the  Aixi.stleship  that  my  heart  was 
filled  with  joy.  They  unite  in  one  common  treas- 
ure the  homages  daily  rendered  to  the  Heart  of 
Jesus,  according  to  the  intentions  of  the  Apostle- 
ship; and  their  emulation  in  honoring  the  Heart 
of  Jesus  is  so  great,  that  it  needs  to  \ye  restrained 
rather  than  excited.  The  same  zelator  has  a^re- 
gated  the  strangers  w^ho  attend  the  class  ot  the 
seminary,  and  many  other  persons. 
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"In  our  Roman  Seminary  the  affairs  of  the 
^postleship  go  on  well.  Kev.  D.  S.  is  engaged  in 
fostering  it,  and  already  many  desire  to  make 
this  devotion  known  in  their  families;  others  wish 
to  write  on  the  subject  to  the  establishments  of 
education  where  their  early  years  were  spent.  On 
the  second  of  February,  the  Feast  of  the  Purifica- 
tion, they  aggregated  the  Community  of  the 
Daughters  of  the  Sacred  Heiirt,  and  also  their 
pupils.  They  first  heard  a  discourse,  then  recited 
an  act  of  consecration,  and  withdrew,  disposed 
to  consecrate  themselves  fervently  to  this  holy 
practice. 

"A  few  days  since  their  Superior  told  me  tliat 
more  than  a  hundred  young  girls,  whom  she  had 
assembled  on  Sunday,  gave  in  their  names  for  the 
Apostleship,  and  she  hopes  to  be  able  to  infuse 
into  them  its  si^irit.  The  two  other  houses  of  the 
Daughters  of  the  Sacred  Heart  are  also  aggre- 
gated. It  is  very  probable  that  before  long  a  fer- 
vent monastery  will  embrace  the  practices  of  the 
Apostleship.  The  new  zelators  have  seen  their 
zeal  crowned  with  the  happiest  success.  Wednes- 
day, 15th  of  FebruaiT,  after  a  discourse,  the  Con- 
fraternity of  the  Sacred  Heart  established  in  our 
schools  was  aggregated  to  the  Apostleship.  We 
hope  soon  to  make  considerable  acquisitions;  but 
our  want  of  resources  obliges  us  to  move  slowly. 
I  need  two  more  diplomas,  one  for  the  Daughters 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  at  Frascati,  the  other  for  those 
of  Arpino.  We  hope  to  be  able  to  print  in  the 
religious  journal,  II  Dicin  Sahatore,  an  article  in- 
tended to  make  known  our  dear  devotion,  and  to 
invite  all  to  embrace  it.  Our  hopes  are  great,  but 
the  scarcity  of  cards  and  books  retards  our  move- 
ments. 

—  — «»- 

Correspondence  of  the  Apostleship. 

[Concluded.] 

After  two  months  of  priesthood,  the  Abbe  Ar- 
goud,  of  the  Diocese  of  Valence,  has  gone  to  re- 
ceive in  Heaven  the  reward,  not  only  of  the  good 
he  has  accomplished  by  his  works,  but  the  incom- 
jjarable  greater  good  he  has  accomplished  by  his 
burning  desires.  One  of  his  former  directors  in 
tV»  great  Roman  Seminary  writes  thus  in  regard 
to  him : 

"You  know.  Rev.  Fatlier,  the  zeal  of  this  young 
priest,  especially  with  regard  to  the  Apostleship 
of  Prayer.  In  the  Seminary  he  was  one  of  its 
most  devout  supporters,  and  he  succeeded  in  estab- 
lishing it  firmly.  By  this  obscure  and  persuasive 
ministry  he  produced  fruits  which,  I  hope,  will 
remain  after  him.  I  recall  with  tenderness  the 
hearty  approval  of  this  dear  child  in  regard  to  the 
Tableaux  of  the  Apostleship,  prepared  for  the 
Seminary.  One  of  the  articles  provided  that  they 
should  recite  in  common  at  least  one  De  proftmdis, 
for  the  associate  seminarians,  on  the  news  of  their 
death.  This  dear  priest  waa  then  full  of  health. 
I  had  not  the  least  presentiment  that  he  would 
be  the  first  to  receive  the  alms  of  this  De  profu/idis. 
Alas,  his  departure  afllicts  us ;  but  he,  I  hope,  is 
now  enjoying,  thanks  to*he  Apostleship  of  Prayer, 
an  aureola  similar  to  that  of  the  Apostles  and 
Doctors.  Happy  they  who  walk  in  his  footsteps, 
and  so  hasten  to  do  a  little  good  while  they  have 


time,  'For  behold  the  night  cometh  when  no  man 
can  work.' " 

We  do  not  doubt  that  in  the  person  of  this  ex- 
cellent ecclesiastic  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer  has 
acquired  in  Heaven  a  new  protector.  Neverthe- 
less we  recommend  him  to  the  prayers  of  our 
associates.  Who  knoweth  the  delicacy  of  Divine 
Justice?  Such  deaths  mingle  some  bitterness 
with  most  sweet  consolations.  But  how  many 
other  letters  daily  bear  to  us  consolations  with- 
out alloy ! 

Hear  these  good  lay-l)rothers,  to  whom  we  por- 
trayed the  advantages  and  the  facility  of  the 
Apostleship  of  Prayer,  cry  out  with  tears  of  joy: 
How  beautiful  it  is !  and  how  easy  it  is  to  sanc- 
tify, by  means. of  this  practice,  our  every  action. 

A  pious  lady  says  to  her  director  :  "  Since  you 
have  given  me  the  first  idea  of  the  Apostleship  of 
Prayer,  I  cannot  think  of  anything.  I  am  con- 
stantly occupied  in  seeking  what  I  may  offer  to 
the  Heart  of  Jesus." 

Again,  a  young  seminarian  sends  us  his  first 
conquests.  He  wishes  us  to  inscribe  together, 
upon  the  register  of  the  AjTOstleshii),  *  holy  Priest, 
and  a  homicide  condemned  to  death  by  human 
justice,  but  by  the  Divine  Mercy  transformed  into 
a  heroic  penitent.  Thus  our  register  would  be 
a  lively  representation  of  Calvary,  where  we  be- 
hold, on  the  one  side,  the  Saint  of  saints,  and  on 
the  other,  the  converted  thief 

Let  us  now  terminate  this  rapid  review  by  in- 
forming our  associates  pf  two  important  recruits 
to  our  Holy  League.  One  is  the  venerable  Supe- 
rior General  of  the  Little  Sisters  of  the  Poor, 
who  associates  to  the  Apo.stleship  the  whole  fiim- 
ily  of  religious  that  he  directs,  and  the  good  old 
men  of  whom  these  admirable  religious  take  care. 
The  sisters  number  thirteen  hundred ;  their  poor, 
eight  thousand ;  and  these  poor  have  nothing  else 
to  do  upon  earth  but  to  pray  and  to  offer  to  God 
thfcir  infirmities.  What  powerful  auxiliaries  our 
Apostleship  will  find  among  them,  and  what 
powerful  assistance  will  they  themselves  find, 
under  tlie  direction  of  the  good  sisters,  in  the 
Ajjostleship,  to  sanctify  their  life  and  their  death. 

The  other  is  that  fervent  legion  of  Apostolic 
workmen,  from  the  Order  of  Redemptorists, 
brought  into  France.  Their  Superior  has  united 
to  our  prayers  the  prayers  and  labors  of  the  re- 
ligious placed  under  his  Order. 

What  are  the  Prayers  of  Children  Worth? 

The  following  words  were  preached  by  Mgr. 
Dupanloup,  Bishop  of  Orleans,  in  Paris,  April  4, 
1860:  "What  has  saved  the  Church  on  earth? 
What  has  given  the  Church  confidence  in  the 
midst  of  persecutions  ?  It  is  this  :  The  Church 
has  the  little  children  on  her  side.  She  has  with 
lier  millions  of  little  children,  stammering  out 
their  innocent  prayers.  Poor  Church  of  Christ ! 
thou  hast  for  thy  defenders,  not  a  million  of  sol- 
diers, but  millions  of  little  children,  who  lift  up 
their  innocent  hands  for  thee !"  If  you  want  to  be 
quite  certain  of  the  power  there  is  in  the  prayer  of 
a  child,  open  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  read  Psalm 
viii :  "  Out  of  the  mouths  of  infanis  thou  hast 
perfected  praise." 
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CHILDREN'S  DEPAETMENT. 


The  Box  of  Little  Tin  Soldiers. 

[Conclnded.] 

"  •  Priscilla !  here,  Priscilla,  I  say.' 

•' Priscilltt  came;  a  Hliort  square  girl,  with  flam- 
ing rod  huir.  She  looked  very  unlike  her  fine- 
suunding  name. 

"  'Well,  whatever  have  you  gone  and  dfme  with 
that  stand  of  soldiers  as  you  lost  the  captain  of, 
and  siK>ilt  for  me  f 

"  '  I  never  did,'  answered  the  girl  sullenly. 

"  'You  did,  for  it  was  you  put  them  by  last 
time.' 

" '  And  the  capting  was  gone  then,'  she  said 
resolutely,  and,  I  fancied,  fixed  her  eyes  on  me. 

•"Don't  tell  me  such  stuff  as  that.  Do  you 
suppose  any  one  would  come  into  the  shop  and 
stcfll  a  tin  soldier?     Come,  find  the  rest.' 

"I  felt  myself  turn  hot  and  cold  as  Mrs.  Mjison 
spoke.  The  girl  began  to  rummage  behind  the 
counter,  and  1  heard  Mrs.  Mason  say,  '  I  can't  be 
plagued  with  her  much  longer,  .she  is  such  a  stupid 
girl.  I  should  not  have  kept  her  till  now,  only 
her  mother  being  blind,  and  so  poor  I  was  glad  to 
help  her;  but  now  she  has  taken  to  lo.se  things 
and  be  so  careless,  I  shall  get  rid  of  her  at  once.' 

"  I  was  so  occupied  in  thinking  whether  the  tin 
soldiers  could  be  found,  that  1  hardly  understood 
what  she  said  at  the  time,  though  I  ren»embered 
it  afterward  with  pain.  At  la.st  the  box  was 
found,  and  a  sudden  idea  struck  me  tiiat  I  might 
be  able  to  buy  the  remainder.  Once  in  my  posses- 
sion, there  a>uld  be  no  further  fear  of  discovery. 
My  father  had  given  me  a  shilling  the  ■week  be- 
fore, so  with  the  sixpence  I  had  already  I  could 
oflfer  Mrs.  Mason  eighteen  pence  for  them.  I  had 
got  to  learn  what  la.sting  effect  our  smallest  actions 
may  have. 

"  '  Can  I  have  them?'  I  asked,  trembling  with 
eagerness ;  '  I  have  eighteen  pence.' 

"'Dear  me.  Miss,  I'd  sell  'em  for  a  shilling 
now  they  are  not  perfect ;  but  I  can't  go  and  put 
you  off  with  a  l>rokeu  set  like  that.  1  shall  have 
some  more  next  week.' 

" '  But  I  would  much  rather  have  these  ;  I  like 
them  be.«t ;'  and  1  took  up  the  box  and  laid  the 
eighteen  pence  on  the  counter  i)efore  Mrs.  Mason 
could  stop  me.  Nurse  called  to  me  from  the  street 
to  come  directly,  for  that  1  had  been  out  too  long. 
I  ran  to  her  at  once  with  a  feeling  of  relief  that  I 
cannot  describe.  I  suppose  I  looked  brighter,  for 
she  said : 

'"  Well,  I  do  think  going  out  has  done  you  good; 
but  I  don't  know  that  your  mamma  would  like 
you  to  spend  all  your  money  like  that  in  toy.s.' 

"  As  8(x>n  as  I  got  lunne  my  great  wish  was  to 
slip  the  soldier  back  into  his  box  unseen,  and  then 
to  give  them  to  my  little  brother.  I  knew  I  never 
could  bear  to  play  with  them  myself  It  never 
occurred  to  me  that,  as  we  had  all  heard  3Ii-8. 
Mason  speak  of  the  set  being  broken,  if  Alfred 
found  it  all  right  it  would  cause  any  remark  or 
surprise.  I  gave  them  to  hin>,  and  was  delighted 
to  see  how  pleased  he  looked  ;  but  it  was  soon  to 
change  into  a  deep  feeling  of  shame  when  I  heard 


narsc  say  to  one  of  the  other  servants,  'Well,  wha 
a  goo<lnatured  child  Miss  Jane  is,  to  be  sure ;  fo*" 
she  has  been  fretting  herself  to  death  to  go  out  thi« 
week  past,  ever  since  her  ]m\m  g.ive  her  that  shil- 
ling, and  I  l)elieve  it  was  all  t/i  give  Master  Alfred 
that  toy,  not  a  bit  for  herself 

"Every  one  said  I  looked  better;  and  Tsuppose 
I  did,  for  I  felt  as  if  I  had  pa.s8ed  through  some 
terrible  danger  unharmed.  But  my  peact;  of  mind 
did  not  last,  for  the  very  next  day  Alfred  was 
seated  at  his  little  tal)le  to  play  with  hLs  new  toy, 
and  of  course,  found  the  captain  among  them. 
He  came  running  to  tell  me,  and  I  felt  my  cheeks 
burn  as  I  said  indifferently,  'Mrs.  Mason  could 
never  have  looked  for  it,  I  siipj>ose.' 

"  Every  one  seemed  detenniiu-d  to  talk  about  it ; 
ami  I  grew  quite  cross  and  pettLsh,  and  felt  as  if 
it  was  done  on  purpose  to  vex  me. 

" Soon  after  that  we  went  to  the  seaside  for 
some  weeks  and  the  rec-ollection  of  my  fault  and 
my  sufferings  had  almost  faded  from  my  mind, 
when  soon  after  our  return  I  heard  the  hou.se-maid 
talking  to  nurse  about  a  p<x>r  woman  who  wa.s  in 
great  distres-s  and  wanted  -some  assistance.  I  did 
not  pay  much  attention  till  the  name  of '  Priscilla' 
caught  my  ear.  I  stood  by  them,  and  listened  to 
what  nurse  wjis  saying. 

" '  Yes,  I  heard,  that  girl  of  hers  was  out  of  place 
again;  but  she  is  such  a  stupid  looking  thing,  I 
don't  like  to  meddle  about  her  any  more.  Still  I 
am  sorry  that  I  never  told  Mrs.  Mason  about  that 
toy  of  Master  Alfred's  being  all  right ;  she  said  the 
girl  had  lost  some  of  the  soldiers,  and  they  were  in 
the  lx)x  all  the  time  ;  such  a  pet  .she  was  in  with 
her !  Now  that  was  not  right,  tliough  I  dare  say 
she's  tiresf)me  and  suU<y  enough.  Of  course,  if 
poor  Mrs.  Jones  has  this  great  girl  on  her  hands. 
It's  a  bad  job  for  her,  for  1  <ion't  think  .she'll  get  a 
place  again  in  a  hurry;  and  they  will  have  to  go 
to  the  workhou.se  at  last.' 

"  '  Well,  I  am  sorrj-  for  her,  and  I  told  her  so,' 
Martha  said :  '  but  I  don't  see  that  any  one  can 
help  it;  au<l  they  were  decent  people.' 

"  No  one  help  it !  I  felt  growing  quite  stiff  and 
cold.  No  one  could  help  it  but  me,  and  I  must 
help  it !  Yet  it  seemed  unpossible  that  one  sin  of 
mine  could  affect  so  many  iK'ople,  and  produce 
such  terrible  consetjuences. 

"  I  pondered  over  nurse's  words  that  night  as  I 
lay  in  bed.  I  fancied  Mix  Jones  and  the  little 
children  starving,  and  it  would  be  my  fault.  It 
could  not,  must  not  be;  I  should  never  be  happy 
again.  I  determined  to  confess  all,  nn<l  restore  Pris- 
cilla to  her  place.  Though  the  very  idea  nuide  my 
cheeks  l»urn  with  sharae,  I  never  hesitated.  The 
thought  of  the  i)oor  woman's  distre-ss  would  be- 
much  harder  to  bear.  But  as  we  had  Iwen-  away 
so  long,  perhaps  my  confession  would  be  useless. 
Still  it  was  all  I  could  do." 

"Then  who  did  you  tell  ?"  asked  Eustace. 

"  My  mother.  I  believed  that  she  could  set  all 
things  straight;  but  I  did  not  know  how  dilficult 
I  .should  find  it.  If  she  would  only  speak  to  me 
about  it;  but  I  did  not  know  how  to  begin.  Of 
course,  as  she  knew  nothing,  she  was  not  likely  to 
help  me.     I  always  sat  with  her  in  the  afternoon, 


as  my  lessons  were  soon  done ;  and  the  day  after  I 
heard  of  Mrs.  Jones'  distress  I  went  into  her  room 
with  firm  determination  to  confess  all.  I  tried  to 
frame  sentence  after  sentence,  but  I  could  not  be- 
gin ;  and  I  sat  by  the  fire  wishing  slie  would  speak, 
and  not  go  on  writing  so  steadily.  At  last  I  said, 
'  JMamma  please  speak  to  me.' 

"  She  looked  up  surprised,  and  came  toward  me. 

"  'Are  you  not  well,  darling V 

" '  It's  not  that ;  but  I  want  to  say  it's  all  my 
fault  about  Priscilla  Jones  losing  her  place  and 
that  Mrs.  Jones  must  go  to  the  workhouse ;  and  I 
was  not  ill  when  nurse  kept  me  in  bed,  only  sa  un- 
happy and — and — '  But  1  had  exhausted  all  my 
words,  and  could  only  cry  violently. 

"  My  mother  looked  at  me  in  amazement,  and 
tried  first  to  soothe  me,  and  then  to  question  me, 
and  so  arrive  at  my  meaning ;  but  it  was  all  in 
vain  ;  so  she  returned  to  her  writing,  saying,  'As 
soon  as  you  are  calm,  Janie,  I  will  talk  to  you.' 

"  These  words  quieted  me,  and,  hiding  my  face 
in  her  lap,  I  gave  an  exact  account  of  all  I  had 
done.  She  looked  more  shocked  and  grieved  than 
even  I  had  expected. 

"  '  And  you  were  ill  and  unhappy,  and  had  com- 
mitted this  sad  fault,  and  yet  you  concealed  it, 
Janie !' 

" '  I  thought  I  could  put  it  back,  and  then  it 
would  ])e  the  same  tbi  ig.' 

"  '  It  would  not  be  the  same  thing ;  the  sin  was 
equally  committed.  And  now  you  want  to  help 
the  poor  girl  you  have  injured.  Do  you  think 
you  deserve  itV 

" '  No,'  I  said ;  '  but  I  could  tell  Mrs.  Mason  I 
did  it.' 

"  My  mother  kissed  me. 

"  '  Yes,  I  think  you  ought  to  do  that.  I  will 
take  you  there  myself  to-morrow.  When  that  is 
done,  we  will  think  if  it  is  possible  to  help  the 
Joneses.' 

" '  Please  don't  be  angry,'  I  said. 

"My  mother  assured  me  that  she  was  not  angry, 
and  talked  to  me  for  a  long  time,  and  showed  me 
how  one  fault  leads  to  another,  and  how  little  we 
can  tell  how  the  consequences  ofeven  our  smallest 
actions  may  be  ;  but  I  watched  her  face  all  that 
evening,  and  I  could  not  help  seeing  how  pale  and 
grave  she  looked.  She  took  me  the  next  day  to 
Mrs.  Mason,  who  seemed  quite  frightened,  and  be- 
gan to  excuse  my  fault.  But  this  my  mother 
would  not  allows 

"  'There  is  no  excuse  for  her,  Mrs.  Mason  ;  but 
she  has  already  suffered  a  good  deal,  and  I  believe 
her  to  be  really  penitent.  I  hope  you  will  forgive 
her ;  and  she  is  very  anxious  to  repair  the  injury 
she  has  done  Priscilla  Jones.' 

"  Mrs.  Mason  looked  sorry. 

"  '  Well,  poor  thing,  I  am  sorry  for  her ;  not  that 
she  was  near  so  handy  as  the  girl  I  have  got  now, 
but  her  mother  is  so  Ijadly  off.  I  heard  that  their 
goods  were  seized  yeste  day.' 

"  '  What  goods?'  I  a^kcd  anxiously;  'and  what 
is  seized?    I  mean,  who  could  seize  them ?' 

«"  For  the  rent,  miss.  They  were  always  be- 
hind with  their  rent;'  you  see  now  she's  got  all 
the  children  at  home.' 

"I  grasped  my  mother's  hand. 


" '  Please  let  us  go  home,'  I  said.  I  want  to 
talk  to  you. 

"  As  soon  as  we  had  left  the  shop,  I  explained 
my  ideas  to  my  mother.  I  was  very  anxious  to 
pay  the  money  that  Mrs.  Jones  owed  for  rent. 

" '  But  how  can  you,  Janie  ?  Your  sixpence  a 
week  won't  help  her  very  much.' 

" '  No,  but  if  you  will  give  it  mc — that  is,  her — 
all  at  once  for  a  whole  year,  that  would  be  one 
pound  and  six  shillings.  Then,  if  somebody — I 
mean  you  and  papa  and  grandmamma — would 
give  me  any  present  on  my  birthday,  or  Christmas, 
or  New-Year's  Day,  that  perhaps  would  make  up 
the  five  pounds.' 

" '  Yes,  I  think  it  might ;  but  do  you  think  you 
will  have  courage  and  self-denial  enough  to  be  a 
whole  year  without  any  money  or  any  presents  ? 
You  must  think  it  well  over.' 

"  'Mamma  I  should  be  so  glad.' 

" '  Yes,  but  you  must  think  over  it  for  a  much 
longer  time — a  whole  week — and  then  give  me 
your  answer.' 

"  '  And  did  you.  Aunt  Jane  ?'  asked  both  the 
children  eagerly. 

"  Yes,  I  did ;  and  though  it  was  a  great  pleasure 
to  give  Mrs.  Jones  the  five  pounds,  it  was  a  greater 
sacrifice  than  I  had  imagined  it  would  have  been. 
However,  I  had  chosen  it  myself,  and  there  was 
nothing  to  say  ;  but  I  was  glad  when  the  end  of 
the  year  came ;  and  then  I  had  a  still  greater 
pleasure,  for  my  mother  took  Priscilla  into  the 
nursery,  and  I  was  able,  by  teaching  her  and  help- 
ing her,  in  many  ways  to  make  up  for  the  injury 
I  had  done  her." 

"And  was  she  stupid?  and  had  she  red  hair? 
and  did  you  like  her  ?" 

"  She  was  not  at  all  stupid ;  but  her  hair  must 
always  be  red ;  and  I  think  you  are  very  fond  of 
her,  Annie."  • 

"  I  don't  know  her.  Aunt  Jane." 
'  "  Yes,  you  do,  very  well.     She  dresses  you  every 
day."     "  Nurse  dresses  me." 

"  But  Priscilla  is  nurse.  She  stayed  with  us 
many  years ;  and  when  you  were  a  baby,  your 
mamma  made  her  your  nurse." 

"  Oh,  how  funny  !  How  very  odd  !  A  true  story, 
all  about  real  people." 

"Thank  you," said  Eustace  gravely.'  "I  think 
it  was  very  good  of  you  to  tell  us  that  story." 

"I  am  glad  you  liked  it,  dear  boy,  and  shall  be 
very  happy  if  it  makes  you  remember  how  little 
we  can  tell  the  eftect  of  our  smallest  actions.  I 
have  often  wondered  at  so  much  misery  being 
brought  upon  so  many  people  by  my  taking  that 
one  little  tin  soldier." 


When  St.  Joseph  Calasanctius  was  a  little  boy 
five  years  old,  he  heard  some  one  speaking  about  the 
devil,  the  enemy  of  God.  He  did  not  know  who 
the  devil  wan,  l^ut  he  thought  the  devil  would  be 
like  a  man.  Another  day  he  got  together  a  good 
many  children.  They  all  got  sticks  in  their  hands, 
and  went  about  looking  for  the  devil  to  drive  him 
out  of  the  world.  These  sticks  were  only  made 
of  wood.  The  stick  which  really  *ends  the  devil 
away  is  the  beautiful  prayer,  Jesus  and  Mary, 
Jielp  vie. 
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Devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  North  America. 

[We  bftve  spoken  at  length  in  the  columns  of 
the  Ave  Mahia  of  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God 
in  the  old  Catlwlic  countries  of  Europe;  let  us 
now  speak  of  it  as  it  exists  in  our  own  country. 
Here,  it  is  well  for  us  to  remenilier  that  devotion 
to  the  IMessed  Virgin  is  coeval  with  the  discovery 
of  America,  and  although  peculiar  obstacles,  of 
which  we  shall  speak  anon,  have  somewhat 
checked  its  outward  expression,  yet  our  readers 
will  be  surprised  and  rejoiced  to  see  how  deep  a 
root  this  devotion  has  in  the  hearts  of  Americans. 
As  an  illustration  of  this  beautiful  truth,  we  give 
a  most  interesting  article,  from  Rev.  X.  D.  Mac- 
Leod's supplement  to  Orsini's  Life  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary :] 

Columbus — Natural  groicth  nfthis  Devotion — Euro- 
pean and  American  Devotion — Honor  due  to  Mary 
— Put roiie«s  of  the  United  States. 
The  little  seaport  town  of  Palos,  in  Andalusia, 
lay  busking  in  the  sun,  and  its  harbor  was  crowd- 
ed with  swarthy  sight-seers,  and  vocal  with  won- 
dering tongues.  The  cool  mountain  waters  of  the 
Tinto  brawled  past  the  haven,  and  -flowed  into 
the  broad  Atlantic.  Out  on  the  burnished  sea, 
three  cjiravals  lay  at  anchor.  The  crowd  had  as- 
sembled to  see  a  set  of  madmen,  as  they  called 
them,  depart  upon  a  hopeless  voyage.  Tlieir 
tongues  were  busy  in  discussing  the  proliable 
manner  in  which  evil  fate  would  fall  on  the  ex- 
pedition, for  no  one  dreamed  of  a  happy  issue  for 
the  adventure.  If  any  dared  to  suggest  such  a 
probal>ility,  he  too  was  hooted  at  as  insane,  and 
ironically  recommended  to  ship  for  the  voyage. 

And  as  they  disputed  and  sneered,  ever  and 
anon  a  strain  of  the  Mass  music  would  swell  from 
out  the  church,  where  faith  and  confidence  wx-re 
drawing  new  strengtii  from  devotion  to  God  and 
Mary.  For  the  adventurers,  their  commander  at 
their  head,  were  preparing  l>y  confes.sion  and 
Holy  Communion  to  enter  like  Christian  men 
up<m  their  perilous  undertaking. 

Then  the  ilass  was  over,  and  out  from-  the 
church,  grave,  resolute  and  calm,  walked  the  Ad- 
miral at  the  head  of  his  crew,  and  the  crowd, 
hushed  into  silence,  opened  a  way  for  the  proces- 
sion. A  few  moments  were  allowed  for  fiire\Vells. 
Then  th(;  brief  orders  were  given,  and  the  sailors, 
entering  the  boats,  rowed  out  to  their  respective 


vessels.  Then  the  report  of  the  culverin  sounded 
from  the  bows,  an<l  the  standard  of  Ca-stile  swung 
out  to  the  April  breeze  from  the  peak  of  the  San^in 
Maria,  and  the  crew  cheered,  and  the  crowd  on 
shore  responded,  as  the  Admiral  steppetl  on  board. 

A  few  moments  more  and  the  anchor  waa 
weighed  and  the  yards  were  trimme<i,  the  sails 
tilled,  and  the  flotilla  of  Columbus  stood  out  to 
sea.  And  with  it,  as  it  crossed  those  pathless 
waters,  the  love  and  protection  of  our  dear  Lady 
and  Mother  floated  over  the  Atlantic  to  the  shores 
of  America.  The  first  land  touched  by  our  Chris- 
tian Admiral  he  called  San  Salvador,  in  honor  of 
the  Son  ;  the  next,  Santa  Maria  de  la  Concepcion, 
did  reverence  to  the  Mother. 

It  is  well  nigh  four  hundred  years  since,  then, 
but  never  has  Mary  forgotten  nor  been  forgotten 
here ;  but  her  servants  have  labored  to  extend  her 
devotion  ;  the  faithful  have  responded  with  eager, 
loving  hearts;  her  powerful  prayers  have  aided 
them  in  Heaven,  and  now  irom  the  perpetual 
Arctic  snows  to  the  mists  of  Terra  del  Fuego,  as- 
criptions of  honor  arise  to  the  Mother  Immaculate. 
*  *  *  With  tl»e  successors  of  Columbus 
came  the  cannon  and  the  sword  ;  but  there  came 
also  the  cross  and  the  rosary.  And  now  I  come 
to  a  point  which  must  be  carefully  noted.  I  mean 
the  difference  of  the  rise  of  devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Mother  of  God  in  this  country  and  in  the  old 
Catholic  lands,  and  the  consequent  difference  be- 
tween the  respective  external  manifestations  of  it. 

When  the  Gospel  of  the  Son  of  Mary  issued 
from  Palestine  anil  spread  over  Eun^pe,  it  was 
for  the  dethronement  of  false  deities  among  com- 
paratively simple  men  ;  for  civilization  was  then 
exclusively  Roman,  save  here  and  there  a  little 
colony.  Men  received  the  faith  sooner  or  later  in 
simple,  earnest  hearts.  Faith  retained,  for  many 
and  many  centurie-s  a  straightforwardness  and 
openness  which  has  l)egun  to  decay  only  within  the 
liuit  three  hundred  years.  For  the  general  diffu- 
sion of  a  too  thin  and  innutritive  knowledge  has 
unquestionably  injured  the  simplicity  of  faith,  by 
increasing  not  our  wisilom,  but  our  conceit  that 
we  are  wise.  Men  have  been  taught  by  this  to 
replace  faith  with  the  most  niggardly  of  all  qual- 
ities, suspicion  and  doubt.  State  any  manifesta- 
tion of  God's  love  to  man,  any  individual  and  dis- 
tinct mark  of  His  favor  or  providence,  and  for 
one  that  would  say,  "  Blessed  be  His  name  for 
that,"  a  hundred  will  doubt  it,  will  furnish  a 
score  of  mean  reasons  agtnnst  its  probability,  will 
suspect  a  score  of  honorable  men  of  collusion,  in- 
vention and  deceit.  Pantheiam— if  I  may  use  that 
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word  for  want  of  a  better  to  express  the  generali- 
zation and  depersonalization  of  God — was  not 
universally  spread  as  it  is  now.  If  it  existed,  it 
was  in  some  head  which  "  too  much  learning  had 
made  mad,"  some  mind  gone  astray  through  over 
esteem  of  its  own  reasoning  faculties,  and  was 
generally  confined  to  a  university  chamber.  Then 
men  believed  in  a  personal  God,  to  whom  they 
were  personally  accountable;  they  loved  to  re- 
ceive His  gifts  and  benefits  as  personal  ones ;  they 
knew  nothing  of  these  fine,  new,  universal  hu- 
manities and  confederacies  of  God,  but  He  was 
my  Father  and  my  God,  as  well  as  our  Father  and 
our  God.  *  *  *  _^nd  so  they  had 
personal  dealings  with  God,  and  when  He  said 
to  the  beloved  disciple — speaking  from  the  cloud 
of  agony  which  overhung  the  Cross — "Son  be- 
hold thy  Mother !"  they  saw  in  that  divinest  boon, 
a  mother  for  all  and  each  of  them;  a  mother 
equally  loving  and  tender  for  each  of  her  chil- 
dren, procuring  benefits  for  each  from  her  Divine 
Son,  and  therefore  naturally  carrying  back  to  Him 
the  thanks  of  each  for  such  benefits.  *  *  * 
They  went  to  fight  and  begged  her  protection ; 
they  came  back  successful,  and  built  Notre  Dame 
des  Victoires.  They  were  perishing  by  an  epi- 
demic, and  made  a  no  vena  to  her;  and  she 
heard  them,  and  their  Cathedral  is  dedicated  to 
Our  Lady  of  help  in  need — Notre  Dame  de  Bon 
Secours. 

Travelers  lighted  on  land  after  storms,  like  the 
grand,  heroic  Columbus,  and  because  in  their 
trouble  they  had  begged  help  from  the  gentl6 
Mother,  and  believed  that  she  heard  them,  they 
called  the  new  land  by  her  name.  A  poor  pious 
man,  attacked  by  highwaymen,  converts  one  by  his 
gentle  discourse — the  place  is  called  St.  Mary  of 
Robbers,  and  some  nineteenth  century  literary 
skirmisher  will  inform  you  that  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin was  the  patroness  of  thieves  in  this  neighbor- 
hood. Hence  the  history  of  the  Devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  in  Europe  is  simply  a  ramble 
through  the  beautiful.  There  is  no  hamlet,  or 
city,  or  borough,  without  its  consecration,  partial 
or  entire,  to  the  dear  Mother  of  God.  Europe  is 
flooded  with  fact  and  legend.  *  *  *  But  we 
live,  comparatively  few  in  number,  in  a  land  which 
if  not  Protestant  is  at  least  not  Catholic.  *  *  * 
Pulpit  and  lecture-room,  public  meetings  and  cor- 
ner-stone layings,  the  press  and  the  bar-room,  re- 
echo with  charges  of  idolatry,  of  taking  from 
God  the  honor  which  is  His  due  only  and  giving 
it  to  a  creature ;  and  even  the  gentlest  will  shake 
their  heads  and  bewail  with  grave  charity  the 
unfortunate  propensity  of  the  Papist  to  give  too 
much  honor  to  Mary.  *  *  *  Yet  in  despite 
of  this  we  are  prepared  to  believe  that  there  is 
no  old  Catholic  country  in  Europe,  that  there 
never  has  been  a  country  in  which  reverent  love 
and  earnest  heartfelt  devotion  for  the  Blessed 
Mother  of  God  was  more  deeply  rooted  and  more 
ardently  cherished,  or  more  fervently  and  fruit- 
fully practiced,  than  in  this  same  North  America. 
It  is  unobtrusive,  but  it  is  real.  It  guides  and  in- 
fluences the  hearts  of  men,  and  is  found  pure  and 
glowing  in  the  souls  of  some  who  seem  to  be  the 


most  thoughtless  in  society,  of  some  who  seem  to 
be  the  driest  and  most  engrossed  in  affairs. 

It  begins  in  earliest  childhood  when  the  Scap- 
ular and  medal  are  placed  around  the  neck,  to  be 
kept  there  ever  afterward,  even  in  the  grave.  As 
the  child  grows,  he  is  won  to  the  membership  of 
some  Sodality  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  some  Rosary 
Society,  some  Confraternity  of  the  Immaculate 
Heart  of  Mary.  The  elders  form  their  associa- 
tions and  place  them  under  the  patronage  of  the 
Queen  of  Angels.  Nuns  of  Notre  Dame  and  of 
the  Visitation  train  the  female  children  ;  Brothers 
of  Mary  are  consecrated  to  the  education  of  boys. 
The  Bishop  lal)ors  patiently  till  his  Seminary  of 
St.  Mary  is  completed  ;  the  Priest  toils  arduously 
until  his  Parish  of  the  Annunciation  or  Assump- 
tion is  established ;  and  all  join  their  prayers, 
their  counsel,  their  money,  their  manual  labor, 
their  self  denial  and  renunciation,  until  the  Cross 
peeps  through  the  greenwood,  from  the  convent 
of  Mary's  help,  and  the  church  of  the  Immaculate 
crowns  the  summit  of  the  hill.         *        *        *      • 

"What  wonder,  then,  that  in  her  own  sweet 
month  of  May,  the  Fathers  of  the  Council  of  1846, 
held  in  Baltimore,  twenty-two  Bishops,  with  their 
theologians,  should  solemnly  elect  as  the  Patron- 
ess of  the  United  States  of  America,  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary  miraculously  conceived  ?  The  Fath- 
ers had  been  trained  in  her  honor,  they  had  lived 
for  her  service,  they  desired  to  add  this  crowning 
glory  to  their  life-long  prayer  and  praise,  and  at 
the  same  time  to  show  their  zeal  for  the  true  in- 
terests of  this  countiy,  by  entreating  her  protec- 
tion for  it  in  this  eminent  and  public  way.  The 
next  year  this  election  was  confirmed  by  the  Sov- 
ereign Pontiff,  and  now  forever,  in  the  grand  pub- 
lic session  that  closes  these  august  assemblies, 
after  the  Te  Deum  has  been  sung,  the  cantors, 
richly  coped,  stand  before  the  altar  and  intone 
their  first  acclamation  to  the  Most  High  God. 
That  chorused,  they  burst  forth — Beatissimm  Vir- 
gini  Marice  sine  lahe  originali  conceptce,  haram  Pro- 
vinciarum  Patrona,  lionor  oeternus!  .  And  in  cho- 
rus the  venerable  Bishops  and  theologians  and 
attendant  priests,  and  the  whole  multitude  of 
people,  repeat  the  glad  ascription,  and  then,  swell- 
ing to  vaulted  roof,  and  filling  aisle  and  nave  and 
broad  cathedral  sanctuary,  rolls  in  deep,  majestic 
chorus  the  solemn  Amen  !  Amen ! 


But  if  from  the  miracles  operated  by  the  virtue 
of  the  holy  scapular,  in  favor  of  cities,  provinces 
and  entire  kingdoms,  we  pass  to  the  marvels 
wrought  in  favor  of  individuals,  it  would  require 
all  the  tongues  that  Saint  Jerome  wished  to  pos- 
sess, that  he  might  celebrate  the  virtues  of  Mary. 
In  truth,  the  earth  is  but  one  vast  stage,  upon 
which  Heaven  seems  to  delight  in  manifesting 
the  virtue  of  this  habit  of  the  Mother  of  God. 
Wherever  we  turn  our  eyes,  we  behold  miracles 
on  miracles.  How  many  conflargations  extin- 
guished! how  many  shipwrecks  avoided!  how 
many  bullets  flattened !  how  many  swords  blunted  I 
how  many  restored  to  sight!  how, many  cripples 
and  paralytics  cured ! 
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THE  SCAPULAR. 
AN  INCIDENT  OF  THE  LATE  WAR. 


We  take  pleasure  in  giving  place  to  the  follow- 
ing letter  from  a  responsible  officer  of  the  army, 
on  account  ot  the  very  edifying  incidents  it  relates 
— additional  developments  of  the  divmo  sanction 
to  the  practice  of  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God  : 
Nashvillk,  Tenn.,  Dec.  13,  1804. 
Since  I  wrote  you  la.^t  I  was  in  the  midst  of  one 
of  the  most  hloo<ly  battles  of  the  war.     The  fury 
of  the  combatants  on  both  sides  was  e.xcited  by 
the  importance  which  unavoidable  circumstances 
would  give  to  victory  for  either  side.     Defeat  for 
us  would  be  ruin,  to  our  army,  the  loss  of  Nftsh- 
ville,  and  thcrefiire  the  whole  State  of  Tennessee, 
and  the  most  of  Kentucky.     At  that  time  we  had 
but  two  corps  to  oppose  llood's  advance,  with  his 
whole  anny,  from  crossing  the  Tennessee,  toward 
Nashville.     We  gradually  fell  back  about  si.xty 
miles,  closely  followed  by  Hood,  toward  Nashville, 
his  objective  point,  until  we  came  to  Franklin,  a 
considerable  town  eighteen  miles  south  of  Nash- 
ville.    The  night  betore  the  battle  the  rebel  army 
camped  within    half  a    mile   of   where  we  had 
halted,     to     save     our    train    of    wagons.     We 
marched  all  night  and  made  franklin  about  one 
o'clock  p.  m.     Here  we  must  tight  or  lose  our  train. 
Franklin  is  situated  in  the  bend  of  a  small  river. 
In  front  of  this  town,  our  troops  commenced  im- 
mediately to  throw  up  earth-works  from  river  to 
river.     About  four  o'clock  p.   m.  the  rebel  anny 
came  up  and   without  delay   attempted  to  storm 
our  works.     Our  artillery   were  all  in  position, 
and  the  men   ready  behind   their  works.     They 
charged  up  to  the  mouths  of  our  blazing  artillery 
and  small  arms,  and  were  hurled  hack  with  ter- 
rible slaughter.     They  retreat;  and   agtiin  they 
charge  with  fresh  troops,  and  again  they   were 
beaten  back.     Thus  it  continued  through  eleven 
successive  but  unsuccessful  attempts  to  pierce  our 
line,  till   midnight,  when  the  enemy  retired  com- 
pletely shattered — nearly  one-fourth  of  their  num- 
ber being   killed  and  wounded.     The  efforts  of 
the  enemy  were  to  turn  our  left,   which  covered 
the  brigade,  our  only  means  of  retreat.     If  they 
succeeded,  our  retreat  was  impossible  and  our  de- 
struction was  certain.     And  the  victorious  enemy, 
after  capturing  our  train  and  scattering  our  army, 
could  march  unopposed  to  Nashville  and  capture 
it,  the  garrison  there   not  being  sufficient  for  its 
defense  against  so  large  an  army.     But  failing  in 
the  first,  they  failed  in  all  the  rest. 

Officers  and  men  unite  in  saying  that  the  gal- 
lantry and  skill  of  the   dauntless  Major  General 

D.  8.  S ,  the  4th   Corps  Commander,  saved 

our  army  and  the  national  honor.  He  being  the 
Commander  of  our  Corps,  I  happened  to  be  with 
him  before  the  battle  began.  He  is  a  most  devout 
Catholic,  in  every  sense  of  the  word.  Father 
Tracy  baptized  him  on  the  field  of  "  Shiloh,"  and 
Father  Cooney  gave  him  his  first  Communion  on 
last  Easter  Sunday,  in  camp  at  Blue  Spring,  Ten- 
nessee. Surrounded  by  his  staff  and  other  officers, 
that  terrible  evening,  he  stepped   up  to  Father 


Cooney  and  remarked  :  "  Father,  we  are  going  to 
have  a  terrible  battle  to-night,  and  that  I  may  l)e 
well  prejMired  to  meet  death,  I  would  like  to  go  to 
confession."     "  Very  well,"  said  Father  Cooney, 
I'  you  may  do  it  here."     And,  as  they  were  stand- 
ing in    the  open  field,  they  Htepi>cd  but  a  few 
paces  to  one  side,  and  standing  in  the  sight  of  his 
officers  he  reverently  took  off  hi.s   hat  and  made 
his  confession,  and  in  a  moment  after  mounted  bis 
horse  and  was  rrady  for  battle.     Is  this  not  some- 
thing   worthy  of  "the   age   of  faith,"  to  see  a 
Major  General,  whose  brow  was  already  decorated 
with  the  "laurels"  of  many  a  hard  fought  battle, 
so  completely  (lead  to  the  threats  of  that  relentless' 
tyrant,  huvuin  respect,  and  aline  only  to  the  faith 
of  Jesus  Christ.     Well  might  such  a  hero  say,  on 
entering  the  battle,  "  O  death,  where  is  thy  sting ! 
O  grave,  whore  is  thy  victory."     The  4th  Corps 
had  to  stand  the  brunt  of  the  battle ;  and  wiiere 
it  raged  the  fiercest  there  this  soldier  of  the  Cross 
was  to  be  found,  cheering  and  directing  his  men. 
During  one  of  the  charges  on  the  works  the  fury 
of  the  rebels  broke  our  line  and  drove   back  the 
left  brigade  of  his  Corjjs.     But  the  eye  of  the  fear- 
less General  was  there ;  he  swung  around  another 
brigade  to  close  the  gap,  capturing  all  the  rebels 
that  entered,  and  he  saved  the  army. 

This  occasioned  a  remark  that  has  gone  through 
the  army,  that  "  the  rebels  broke  through  our  line 
and  an  officer  of  the  4th  corps  came  down  and 
drove  them  out  tcith  his  sttord."  While  he  was 
doing  this,  a  bullet  entered  his  coat  on  his  right 
shoulder,  and  came  out  on  his  left ;  in  passing 
from  shoulder  to  shoulder,  it  tore  the  flesh  all 
along,  except  one  spot  about  two  inches  wide 
upon  which  his  Scapular  rested. 

That  little  spotcovered  the  vertebra  of  the  neck, 
at  the  head  of  the  spinal  column,  which,  if  broken, 
would  cause  instant  death.  The  surgeons  de- 
cided that  one  quarter  of  an  inch  lotcer  would 
have  caused  death,  and  the  Scapular  appears  to 
have  raised  the  range  of  the  bullet  at  least  that 
much.  One  head  of  the  Scapular  rested  on  the 
lower  part  of  the  neck.  The  bullet  cut  one  of  the 
strings,  but  did  no  more  injury  to  the  Scapular. 
He  paid  no  attention  to  the  wound  until  the  bat- 
tle was  over.     When  the  battle  was  over,  I  heard 

General  S was  wounded,  and  I  went  to  see  him. 

The  General  showed  me  the  Scapular,  with  one 
string  cut  and  the  end  that  was  on  his  neck  was 
bloody. 

"  This  Scapular,"  said  he,  "  was  given  to  me  last 
Easter  by  Father  Cooney,  and  I  believe  it  has 
saved  my  life.  And,"  he  added,  ''nothing  in 
this  world  could  buy  it ;  I  shall  keep  it  as  a 
precious  relic  as  long  as  I  live."  Father  Cooney 
told  me  that  the  General  came  to  his  tent  on  Holy 
Saturday  evening  and  went  to  confession,  that 
after  confession  he  remarked  to  the  General  that, 
on  the  following  day  (Easter)  many  would  re- 
ceive the  holy  Scapular,  and  it  would  be  a  very 
appropriate  day  for  him  to  receive  it.  "  Well," 
said  he,  "I  will;  but  I  do  not  know  anything 
alx)ut  it.  Please  to  explain  it."  On  hearing 
Father  Cooney 's  explanation  of  it  he  was  very 
desirous  to  receive  it     Little  did  he  suppose  then 
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that  it  would  one  day  save  his  life.  For  it  turned 
the  bullet  out  of  a  straight  line,  to  which  it  re- 
turned again,  as  if  to  make  the  power  of  God 
more  manifest.  About  dark,  the  night  of  the  bat- 
tle, I  had  to  pass  through  the  streets  of  Franklin. 
The  bullets  fell  like  hail  against  the  houses.  A 
more  lonely  night  I  never  witnessed.  Every  thing 
was  still  as  death.  The  smoke  from  the  artillery 
had  settled  down  and  filled  the  streets  so  that  I 
could  scarcely  see  any  thing,  although  it  was 
moonlight.  AH  doors  and  window-blinds  were 
closed — not  a  soul  to  be  seen.  It  gave  me  an  idea 
of  hell — minus  the  curses  of  the  damned.  As 
nobody  was  ordered  to  leave  I  learned  that  the 
women  and  children  were  mostly  in  the  cellars — 
men,  there  were  none.  All  escaped  to  Nashville 
the  day  before,  for  fear  of  the  "  conscription."     K. 


St.  Vincent  of  Paul — July  19. 

O  blessed  Father !  sent  by  God, 

His  mercy  to  dispense. 
Thy  hand  is  out  o'er  all  the  earth, 

Like  God's  own  providence. 
Dear  Saint !  not  in  the  wilderness 

Thy  fragrant  virtues  bloom, 
But  in  the  city's  crowded  haunts, 

The  alley's  cheerless  gloom. 
For  charity  anointed  thee 

O'er  want,  and  woe,  and  pain ; 
And  she  hath  crowned  thee  emperor 

Of  all  her  .wide  domain. 
Vincent !  like  Mother  Mary,  thou 

Art  no  one's  patron  saint ; 
Eyes  to  the  blind,  health  to  the  sick, 

And  life  to  those  who  faint. 
The  poor  thou  savest  l>y  such  charms 

As  hardest  hearts  can  move. 
The  rich  by  teaching  them  to  do 

The  saving  works  of  love. 
Saint  of  wide-open  arms,  and  heart 

Capacious  as  a  sea. 
In  dead  of  night  a  thousand  lips 

Are  sweetly  blessing  thee, — • 
In  orphanage,  in  hospital, 

The  sick  on  garret  bed, 
The  dying,  and  the  desolate 

Who  weep  beside  the  dead. 
Thou  seem'st  to  have  a  thousand  hands, 

And  in  each  hand  a  heart  ; 
And  all  the  hearts  a  precious  balm 

Like  dew  from  God  impart. 
While  love  overwhelmed  thy  days 

With  toils  beyond  compare. 
Thy  life  'raid  all  thy  countless  works 

Was  one  unbroken  prayer. 
'Twas  prayer  that  multiplied  thy  hands. 

Prayer  was  thy  power  to  bless ; 
'Twas  prayer  that  made  thy  time  for  thee, 

'Twas  prayer  was  thy  success. 
So  thou  belongest  unto  us  all. 

And  all  belong  to  thee ; 
And  we'  in  him  Thy  pity  praise. 

Most  Holy  Trinity ! 


THE  ATONEMENT. 

The  Atonement  was  amply  sufficient  for  all  the 
wants  of  fallen  human  nature.  In  the  prophetic 
language  of  the  psalmist,  it  contained  "  an  abun- 
dant redemption."  (Psalm  cxxix,  7).  It  fully 
atoned  not  only  for .  original  sin,  but  also  for  all 
the  actual  sins  of  all  mankind.  Even  one  drop 
of  the  great  Man-God's  precious  blood  would  have 
superabundantly  sufficed  to  expiate  the  sins  of 
ten  thousand  worlds ;  because  it  was  of  infinite 
value  and  acceptance  with  God.  The  one  great 
sacrifice  of  the  cross  "  obtained  an  eternal  redemp- 
tion," and  "exhausted  the  sins  of  many."  (He- 
brews ix,  12  and  28).  It  fully  paid  the  price,  of 
ransom  for  the  sins  of  all  the  descendants  of 
Adam.  None  were  excepted  from  its  influence ; 
for  "  there  is  no  exception  of  persons  with  God." 
All  who  had  sinned  in  Adam,  and  had  thereby 
incurred  death,  were  ransomed  in  Christ.  (See 
Romans,  ch.  v).  The  arras  of  the  Blessed  Jesus, 
extended  on  the  cross,  embraced  all  mankind 
without  exception  :  His  heart  loved  all,  and  His 
heart's  blood  was  bounteously  poured  out  for  all. 
And  the  system  of  belief,  which  would  limit  the 
atonement  to  a  select  few,  is  as  unscriptural  as  it 
is  narrow  and  unworthy  of  God. 

By  the  Atonement,  ample  means  were  thus  pro- 
vided for  the  salvation  of  every  child  of  Adam. 
Whosoever  therefore  is  not  saved,  perishes  solely 
through  his  own  fault.  God  has  fully  and  super- 
abundantly done  His  part,  and  He  may  still  ad- 
dress to  the  world  the  plaint  formerly  uttered 
against  the  house  of  Israel :  "  What  is  there  that 
I  ought  to  do  more  to  my  vineyard  that  I  have 
not  done  to  it  ?  Was  it  that  I  looked  that  it 
should  luring  forth  grapes,  and  it  hath  brought 
forth  wild  grapes  ?"     (Isaiah  v,  4). 

But  man  is  free,  either  to  use  or  to  neglect  these 
means  of  salvation ;  God  offers  no  violence  to  his 
free  will ;  he  is  still  "placed  in  the  hands  of  his 
counsel,"  (Eccl.  xv,  14),  and  may  choose  either  fire 
or  water ;  either  the  fire  of  the  divine  indignation, 
or  the  cooling  streams  of  heavenly  grace.  God 
will  compel  none  into  Heaven  ;  He  will  bestow 
the  crown  of  immortality  only  on  those  who  have 
fought  valiantly  for  it,  and  triumph  over  sin 
through  Jesus  Christ. 

As  St.  Augustin  has  somewhere  remarked,  God, 
who  created  us  without  our  consent  or  aid,  will 
not  save  us  without  our  co-operation.  The  abun- 
dant merits  of  the  redemption  will  be  applied  to 
us,  only  on  condition  that  we,  on  our  part,  do  all 
that  God  requires  of  us,  as  preliminaries  to  the 
application  ;  He  Himself  freely  aiding  and  assist- 
ing us  by  His  holy  grace,  both  in  beginning  and 
perfecting  the  good  work.  Of  ourselves  we  can, 
indeed,  do  nothing  toward  our  salvation ;  but 
without  our  free  co-operation  the  grace  of  God 
will  certainly  not  save  us.  Salvation  is  thus  the 
result  of  two  agencies  combined :  the  weakness  of 
man,  strengthened  and  rendered  efficient  by  the 
grace  of  God.  The  same  inspired  Apostle  who 
said :  "  We  are  not  sufficient  to  think  any  thing 
of  ourselves,  as  of  ourselves,"  (2  t'orinth,  iii,  4), 
also  said :  "  I  can  do  oil  things  in  Him  who 
strengtheneth  me."     (Thilippians,  iv,  13.) 
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With  tlie  blessed  Bnviour  Himself,  the  Cutholic 
Church  Ima  ever  taught,  tliat  the  merits  of  tlic 
Atonement  are  applied  only  to  those  who  strive 
eann'.stly,  witli  the  gnice  of  Got],  to  imitate  Christ, 
in  His  spirit,  in  His  life,  in  His  death.  In  the  name 
of  her  Divine  Head  and  Spouse,  she  has  ever  ad- 
dressed His  words  to  all  her  cluldren.  as  setting 
forth  the  essential  conditions  of  discipleship  :  "  If 
any  man  will  come  after  Me,  let  him  fleny  himi*ilT\ 
take  uj)  /h'm  CroMM  unit  fti/fow  Aft."  (St.  Matt,  xvi,  24). 
With  the  inspired  Paul,  she  has  ever  taught  that, 
to  be  sharers  in  the  redemption,  wc  must  "be 
nailed  to  the  Cross  with  Christ;  and  live,  now  not 
we,  but  Clirist  in  us."  (Galatians  ii,  19,  20).  She 
tells  us  that  "they  who  are  Christ's  futce  crucijied 
their  jitith,  with  the  vices  and  concupisences." 
(Galatians  v,  24).  She  tells  us  daily  that,  like 
St.  Paul,  we  must  "chastise  our  bodies,  and  bring 
them  into  subjection,"  (Corinthians  ix,  37),  ancl 
must  "yf/Z  up  t/iotie  thingH  that  aiv  icautiitg  of  the 
aufferinya  of  Chrlut  in  ourjie«h."  (Collossians  i,  24). 
She  tells  us  that  we  must  do  jtenanre  in  sackclotk 
and  ait?u'M,  (St.  Matt,  xi,  21,  and  Luke  x,  13),  as 
the  Saviour  said  Tyre  and  Sidon  w(»uld  have  done, 
had  the  works  been  performed  in  them  that  were 
done  in  Corozain  and  Bethsaida.  She  tells  us  what 
John  told  the  Jews  on  the  banks  of  the  Jordan  : 
"Bring  forth,  therefore,  fruits  worthy  of  penancf" 
(St.  Matt.  iii.  8).  and  what  Christ  said,  speaking 
of  John:  "The  Kingdom  of  Heaven  sufftreth  rio- 
lenre,  and  the  riolent  hear  it  aicay."  (Id.  xi,  12).  She 
tells  us,  that  those  only  are  foreknown  by  God, 
and  pridestined  to  life  eternal,  who  are  made  con- 
foriwdik  to  the  image  of  Ilia  Son,  (Horn,  viii,  29), 
and  that  we  must  "«M/f"fr  with  Christ  if  we  would 
reign  with  Him."     (2' Tim.  ii,  12). 

The  whole  New  Testament  abounds  witli  such 
declarations,  all  going  to  show  that  we  cannot 
expect  to  share  in  the  merits  of  the  redemption 
unless  we  do  violence  to  ourselves,  deaiy  ourselves, 
mort  i  fy  our  members,  imitate  the  example  of  Christ, 
and  catch  His  sacrificial  and  expiatory  spirit.  He 
was  innocence  itself,  and  yet  was  He  made  the  vic- 
tim of  sin  ;  we  are  guilty — we  contributed  to  nail 
Him  to  the  Cross — we  deiterre  to  suffer.  "  The  dis- 
ciple is  not  above  the  master,"  and  as  St.  Bernard 
well  remarks,  "it  is  not  becoming  that,  under  a  head 
crowned  with  thorns,  the  members  should  be  over 
delicate."  No,  no.  Those  deceive  themselves,  to 
their  own  eternal  ruin,  who  think  that  they  may 
be  saved  while  reclining  on  a  bed  of  roses,  when 
Jesus  entered  into  His  glory  by  lying  on  the  hard 
be<l  of  the  Cross.  Those  fatally  deceive  themselves 
who  think  that  they  may  reach  Heaven  by  tread- 
ing the  way  of  "primrose  dalliance,"  while  Jesus 
walked  in  a  patii  bestrewed  with  thorns  and 
marked  by  His  own  blood ;  and  while  He  ex- 
claimed:  "  How  narrow  is  the  gate,  and  straight 
is  the  way,  which  leadeth  to  life:  and  few  there 
are  who  find  it !"     (Matt!  vii,  14). 

All  the  saints  of  God,  from  the  days  of  St.  John 
the  Baptist  down  to  the  present  time, — to  say 
nothing  of  those  who  lived  under  the  Old  Law, — 
have  acted  on  these  principles,  and  have  walked 
in  this  narrow  and  thorny  path  ;  and  in  sa  doing 
they  did  but  imitate  the  great  Saikt  of  Saints, 


Jesus  Christ  Himself,  "the  Author  and  Finisher  of 
our  faith."  This  doctrine  it  was  which  peopled 
the  deserts  with  holy  men  of  God,  who  fled  from 
the  soft  bland i.'<hments  of  the  world  and  of  the 
flesh,  to  crucify  themselves  in  solitu<le.  This  d<x;- 
trine  it  was  which  rai8e<l  up  whole  armies  of  vir- 
gins and  of  holy  celebritaries,  who,  denying  them- 
selves and  "crucifying  their  flesh  with  its  vices 
and  cfmcupi-scences,"  preserved  to  the  end  of  life 
the  lily  of  purity,  and  now  are  privileged  in 
Heaven  to  be  the  special  favorites  of  the  Lamb, 
and  "to  follow  Him  whithersoever  He  goeth." 
This  doctrine  it  was  which  made  the  martyrs  smile 
on  death,  and  even  sigh  for  its  approach,  that  their 
blood  might  be  mingled  with  tliat  of  the  great 
expiatory  sacrifice,  and  that  they  might  die  for 
Christ  and  with  Christ.  This  doctrine,  in  fine, 
was  the  basis  of  the  severe  penitential  discipline 
which  generally  obtained  among  the  ancient  Chris- 
tians, and  which,  though  mitigated  in  rigor,  still 
exists  in  the  Catholic  Church  of  the  present  day. 

At  our  special  request,  the  venerable  Prelate 
has  kindly  added  the  following  lines,  by  which 
this  rich  article  is  made  doubly  precious  to  the 
readers  of  the  Ave  ^Iauu. — Ed. 

The  one  who  shared  most  in  the  Atonement,  was 
the  Immaculate  Virgin,  Mother  of  the  Saviour, 
she  stood,  with  a  brave  and  loving  heart,  at  the 
foot  of  the  Cross  ;  she  shared  in  all  His  sorrows 
and  pangs,  and  the  nails  which  so  cruelly  pierced 
His  hands  and  feet,  and  the  spear  which  opened 
the  way  to  His  loving  Heart,  transpierced  her 
own  as  well,  in  fulfillment  of  the  prophecy  uttered 
by  the  holy  Simeon,  that  "  the  sword  of  grief 
should  transpierce  her  heart."  She  is  the  Queen 
of  Martyrs — a  Martyr  of  maternal  love. 

If  she,  on  whose  pure  soul  no  shadow  of  sin 
was  allowed  to  fall,  nevertheless  suffered  so  much, 
in  conjunction  with  ('hrist,  how  can  we  miserable 
sinners,  whose  iniquities  have  been  multiplied 
over  the  hairs  of  our  head,  hope  to  be  exempt 
from  all  participation  in  the  Passion  of  Christ, 
and  yet  to  win  and  wear  the  crown  of  glory 
which  He  purchased  at  the  price  of  wearing  the 
bloody  crown  of  thorns?  Arc  we  Ix'tter  and 
holier  than  Jesu.s,  are  we  purer  than  Mary?  We 
cruelly  deceive  ourselves  if  we  cherish  the  idea 
of  any  such  exemption. 


From  the  days  of  the  blessed  Simon  Stock,  to 
whom  the  most  holy  Virgin  gave  the  precious  habit 
of  the  Scapular,  even  to  the  present  time,  there  is 
not  a  single  Christian,  who,  having  known  the 
spiritual  and  temporal  advantiges  to  be  derived 
from  the  devotion  of  the  holy  Scjjpular,  has  not 
made  it  a  duty  to  put  it  in  practice,  and  wear  its 
sacred  livery.  Among  the  Sovereign  Pontiffs  who 
have  cherished  the  devotion  to  the  Scapular,  we 
shall  cite  only  Clement  VIII,  of  whom  it  is  recorded 
that,  after  his  exaltation  to  the  iwntificatc,  the  of- 
ficer who  stripi>ed  him  of  his  Cardinal's  rol>es  was 
about  to  remove  his  Scapular,  representing  to  him 
that  the  papal  costume  combines  the  virtue  of  all 
other  habits;  but  the  Pop4|)revented  him,  saying: 
"  Leave  me  Mary,  lest  Mary  should  leave  me. ' 
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Lines  on  hearing  the  Litany  of  the  B.  Virgin  sung. 

The  day  was  waning,  and  I  stood  alone 
Within  a  lioly  place.     The  solemn  style 
Of  ancient  ages  reign'd  throughout  the  pile ! 
High  Gothic  windows,  with  their  diamond  glass. 
Arch  within  pointed  arch,  and  cornice  carved, 
With  skill  elaborate,  with  mysterious  lore 
Told  wondrous  tales  of  days  gone  by,  and  breath'd 
Religious  thought  o'er  things  inanimate. 
Until  they  seeYn'd  to  glow  with  living  beams. 
The  rose-leaf  hue  of  fading  light  stole  in 
Through  crimson  draperies,  making  rich  gloom 
Around  the  solemn  altar,  and  long  aisle ; 
And  bathed  the  fluted  pillars,  like  a  mist 
Kiss'd  by  the  setting  sun — one  single  ray 
From  the  far  western  sky,  where  folds  on  folds 
Of  glory  lay,  in  gorgeous  jjiles,  streamed  through 
A  lofty  window,  and  like  some  bright  gleam 
From  seraph's  wing  or  cherub's  brow,  lit  up 
The  cross  on  which,  in  chisel'd  agony, 
The  "Man  of  sorrows"  hung. 

My  soul  was  still, 
Save  when  the  unseen  spirit  gently  I)reathed  [deep 
Sweet  thoughts  of  contrite  tears,  and  stirr'd  its 
With  hopes  of  heavenly  birth,  which,  like  the  beam 
Of  splendor  on  the  cross,  illumed  the  wave, 
That  often  tosses  roughly  the  frail  bark 
That  bears  us  o'er  life's  sea. 

But  footsteps  rouse 
Me  from  my  spirit's  calm,  and  worsliiijers — 
The  old  man,  with  Time's  hoar-frost  on  his  brow. 
The  woman,  bowed  with  years,  the  maiden,  youth 
And  fair-hair'd  child — in  meek  simplicity. 
Kneel  silently  before  their  God  ;  while  tones  '     , 
Of  solemn  music  roll,  in  cadence  sweet,       [priest. 
From  the  soft   organ's   peal.      The  white-robed 
In  reverent  awe,  bows  humbly  down 
Before  the  mercy-seat,  where,  shrined  in  love. 
The  spotless  Lamb  dwells  'neath  the  mystic  veil. 
Kyrie  Eleisort, !  softly  'tis  intoned, — 
The  first,  best  prayer  our  sinful  hearts  can  breathe 
Unto  a  sinless  God.  Again  it  peals ! 

Kyrie  E  lei  son  ! 
Awful  splendors  round  Thee  stealing. 

Flashing  glory  through  the  skies. 
Seraph  forms  before  Thee  kneeling,   . 
Veil  their  faces  from  Thine  eyes. 
Christe  Eleison  ! 
'Mid  the  harp-notes  round  Thee  swelling, 

And  the  loud  hosanna's  tone  ; 
Hear  us  from  Thy  holy  dwelling. 
Let  our  cries  come  near  Thy  throne. 
Spiritui  Sancto  I 
Gently  o'er  mj*^  spirits  brooding ! 

Token  of  our  Father's  love  ! 
Bathed  in  light  around  Thee  flooding. 
Calm  our  troubled  hearts,  O  Dove !  ' 
iSancta  Maria  ! 
By  the  Saviour's  birth-place  holy, 
By  the  new-born  eastern  beams, 
By  the  Chaldean  watchers  lowly, 
Roused  by  angels  from  their  dreams ! 
Oravro  nobis! 
Pray,  sweet  MothwL gently  pleading 
For  us — wanderers  through  life's  gloom ; 


Be  our  beacon, — brightly  leading 
Us  to  Avorlds  beyond  the  tomb. 
Or<i  fro  nobis  ! 
Not  to  save  us  from  the  weary 
Steps  along  the  rugged  way. 
Or  to  turn  aside  the  dreary 

Cloud  that  sometimes  dims  life's  day! 
Ora  fro  nobis  ! 
That  our  spirits,  meekly  scorning 
All  the  pains  and  ills  of  earth. 
Humbly  wait  the  blessed  dawning 
Of  a  new  celestial  birth. 
'Am  Maria! 
Shadows  o'er  the  hill  are  stealing. 

Gloom  is  on  the  quiet  glen, 
Hear  us.  Mother,  lowly  kneeling. 
Bless  our  contrite  tears. — Amen. 
The  prayer  was  ended,  and  the  shades  of  night. 
Shed  gloom  and  dimness  through  the  holy  place, 
Save  where  two  tapers  burn'd  upon  the  shrine. 
And  the  undying  lamp  sent  mildly  forth 
Its  mellow  rays.     Yea,  all  was  dimness  there 
Unto  the  outward  eye,  but  to  the  eye 
That  never  sleejis,  an  angel's  calm  lit  up 
The  soul's  interior  cells,  and  hope's  bright  wing 
Made  all  else  radiant  there. 


La  Pemme  Catholique— The  Catholic  "Woman. 

The  European  fame  of  Father  Ventura,  as  an 
orator  and  writer,  has  for  more  than  the  fourth  of 
a  century  equaled  that  of  his  most  brilliant  and 
eloquent  contemporaries.  The  funeral  oration  on 
O'Connell,  we  believe,  is  the  only  work  of  his  that 
has  as  yet  been  translated  into  the  English  lan- 
guage. Those  of  our  readers  who  will  recall  his 
glowing  "thoughts  that  breathed  and  words  that 
burned,"  in  that  sublime  eulogy,  so  far  superior  to 
any  similar  eftbrt,  not  even  excepting  the  famous 
panegyric  of  Lacordaire,  will  be  delighted  to  enjoy 
the  rich  gifts  of  the  eloquent  Padre,  as  given  in 
La  Femme  Catholique. 

In  a  late  visit  to  France,  one  of  the  happiest 
days  we  spent  was  in  friendly  intercourse  with 
this  learned  and  saintly  man,  whose  conversation, 
as  his  writings,  breathed  a  healthy,  exhilarating 
tone  on  all  social  questions,  profound  and  exten- 
sive knowledge  on  all  political  topics,  and  fervent, 
eloquent  piety  on  all  religious  ones,  converging  all 
to  the  one  brilliant  iocws—fnith;  tender,  earnest, 
active,  practical  faith.  We  could  not  help  noticing 
a  striking  resemblance  between  him  and  one  of 
our  greatest  men  in  America.  In  age,  in  appear- 
ance, in  originality  of  thought,  in  fixedness  of 
convictioa  and  boldness  oif  expression,  they  were 
alike  in  a  surprising  degree. 

During  the  four  years  that  Father  Ventura  was 
the  preacher  of  Napoleon  III  at  Versailles,  many 
wondered  how  the  Emperor  could  bear  such  fear- 
less denunciations ;  but  such  was  the  power  and 
effect  of  his  eloquence,  that  the  court  never  ut- 
tered a  complaint ;  on  the  contrary,  all  admired, 
even  when  they  were  forced  to  blush  before  his 
unsparing  courage. 

Father  Ventura  died  in  Paris  a  few  years  since, 
leaving  behind  him  the  well-earned  reputation  of 
one  of  the  deepest  minds  of  the  age.    His  views 
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on  Catholic  woman  are  particularly  characteristic 
of  his  genius.  No  one  has  ever  portrayed  the 
mission  of  wonmn  in  the  Church  as  Futiier  Yen- 
turn  has  <Ione,  in  his  two  adniiruhle  volumes  bear- 
ing the  title  of  //<i  Fmmne  Vntholiiiue. 

At  the  approuoh  of  the  festival  of  the  first  two 
women  of  the  Gosju-l,  Mary  Magdalen  and  Mar- 
tha, her  sister,  we  cannot  resist  the  desire  of  intro- 
ducing the  fenstij  l»y  some  preliminary  remarks 
from  our  illustrious  author ;  and  before  long  we 
shall  show  how  justly  we  claim  all  those  admirable 
figures  as  the  projK-rty  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  to 
whom,  after  God,  they  owed  all.  In  "The  Catholic 
Women,"  the  erudite  author  demonstrates,  in  the 
first  part,  the  urgent  necessity  of  educating  wo- 
man from  a  religious  point  of  view  ;  of  implanting 
Catholicity  most  solidly  in  her  mind  and  heart, 
in  order  that  she  may  lie  well  prej)ared  to  play  her 
part  for  the  preservation  of  Catholicity  in  Europe 
at  the  close  of  the  nineteenth  century,  as  she  sus- 
tained it  in  France  at  the  end  of  the  eighteenth. 
In  the  second  part  of  this  work,  he  paints  as  a 
rare  artist  the  minds  and  hearts  of  the  most  cele- 
brated Catholic  women  of  the  five  grand  epochs 
of  the  Church  :  the  epoch  of  Jesus  and  HLs  Apos- 
tles, of  the  ^lartyrs,  of  the  Fathers  of  the  Church, 
of  the  Middle  Ages  and  modern  tunes. 

In  the  first  of  these  epochs  we  see  woman  nour- 
ishing with  her  goods,  assisting  liy  her  manual 
labor,  the  Saviour  of  the  world  and  His  disciples, 
and  co-operating  by  her  zeal,  generosity  and  de- 
votedness  in  the  foundation  of  the  Church.  In 
the  second  epoch  he  graphically  paints  her  as 
amazing  and  confounding  Paganism  by  her  celes- 
tial love  of  purity,  her  wonderful  courage  and  con- 
stancy in  the  confession  of  the  true  faith,  in  the 
midst  of  the  most  frightful  torments.  As  virgin 
or  mother,  wife  or  widow,  free  or  slave,  innocent 
or  penitent,  always  grand,  sublime  and  heroic  in 
her  martyrdom,  testifying  in  the  most  triumphant 
manner  the  divinity  of  tlie  Christion  "religion  and 
propagating  it  throughout  the  world. 

In  the  third  part  he  agrceal)ly  surprises  us  by 
showing  how  the  Fathei-sof  the  Greek  and  Latin 
Churches,  those  great  geniuses  who  astonished  and 
enlightened  the  world  as  much  by  their  science 
as  by  their  virtues,  those  redoubtable  scourges  of 
all  errors,  were  often  Imt  the  precious  gifts  which 
the  piety  of  Catholic  women  gave  to  the  Church, 
and  it  is  by  their  co-operation  that  they  became 
so  renowned  and  did  such  immense  good.  This 
surprise  is  increased  at  seeing,  in  the  same  epoch. 
Catholic  women  in  their  household,  realizing  in 
full  perfection  all  the  precepts  and  counsels  ot  the 
Gospel,  and  contributing  by  their  example  as  much 
as  the  Fathers  l)y  their  preaching  and  writings, 
to  popularize  sanctity  and  to  form  the  morals  of  a 
Christian  people ;  and  again  seated  on  the  throne, 
they  labored  for  the  c<jn version  of  the  Cfcsars, 
the  overthrow  of  idolatry  and  the  destruction  of 
heresiea 

In  the  fourth  epoch,  Father  Ventura  exhil>»ts  the 
Catholic  women  inspiring  the  founders  of  relig- 
ious orders,  and  contributing  i>y  all  means  to  con- 
struct temples,  convents  of  both  se.xes,  schools  and 
hospitals,  which  during  this  long  period  arose  as 


by  enchantment  and  covered  the  soil  of  Enrope. 
We  we  them  reoidling  princes  t^)  their  duty,  amel- 
iorating the  condition  of  the  people,  maintaining 
discipline  ami  science  among  the  clergy,  defend- 
ing the  Pojje,  enriching  the  jxMir  and  the  Church. 
In  the  fifth  ami  last  eprK-h,  Catholic  woman  is 
eloquently  portrayccl  as  confessing  Jesus  Christ 
with  the  same  heroism  as  the  female  martyrs  of 
the  first  ages  ;  as  queen,  governing  the  states  with 
the  same  prudence  as  the  queens  of  the  3iiddle 
Ages,  combating  Protestantism  with  more  courage 
and  success  than  ever  man  did,  arresting  the  prog- 
ress of  heresy  and  impiety,  prefter>'ing  the  faith, 
inspiring  and  fonning  saints,  encouraging  apostles, 
co-oix-rating  in  the  foundation  of  new  religious 
orders,  multiplying  pious  and  charitable  establish- 
ments, giving  unheard-of  and  prodigious  develop- 
ments to  the  holy  industry  of  charity,  and  main- 
taining them  by  the  same  generosity  and  devoted- 
ness  as  chanicterized  the  holy  women  of  past  ages. 
We  think  we  have  said  enough  to  interest  our 
readers  in  this  admirable  work  of  Father  Ventura, 
and  we  will  finish  by  giving,  in  his  own  words, 
his  portniit  of  the  supernatural  beauty  of  the 
mind  and  the  heart  of  Cuthidie  icomnn. 

"  Certainly  we  have  nothing  new  to  say  on  this 
subject.  The  only  novelty  is  the  f)rder  we  have 
given  to  this  series  of  prodigies,  very  ancient  with- 
out doubt,  but  wliicli  in  Catholic  countries  is  re- 
newed every  instant  even  in  our  own  days,  under 
our  own  eyes,  with  the  same  constancy  and  the 
same  efficacy.  The  traits  of  superhuman  beauty 
in  the  niind  and  heart  of  Catholic  woman,  scat- 
tered through  the  numerous  volumes  of  Catholic 
history,  we  believe  have  never  been  collected.  It  is 
these  we  now  unite  in  order  to  draw  from  nature 
the  portrait  of  the  most  beautiful,  the  most  noble 
and  the  most  sublime  creation  of  the  grace  of 
Christianity.  We  regret  not  l>eing  sufficiently 
skilled  as  an  artist  to  give  such  a  portrait  all  the 
charm,  brilliancy  and  life  of  which  we  believe  it 
susceptible.  Is  is  a  celestial,  angelic  subject,  wor- 
thy the  brush  of  angels  and  the  colors  of  heaven. 
But  at  least  this  imperfect,  rough  sketch  may  give 
to  the  mind  of  some  one  of  the  great  painters  of 
the  soul,  with  which  France  al)ounds,  the  idea  of 
treating  in  a  more  complete  manner,  and  worthy 
of  him,  this  same  subject.  Notwithstanding  all 
that  has  been  written  on  woman,  we  believe  that 
a  work  expressly  on  the  Cutholie  iroman  has  yet 
to  appear,  and  we  hope  that  it  will  be  written. 

"  Meanwhile  by  this  compendium  of  the  virtues, 
merits,  grandeurs  and  glories  of  the  Catholic 
w^omen,  which  we  have  merely  traced  in  the  sec- 
ond part  of  our  work,  we  wish  to  offer  woman  a 
mirror  which  she  may  be  able  to  consult  with 
profit,  in  order  to  .show  how  she  can  enhance  the 
beauty  and  grace  of  her  soul  and  render  it  more 
worthy  of  the  love  of  God  and  of  the  respect  and 
admiration  of  men ;  to  elevate  her  in  her  own 
eyes,  to  teach  her  what  she  is,  what  she  is  worth, 
w'hat  she  can  do  under  the  action  of  Catholicity  ; 
to  convince  her  that  her  dress,  her  most  magnifi- 
cent ornaments,  the  most  splendid  and  most  daz- 
zling charms  and  riches  consist  in  thf  n>bf  of  sanc- 
tifying grace,  bleached  to  snowy  whiteness  in  the 
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Hood  of  the  Lanib,  (Apoc.)i  the  girdle  of  chastity 
(Matt.),  the  ribbons  of  mortification,  the  saudals 
of  the  imitation  of  Jesus  Christ  (1  Peter),  the  ring 
of  fidelity  to  duty  (Luke),  the  bracelets  of  sub- 
mission-, the  necklace  of  patience,  the  cameo  of 
love  of  the  Cross,  the  bouquet  of  fervor,  the  roses 
of  chastity,  the  cosmetics  of  modesty,  the  perfume 
of  good  examples,  the  jewels  of  the  merit  of  good 
works,  the  amplitude  of  devotedness,  the  saintly 
pride  of  faith,  the  self-possessed  deportment  of 
hope  and  the  gold  of  charity.        *        *        * 

"  The  first  part  of  this  work  shows  what  Cath- 
olicity is,  and  what  it  has  done  for  woman ;  the 
second,  what  woman  has  done  by  the  aid  of 
Catholicity  and  for  Catholicity ;  the  third  shows 
on  what  conditions  Catholicity  can  transform  and 
elevate  woman,  and  on  what  conditions  woman 
herself  can,  on  her  part,  operate  wonders  and 
render  herself  worthy  of  Catholicity.     *      *     * 

"  It  is  at  least  a  hymn  of  glory  to  woman,  whose 
strains  modern  Paganism  has  striven  to  hush ;  a 
hymn  of  glory  to  the  power  of  the  grace  of  Cath- 
olicity, whose  love  transports  us  and  whose  gran- 
deur ravishes  us.  It  is  also  certain  that  having 
proved,  at  least  so  we  believe  by  this  work,  that 
nothing  great  or  useful  has  been  accomplished  in 
the  Church  and  in  Catholic  countries  without  the 
influence  and  co-oj^eration  of  Catholic  woman,  we 
have  presented  a  pledge  of  hope  to  those  who  are 
alarmed  at  the  actual  state  of  Christianity  in 
Europe.  From  the  tableau  we  have  placed  before 
your  eyes,  in  exhibiting  what  the  C  itholic  woman 
has  been  able  to  do  in  the  past,  we  may  naturally 
concludie  what  she  is  capable  of  doing  in  the  fu- 
ture, thus  inspiring  the  hope,  in  the  approaching 
grand  Catholic  revival,  that  the  Catholic  woman 
■will  worthily  play  the  great  and  important  ivle 
that  Providence  reserves  for  her." 


Ave  Maria  from  Protestant  Lips ; 

OK,  MYSTICAL  ROSES  FROM  FOREIGN  GARDENS. 

[From  "Women  of  the  Old  and  New  Testament," 
by  various  contributors,  compiled  by  Wm.  B. 
Sprague,  we  quote  the  following  extracts  from  a 
poem  by  a  poet  of  New  England,  whose  name  is 
not  given.  The  subject  of  the  poem  is  an  inquiry 
after  the  abode  "of  the  Mother  of  her  Lord," 
during  the  forty  days  that  intervened  between 
the  Resurrection  and  the^scension :] 

Of  the  Bright  Cloud  of  Witnesses. 

Of  the  bright  cloud  of  witnesses 
From  Holy  Writ  that  gleam. 

One  face  of  meekness,  love  and  faith, 
Dearer  than  all  doth  seem. 


Thou  chosen  one  of  all  the  earth ; 
Thou  Mother  of  our  Lord. 

For  forty  days  of  ecstasy. 

We  feel  where  thou  didst  roam, 

But  long  in  vain  to  see  the  spot 
Which  thou  didst  call  thy  home. 

Oh,  that  one  glimpse  to  our  dim  eyes, 
One  shadowy  glimpse  were  given, 


To  teach  us  that  an  earthly  home 
May  glow  with  light  from  Heaven. 

Perchance  it  was  a  lonely  place, 
Men  passed  unheeded  by. 

And  would  have  mocked  if  told  how  near 

It  towered  to  the  sky. 
******* 

There  oft  in  early  Cristian  times 

Were  lifted  heart  and  voice, 
As  in  our  Saviour  and  your  God 

Ye  ceased  not  to  rejoice ; 
While  still  ye  talked  day  after  day, 

With  earnest,  tearful  smile, 
Of  Him  who  departed  hence 

But  for  a  little  while. 
Would  we,  indeed,  of  that  bright  spot 

One  shadowy  glance  were  given. 
To  teach  us  how  an  earthly  home 

May  glow  with  light  from  Heaven. 
Then  let  us  seek  the  Holy  Word, 

Which  thou  St.  John  did  write ; 
'Twill  be  as  if  that  household  blest, 

Arose  before  our  sight. 
Thy  words  were  humble  as  thy  home, 

But  for  the  light  above  ; 
Yet  on  thy  page  and  on  thy  walls 

One  word  is  beamins: — Love. 


LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 
No.  3.— The  Widow's  Son. 


FROM  THE  DIALOGUES  OF  ST.  GREGORY  THE  GREAT. 
[Continued.] 

Paulinus,  Bishop  of  Nola,  was  the  descendant 
of  an  ancient  and  illustrious  family.  Many  of  his 
ancestors  had  exercised  the  dignity  of  consul  at 
Rome.  His  father  had  been  pretorian  prefect  in 
Gaul,  and  it  was  in  that  country  he  was  born,  at 
Bordeaux,  or  in  a  country  residence  near  that  city. 
The  lands  belonging  to  his  family  in  Italy,  Gaul 
and  Spain,  were  so  vast  that  the  poet  Ansonius, 
his  tutor,  did  not  fear  to  give  them  the  hyper- 
bolical name  of  kingdom.  The  glory  of  his  an- 
cestors, the  splendor  of  his  rank,  and  the  ampli- 
tude of  his  fortune  would  have  been,  however,  but 
empty  titles,  if  they  had  not  been  supported  by 
wisdom  and  virtue.  He  had,  while  still  young,  car- 
ried off  a  prize  for  poetry,  which  his  teacher  never 
would  have  obtained.  The  apology  that  he  pub- 
lished to  justify  the  Emperor  Theodosius,  against 
the  calumnies  promulgated  by  the  Pagans,  merited 
the  praise  of  Saint  Jerome.  The  letters  and  poems 
he  has  left  us  bear  witness  to  the  beauty  of  his 
genius  as  well  as  to  the  purity  of  his  faith.  He 
was  connected  with  every  great  man  his  country 
produced.  Saint  Martin  miraculously  cured  him 
of  a  sore  that  threatened  to  deprive  him  of  an  eye. 
His  interviews  with  Saint  Ambrose  contributed 
powerfully  to  his  conversion.  His  letters  also 
bear  testimony  of  the  friendship  which  united  him 
to  the  learned  Bishop  of  Hipjjo.  In  fine,  he  re- 
ceived signal  favors  from  Saint  Anastasius,  the 
Bishop  of  Bishops,  and  of  Patriarchs. 

Why  did  he  forsake  his  lands,  liis  palaces,  his 
dignities,  his  wife  even  ?    Why  did  he  renounce 
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all  that  he  lovetl ;  all  those  thin^^s  to  which  he 
had  oijcx.*  I)een  devoted,  heart  and  rouI  » 

When  the  spirit  of  Ood  has  once  taken  posses- 
sion of  a  man,  He  rules  al)soluteIy,  and  reigns 
over  all  within.  He  overthrows,  renews  every 
thing.  lie  casts  out  every  thing  that  displfa-ses 
Him,  and  leaves  nothing  hut  what  is  pure  and  un- 
sullie<l.  Man,  astonished  at  the  change,  recogni- 
7.es  hint>*elf  no  longer.  What  he  passionately  loved 
becomes  odious  to  him.  The  persecutor,  .struck 
with  consternation,  becomes  an  apostle;  the  vo- 
luptuous nmu  performs  prodigies  ot  au.stcrity,  and 
he  who  seemed  invincibly  attached  to  the  delights 
of  the  flesh,  seeks  for  nothing  but  penance  and 
mortification. 

Paulinus,  although  not  yet  baptized,  was  a 
Christian  in  manners  and  in  virtue,  and  preachers 
held  up  his  life  as  an  example,  not  only  to  the 
faithful,  but  even  to  the  clergy.  IIec:u»!t  oflF  finally 
the  nan>c  of  pagan  at  the  age  of  thirty-eight,  re- 
ceiving liaptism  from  the  hands  of  the  Bi.><h(»p  of 
Bordeaux.  •  In  the  primitive  ages,  baptism  was 
not  considered  an  empty  ceremony,  and  men  did 
not  trifle  M'ith  their  vows  to  Ood.  Without  dou!)t, 
penitents  might  always  find  in  the  Sacrament  of 
Penance  the  pardtm  of  their  sins;  but  the  leas^t 
infidelity  was  regarded  as  a  great  misfortune,  and 
tiie  loss  of  Ijaptismal  purity  was  so  much  feared, 
that  many  waited  the  approach  of  death  before 
they  had  recourse  to  this  Sacniment. 

Paulinus  resolved  to  retire  to  an  estate  that  he 
posses-sed  in  Spain,  near  Barcelona,  and  to  follow 
there  the   rules  of   monastic  life.     His  wife,  who 
would  naturally  have  been  thy  greatest   obstacle 
to  his  resolution,  seemed,  on  the  contrary,  rather 
to  instigate  it.     By  mutual  consent,  notwithstand- 
ing   the  unchangeable  and    holy  aflfection    that 
united  them,  they  raised  between  themselves  the 
barrier  of  continency,  and    whilst    loving   each 
other   as  spou.ses,  they   live<l    togetlH;r  with  the 
chaste  reserve  of  brother  and  sister.     They  strove 
mutually  who  should  excel  in  modesty  and  good 
work-s  and    made  their    residence   a  refuge  for 
strangers,  and  a  hospital,  whilst  their  granaries 
were  thrown  open  to  the  needy.     In  spite  of  their, 
care  to  hide  their   virtues,  the   people  could  not 
but   be  struck    with   them.     On  Christmas  day, 
while  Paulinus  was  assisting  in  church  at  the  or-   j 
dination    of   some  young    priests,    the    faithful   ! 
begged  of  the  Bishop  to  confer  Holy  Orders  upon   ' 
him.     Paulinus   did  not  dare   to  accept   the  bur-   j 
den  of  the  priesthood,  but  after  some  resistance   1 
he  gave  way,  and  the  prelate  imposed  hands  upon   ' 
him.     He   understood  then  that  God    had  called   j 
him  to  a  most   perfect  life.     He  set    free  all    his 
slaves,  sold  his  goods,  farms  and  castles ;  and  dis- 
tril)uted  the  price  to  the  poor.     Disengaged  from   { 
all  that  could  burden  his  soul  and  attach  it  to  the 
earth,  he  had  come  to  hide  his  virtues  in  the  city 
ofNola.     It  was  not  permitted  him  to  attain  the 
obscurity  to  which  he  aspired.     His   humility  en- 
hanced the  heroism  of  his  sacrifices.     After  a  few 
years,  he  was    elected  Bishop  of  Nola,  with   the 
unanimous    acclamations   ot     both    clergy   and 
people. 

Cypriana  was  admitted  without  difliculty  to 


'  the  Episr*opal  residence.  The  Saint  was  praying 
i  with  tears  for  his  flock,  and  offering  him.tclf  to 
G<h1  a  voluntary  victim  for  the  sins  of  all.  He 
listened  kindly  to  the  old  woman.  Wlien  she 
had  made  known  her  misfortune,  he  remained  si- 
lent for  awhile.  lie  had  given  away  all  that  he 
had;  his  money,  his  furniture,  his  clothes,  even  to 
the  sacred  ve9s<'ls  and  ornaments  of  the  church, 
and  excepting  his  own  body,  he  possessed  nothing 
more.  He  was  de.solnt^'d  by  the  desolation  of  this 
widow  ;  and  we  saw  that  she  had  truste<l  in  him. 
He  would  not  send  her  away  without  succor,  and 
yet  he  had  nothing  wherewith  to  assist  her.  He 
remen«bere<l,  at  length,  that  he  ha«i  read  in  the 
Gospel :  "  The  Goo<l  Shep<'rd  giveth  his  life  for 
his  sheep."  Breaking  silence  then,  he  said  to 
Cypriana:  "Take  me  to  the  ma.ster  of  thy  son." 
They  embarked  the  .same  day  in  a  ship  which 
was  then  setting  .sail  for  Carthage.  The  widow 
was  ignorant  of  the  intentions  of  the  Bishop. 
She  believe<l  that  he  only  meant  to  offer  security 
for  the  ransom  of  A<leodatU8,  and  to  obtain  that 
he  should  be  set  at  liberty  on  promise  of  future 
payment  But  Paulinus  knew  what  he  was  about 
to  do. 

3Iisfortune  is  the  visitation  of  the  Lord  ;  it  is 
the  breath  of  his  mercy,  breathed  upon  man  to 
purify  and  convert  him.  How  many  sinners, 
slumbering  in  vice  under  the  shadow  of  pmsper- 
ity,  have  been  awakened  by  the  thunders  of 
adversity,  and  affrighted,  have  shaken  off  their 
criminal  drowsiness,  and  taken  refuge  in  the  bo- 
som of  religi<m  I  This  change  had  been  accom- 
plished in  Adeodatus.  Deaf,  as  long  as  he  had 
nothing  to  fear,  to  all  advice  and  reproof,  captiv- 
ity had  cau.sed  him  to  enter  into  him.self  He  re- 
nieml)ered  his  past  di.sorders,  and,  judging  him- 
self by  the  brightness  of  that  torch  of  justice 
which  God  lights  up  in  every  human  soul,  he  con- 
fessed his  wickedness,  and  acknowledged  that  his 
punishment  was  well  deserved.  He  was  sensible 
that  he  had  crimes  to  expiate.  When  obf-ying  the 
roti  of  his  master,  he  recollected  that  he  had 
abused  his  former  liberty.  A  secret  wound  had 
opened  in  his  heart  from  the  moment  of  his  sep- 
aration from  his  mother;  he  rcmeml)ered,  her  and 
wept. 

Confined  inthe  hold  of  the  ves-sel  withthcother 
prisoners,  he  heard  their  complaints  and  their 
sigh.s.  All,  in  the  midst  of  their  grief,  entertained 
the  hope  of  Ix'ing  soon  released  trom  their  chains. 
They  had  relatives  and  friends,  who  were  no  doubt 
already  making  exertions  for  their  deliverance. 
Adeodatus  alone  was  unlikely  ever  again  to  see 
the  Italian  shore  and  the  city  of  his  birth.  His 
mother  was  the  sole  oVyect  of  his  regret.  What 
did  he  leave  in  his  native  land  ?  The  i>oor  have 
no  native  land.  Is  not  poverty  it.selfa  kind  of 
slavery?  Since  he  must  needs  l)o  a  slave,  what 
should  the  country  signify  to  him?  He  would 
have  been  soon  consoled,  if  he  had  had  no  mother ; 
and  he  alone,  of  all  the  captives,  would  have  en- 
dured his  fate  without  a  tear. 

The  voyage  tired  him.  Besides  the  thought  of 
the  future  seemed  harder  than  the  reality  itself. 
He   wished  to  liave  his  anxiety  relieved,  and   to 
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enter  on  his  new  state  of  life.  They  disembarked. 
According  to  the  promise  he  had  made  to  Cy- 
priana,  Tcutbert  did  not  sell  his  slave.  He 
brought  him  to  his  palace.  Adeodatus  was  com- 
mitted to  the  charge  of  the  steward.  As  he  knew 
no  handicraft,  he  was  employed  in  laborious,  but 
simple  work,  in  carrying  loads,  bringing  water  to 
the  apartments  and  food  to  the  horses.  He  re- 
signed himself  to  his  lot  without  giving  any 
trouble  ;  and  as  he  was  always  docile  and  obe- 
dient, he  was  not  ill-treated.  From  time  to  time, 
nevertheless,  he  sat  down  where  he  was  not  ob- 
served, and  resting  his  head  on  his  hand.s,  he  fell 
into  reverie.  He  thought  over  the  grief  that  his 
absence  would  cause  his  mother.  He  Avished  to 
know  what  had  become  of  her,  and  that  lie  could 
reassure  her  anxiety  and  console  her  affliction. 
He  inquired  everywhere  if  there  was  no  oue  of 
the  prisoners  returning  to  Nola,  who  would  take 
a  message  for  him. 

Paulinus,  meanwhile,  having  arrived  in  Car- 
thage, came  with  Cypriana  to  the  house  of 
Teutbert. 

"Thou  didst  promise  me,"  said  the  widow,  "to 
keep  my  son  with  thee,  until  I  came  to  reclaim 
him." 

"  I  have  kept  my  word.  He  is  here,  and  I  have 
already  refused  a  merchant  who  offered  to  buy 
him." 

This  assurance  calmed  the  fears  of  Cypriana. 
She  tlien  turned  to  the  Bishop,  and  appealed  to 
him,  by  a  look,  to  explain  the  means  by  which  he 
proposed  to  obtain  the  freedom  of  her  son. 

"I  do  not  bring  thee  money,"  said  he,  "  but  it  is 
of  no  consequence.  Thou  wouldst  not  refuse  to 
exchange,  if  in  place  of  this  slave,  I  were  to  offer 
thee  another?" 

"  Where's  the  other  slave  V"  asked  the  barbarian. 

"  He  is  before  thine  eyes." 

"  Is  it  thou '?"     "  My  very  self." 

Teutbert  scrutinized  the  old  man  in  silence. 

"  No !"  cried  Cypriana.  "  I  did  not  understand 
this !  It  cannot  be  that  thou  offerest  to  take  upon 
thyself  the  chains  of  my  son  !" 

"  Woman  !"  asked  Paulinus,  "  Didst  thou  not 
demand  of  me  the  ransom  of  thy  son '?" 

"  Alas !  But  if  he  cannot  be  restored  to  me  ex- 
cept at  such  a  price !  Who  will  watch  over  thy 
flock  in  thine  absence  •*  Who  will  dry  the  tears 
of  the  unfortunate?  At  this  moment  too,  when 
thy  church  is  overwhelmed  with  so  many  evils  to 
deprive  her  of  thy'i^resence  would  be  a  sacrilege." 

"Why  is  thy  mind  troubled?"  pTirsued  the 
Bishop.  "Is  not  God  still  with  them  ?  They  are 
not  orphans !  Take  thy  son,  and  go  back  to  thy 
home.  Leave  to  Providence  the  care  of  Avatching 
over  others,  as  he  has  watched  over  thee." 

"  No !  I  should  not  dare  return  to  Nola.  The 
whole  peoi>le  would  cast  stones  at  me,  and  drive 
me  out  of  the  city.  Then,  turning  to  the  Prince : 
"I  was  under  a 'mistake,"  said  she  to  him,  "If  I 
cannot  move  thee,  and  obtain  without  ransom  the 
son  thou  hast  snatched  from  me,  I  have  but  one 
favor  to  ask  of  thee.  Let  me  be  thy  slave  also, 
tliat  I  may  not  be  separated  from  my  son." 

The  barbarian,  incapable  of  any  generous  emo- 


tion, calculated  within  himself  what  it  was  his 
interest  to  do.  The  idea  of  having  two  slaves  in- 
stead of  one  pleased  him  at  first.  But  he  reflected 
that  the  widow  was  old,  and  that  before  long  she 
would  be  incapable  of  working,  lie  did  not  give 
her  proposal  another  thought. 

"  Why  dost  thou  hesitate  ?"  urged  the  Bishop. 
Accept  the  exchange,  and  let  her  go  with  the  son 
of  her  old  age." 

"  What  canst  thou,  work  at  ?"  asked  Teutbert.    . 

"Any  thing  that  I  am  set  to  do;  but  if  thou 
employest  me  in  thy  gardens,  thou  wilt  not  regret 
having  me  in  thy  service." 

"  Ah  !"  exclaimed  the  prince.  "  What  I  had 
been  just  wishing  for — a  gardner!" 

He  called  his  steward,  and  without  listening  to 
Cypriana,  he  ordered  her  and  Adeodatus  to  be 
sent  back  to  Italy,     (to  be  coNTmuED.) 

Eeligious  Chronicle. 

Saints  Alexis  and  Vincent  of  Paul — The  Sisters  of 
Charity,  of  Mercy  and  Holy  Cross  in  the  Hospi- 
tals— Catholic  Unity  not  affected  by  Civil  Dissen- 
sions— General  Butler's  Opinio7i  of  Catholic 
GhaplairiK — Death  of  a  Marshal  of  France. 
This  week  the  Church  commemorates  two  saints, 
whose  names  should  be  on  the  lips  of  every  Cath- 
olic for  praise  and  invocation.  Saints  Alexis  and 
Vincent  de  Paul.  The  first  was  one  of  those  priv- 
ileged souls  that  the  Holy  Ghost  conducts  by  most 
extraordinary  waj's  to  the  hights  of  perfection. 
The  son  and  heir  of  a  rich  Roman  Senator,  he  se- 
cretly withdrew  from  his  father's  palace,  and  in 
disguise  traveled  into  a  distant  country,  where, 
practicing  all  the  rigors  of  the  most  extreme  pov- 
erty, he  dwelt  in  a  dilapidated  hut  near  a  church 
dedicated  to  the  Mother  of  God.  After  some* 
time,  when  it  was  discovered  that  he  was  a  person 
of  distinction,  he  left  his  retreat  and  returned  to 
his  own  land,  and  lived  many  years  in  the  guise 
of  a  beggar  under  the  marble  steps  of  his  father's 
princely  mansion,  receiving  his  food  as  a  daily 
alms,  bearing  with  inimitable  patience  the  ill- 
treatment  of  the  servants;  and  only  on  his  death- 
bed did  he  make  liimself  known  to  his  parent.s. 
This  beautiful  life  is  given  us  rather  for  admi- 
ration than  imitation,  but  in  St.  Vincent  de  Paul 
we  find  a  patron  for  all  stations  and  conditions  of 
life.  He  was  the  son  of  a  poor  peasant,  and 
his  early  years  Avere  spent  in  keeping  sheep^a 
fitting  type  of  his  after  life.  Touching  anecdotes 
are  told  of  his  charity  to  others,  of  his  giving  away 
his  few  hard-earned  coppers  to  tho.se  poorer  than 
himself  His  first  mass  Avas  said  in  a  solitary  palace, 
that  he  might  unobserA'^ed  pourout  his  soul  ingrati- 
tude to  God,  Once  he  Avas  taken  captive  by  pirates 
and  sold  into  slavery.  His  third  masterwasan  apos- 
tate Christian  wlio  had  a  Turkish  wife.  She  wasat- 
tracted  by  the  calm  and  joyous  face  of  the  slave, 
as  he  sat  at  liis  work  ;  in  it  she  saAv  nothing  of  all 
those  ei'.ger  emotions  and  .stormy  passions  Avhich 
darkened  the  faces  of  the  other  men  whom  she 
kncAV,  and  turning  to  him  she  asked  him  to  sing. 
Clear  and  sweet,  in  that  heathem  country,  rose  the 
inspired  hymn — "  How  shall  we  sing  the  Lord's 
Song  in  a  strange  land,"  and  then  his  thoughts. 


soaring  ln-yonil  tho  nu-mory  of  tlic  olil  Jewish  aip- 
tivity,  to  tlic  <lesire  of  frwdom  from  eiirtlily  ciiiiina 
and  bunli-ns,  lip  sung  to  lu-r,  tlic  Motiier  of  .Mi-rcy, 
"That  after  this  fxili;  she  woiiUl.  siiow  unto  him 
Jesus  the  fruit  of  lier  wonib."  And  then  Vinceirt 
spoke  to  the  poor  heathen  woiniin,  of  Jesun  Christ 
and  His  dear  Mother,  of  Their  love  and  Tlu'ir  com- 
passion for  sinners;  and  tl»e  wife,  runiiin^j  to  lier 
hushand,  K)iid :  "Oh,  return  to  the  blessed  relig- 
ion which  thou  ha'st  renounceii."  At  length  re- 
])cntance  softened  his  heart,  and,  with  Vincent, 
they  sailed  for  Europe,  where  the  man  and  his 
wife  were  received  into  the  Church. 

Vinct^nt,  seeing  that  the  great  evil  of  the  times 
was  the  want  of  gixid  priests,  founded  his  Con- 
gregation of  the  Missions,  lonsisting  of  priests 
who,  though  remaining  secular,  live  together  in 
community  a  strict  and  mortided  life. 

Men  of  all  ranks — the  noble  and  the  laborer, 
the  man  of  letters  and  the  peasant — placed  them- 
selves under  his  saintly  guidance,  and  by  degrees 
Vincent  changed  the  whole  moral  aspect  of  Paris. 
He  founded  hcxspitnls  for  old  man,  women  and 
little  children,  lie  might  be  seen  in  the  .streets 
of  Paris  on  freezing  niglits  in  w  inter,  when  house- 
trjjw  were  laden  with  snow,  bearing  in  his  arms 
some  little  miseral)le  intant,  a  child  of  the  poor- 
est of  the  poor.  The  streets  of  Paris,  then,  were 
dangerous  at  night,  being  infested  by  bands  of 
robbei-s.  Sometimes  they  rudely  stoppeil  the 
Saint ;  he  drew  aside  his  cloak  and  showed  hin 
treasure,  and  the  men  fell  back.  "  Oh,  it  is  Mr. 
Vincent,"  and  in  shame  they  hurried  away. 

But  we  all  know  him  best  as  the  Founder  of 
the  noble  Order  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity. 

Like  all  the  other  saints,  his  devotion  to  our 
Blessed  Lady  was  most  filial  and  confiding. 
Through  her  he  loved  to  obtain  all  things  neces- 
sary. "  Oh  most  holy  Virgin,"  was  his  prayer  for 
his  spiritual  daughters,  "who  declared-in  thy  can- 
ticle that  it  was  because  of  thy  humility  that  God 
has  done  great  things  in  thee,  obtain  for  this 
company  grace  to  imitate  thee  ;  to  obey,  because 
obeying  is  to  practice  humility." 

Saint  Vincent's  design  for  his  daughters,  was 
a  bold  .one;  he  was  going  againt  all  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  conventual  life.  The  cloister,  the 
grating,  the  veil  and  the  cell — iKJople  asked  where 
are  these?  But  although  not  seen  externally, 
Saint  Vincent  has  not  forgotten  them ;  and  how 
must  the  hearts  of  the  bisters  have  thrilled, 
when  he  first  spoke  to  them  the  words  which  have 
Ix'come  so  celebrated,  and  which  were  to  be  the 
keyst(me,  as  it  were,  of  their  Order: 

"  The  streets  of  the  city,  or  the  houses  of  the 
sick,  shall  be  your  cloister ;  hired  rooms  shall  be 
your  cells ;  your  chapel  shall  be  the  parish  church  ; 
obedience  shall  be  your  solitude  ;  the  foar  of  God, 
your  grating,  and  strict  and  holy  modesty  your 
only  veil."  Anil  then  with  that  fervor,  which  al- 
ways made  the  Saint  eloqiient,  he  added:  "Ilow 
lieautiful  it  will  be,  to  see  in  Paradise  a  daughttr 
of  Charity,  who  has  lived  in  the  world  in  this 
manner,  whose  cell  has  been  a  hired  room,  and 
whose  cloister,  obedienc!  Who  could  have  be- 
lieved," cried  Saint  Vincent,  "  that  the  Sisters  of 


Charity  would  be  chosen  by  (Jod  to  attend  upon 
the  army.  .Men  go  there  to  kill,  and  you  go  there 
to  give  life.  Oh  Saviour,  be  Thou  bloMed  for 
this  gnice." 

How  little  did  the  Saiut  dream  that  in  time  to 
con»e,  the  flag  of  every  nation,  non-Catholic  m 
well  !is  (,'atholic,  going  out  to  war,  would  l)c  fol- 
lowed liy  a  numl>er  of  hU  daughters,  ready  to  heal 
and  console  I  The  records  of  our  late  war  con- 
tains a  wonderful  page  f>i'  dee<ls  of  charity  and 
devoted ne.>;.H.  performed  by  the  daughters  of  Saint 
Vincent,  aided  by  two  other  Sixrieties  of  later 
birth  in  the  Church,  namely,  the  Sisters  of  Mercy 
and  of  Holy  Cross.  Apropos  to  these  Religious  and 
their- works  of  chanty  in  the  army,  we  take  the 
following  from  the  Catholir  Trkiirnph :  "  Had  it 
not  been  for  that  woman  I  would  have  died,"  said 
a  suverely  scalded  young  Cincinnati  soldier,  who 
escapetl  provide:itially  from  the  wreck  of  the.S«/- 
tunu,  to  his  father,  a  non-Catholic  and  one  of  our 
most  valued  friends.  The  "woman"  was  a  Sister 
of  Charity,  probably  a  Si-ster  of  the  Holy  Cross, 
by  whom  he  waw  skillfully  and  tenderly  nursed 
in  the  hospital  at  Memphi.s,  and  who  attended 
him  to  Cairo,  where  she  dressed  his  sf)re8  again 
and  for  the  last  time  until  they  were  dressed  by 
the  strarccly  softer  hand  of  his  own  mother  in  this 
city.  "Son,"  said  his  father,  "call  her  not  woman; 
call  her  not  Sister  of  Charity,  but  'Angel  of  Mercy,' 
for  such  she  was  to  you  " 

In  more  respects  than  one  has  our  late  war 
brought  out  the  beautiful  charity  and  heavenly 
spirit  of  the  Catholic  Church.  General  liutler's 
late  testimony  before  the  "  Committee  on  the  Con- 
duct of  the  War,"  is  the  highest  comi)liment  that 
could  be  paid  to  the  zeal  and  efBciency  of  the 
Catholic  cha])lains  employed  in  his  command. 

Jlr.  Odell,  one  of  the  Committee  put  this  ques- 
tion :  "  What  has  been  your  experience  in  regjird 
U)  chaplains  ?" 

Answer,  by  Major  General  Butler  : — "Well,  sir, 
a  good  chaplain  is  a  very  good  thing;  but  a  poor 
chaplain  is  indeed  worse  than  none  at  all,  as  you 
can  well  conceive.  The  chaplains,  as  a  rule,  in  the 
forces  I  commanded,  were  not  worth  their  pay,  by 
any  manner  of  means.  I  think  there  should  not  be 
more  than  one  chaplain  to  a  brigade,  except  in  one 
particular  case.  I  am  bound  to  say  tluU  I  luire  never 
neen  a  Homan  Catholic  ehajilain  th/it  did  not  do  hut 
duty,  because  he  was  responsible  to  another  jx>wer 
than  that  of  the  military.  I  would  not  ask  for 
more  than  one  chaplain  to  a  brigade,  exapt  in  the 
eojse  of  Jioiimn  Catholic  refjimcnt^.  In  that  case 
there  shouhl  lie  a  chaplain  to  a  regiment,  for  they 
have  a  great  many  duties  to  perform.  They  have 
always  been  faithful,  aA  far  as  my  experience  goes. 
.  .  .  .  That  is  not  always  the  case  with  other 
chaplains,  I  remember  running  against  a  young 
man  in  one  of  my  regiments,  who,  from  his  dress 
and  uniform,  I  .s:iw  must  be  a  chaplain.  I  said  to 
him:  'You  are  the  chaplain — are  your'  'Yes,  sir,' 
he  replied.  •  Yet  the  hist  time  1  had  seen  him 
before  that,  he  was  &  journeynuin  printer  !" 

You  have  already  heard  of  the  noble  te.stimony 
given  by  a  Commissary  Sergeant,  of  the  10th  Con- 
necticut Volunteers,  just  returned  from  the  rebel 
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prison  of  Antlersonville;  and  wlierever  our  soldiers 
■were  ))rought  in  contact  with  Catholic  clergymen 
in  the  Sontli,  thej'  experienced  the  same  charity. 

The  Catholic,  June  24,  justly  remark  that 
"  While  the  country  was  distracted  by  the  rebel- 
lion, there  was  no  division  in  the  Catholic  Church. 
The  Sees,  for  instance  of  disloyal  Richmond  and 
Charleston,  still  remained  suSVagan  to  tlie  archi- 
episcopal  See  of  loyal  Baltimore,  and  Bishops 
JFGill  and  Lynch  thoughout  the  rebellion  still 
looked  upon  Most  Kev.  Dr.  Ken  rick  as  their 
rightful  Metropolitan.  While  Episco[)alians, 
Presbyterians,  Methodists,  Baptists,  etc.,  in  the 
North,  were  in  no  way  recognized  by  their 'core- 
ligionists in  the  South,  that  part  of  the  Church 
which  happened  to  1je  located  within  the  rebel- 
lious States  maintained,  as  far  as  it  was  possiljle 
under  the  circumstances,  communion  and  fellow- 
ship with  the  other  portion  in  the  loyal  North. 
Had  the  whole  country  been  Catholic,  there 
would  be  no  division ;  but  as  it  Avas  overrun  with 
jarring  sects,  rebellion  was  inevitable.  Here  is 
food  for  reflection. 

While  (m  the  subject  of  the  power  of  Faith  in 
time  of  war,  let  me  pass  from  our  own  countiy  to 
quote  from  1m  Revue  ih  la  Preitm  on  the  death  of 
the  Duke  of  MalakojS":  "The  edifying  death  of 
the  hero  of  the  Crimea  has  been  the  natural 
crowning  of  a  life  in  which  religion  had  its  jjlace 
notwithstanding  the  thousand  preoccupations 
which  attached  it  to  tlie  earth.  This  illustrious 
captain,  decorated  with  all  the  insignia  of  glory, 
knelt  every  evening  to  say  his  prayers  with  the 
simplicity  of  a  child.  As  soon  as  he  felt  the 
danger  of  the  severe  attack  of  pleurisy  which 
nailed  him  to  his  bed  of  suffering,  the  Duke  of 
Malakoff  immediately  demanded  the  aid  of  relig- 
ion, and  the  last  Sacraments  were  given  him  by 
the  Bishop  of  Algiers.  It  was  a  moving  spectacle 
to  see  the  Church,  in  the  person  of  one  of  her 
most  illustrious  Prelates,  offering  to  one  of  the 
most  renowned  soldiers  of  the  age  those  Divine 
Sacraments,  which  for  the  humble  as  well  as  for 
the  great  of  the  earth,  are  the  strength  of  the 
agonizing  and  the  pledge  of  heavenly  hope. 

Here  let  me  relate  a  touching  incident  which 
Bishop  Pavy  related  yesterday  to  the  members  of 
the  Conference  of  Saint  Vincent  of  Paul  in  Algiers, 
on  the  occasion  of  the  pilgrimage  to  Our  Lady  of 
Africa;  this  incident,  which  the  venerated  Pre- 
late had  from  the  lips  of  the  Marshal  himself,  ad- 
mirably characterizes  the  profound  faith  which 
for  some  time  animated  this  hero : 

"At  the  last  council  of  war,  previous  to  the  tak- 
ing of  Sebastopol,  the  General-in-chief,  Pelissier, 
decided  that  a  final  assault  should  be  made  on  the 
8th  of  Sept.  After  the  council,  one  of  the  French 
officers  more  valiant  against  the  Russians  than 
against  human  respect,  sought  an  audienc  with  the 
future  Duke  of  Malakoff,  and  made  use  of  some 
most  pressing  and  veiy  discreet  observations  upon 
the  day  he  had  selected.  *  Might  not  the  English, 
the  violent  adversaries  of  the  Pnjmcy,  see  in  the 
selection  of  the  8th  of  September,  tlie  Nutivity  of 
the  Motfter  of  Ood,  a  premeditated  coincidence  sav- 
oring of  devotion,  and  might  it  not  be  well  not  to 


expose  the  French  army  to  the  reproach  of  big- 
otryy'  '  That  matters  but  a  little,' replied  Gen- 
eneral  PelLssier,  with  his  natural  vivacity ;  'if  the 
English  do  not  love  the  Blessed  Virgin,  they  are 
a  stupid  set ;  that  is  all  I  have  to  say.  A  pious 
king  of  France  con.secrated  the  monarchy  to  Mary, 
and  I  wish  especially  to  dedicate  the  French 
army  that  I  command  to  this  good  Madonna !  My 
pious  date  has  been  well  and  carefully  chosen, 
and  the  assault  will  take  place  on  the  Nativity  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin.'  Sebastopol  was  taken  on 
the  8th  of  September." 

But  a  more  genuine  proof  of  the  religion  of  the 
Duke  of  Malakoff  has  yet  to  be  told.  The  last 
thought  of  the  conqueror  of  Sebastojiol — a  thought 
on  which  he  had  a  long  time  pondered — was  to 
bequeath  his  victorious  sword  to  Our  Lady  of  Afri- 
ca.    There  it  remains  a  living  trophy  of  his  faith. 

The  consecration  of  the  Most  Rev.  Dr.  Manning 
as  successor  to  his  Eminence  Cardinal  Wiseman  in 
the  dignity  of  Archbishop  of  Westminster,  took 
place  in  St.  Mary's,  Moorfields,  on  last  Thursday, 
before  twelve  Prelates  of  the  Church,  a  veiy  large 
number  of  the  clergy,  not  only  of  Westminster  but 
also  of  other  Dioceses,  and  a  congregation  which 
filled  all  the  available  space  in  the  sacred  edifice. 

We  understand  that  the  Oblates  of  Mary,  since 
their  establishment  a  few  years  ago  in  London, 
have  received  the  abjuration  of  three  thousand 
Protestants. 

The  month  of  Mary  has  closed,  and  its  termina- 
tion has  been  most  devoutly  celebrated  by  the 
crowds  of  the  faithful  who  had  filled,  throughout 
the  month,  the  fifty-five  churches  of  Rome,  in 
which  evening  after  evening  they  had  listened  to 
the  chief  preachers  of  Rome.  In  some  churches, 
that  sweet  month  still  religiously  lingers  on  till 
to-morrow.  In  the  church  of  San  Rocco,  at  the 
Ripetta,  the  zealous  parish  priest,  and  the  Jesuit 
Father  who  for  some  years  has  preached  there  in 
May,  have  introduced  the  beautiful  custom  of 
parents  offering  their  children  on  that  last  day  of 
the  month  of  Mary  to  the  special  service  and 
protection  of  our  Blessed  Lady. 

We  are  expecting  a  most  numerous  caravan  of 
pilgrims  from  Vienna  for  the  feasts  of  Pius  IX's 
election  and  coronation,  which  take  place  on  the 
17th  and  21st  of  June,  They  will,  of  course,  re- 
main for  the  feast  of  the  Apostles  Saint  Peter 
and  Saint  Paul.  The  caravan  leaves  Vienna  on 
the  7th,  and  it  is  to  psiss  through  Munich,  Zurich, 
Geneva,  Lyons  and  Marseilles,  on  its  way  to  Rome, 
where  it  is  due  on  the  14th  inst.  I  hope  our 
English  pilgrims  will  be  ready  to  meet  them  there. 
— London  Register. 

«» 

O  how  good  a  thing,  and  hoAv  peaceable  it  is 
to  be  silent  of  others,  nor  to  believe  all  that  is 
said,  nor  easily  to  report  what  one  has  heard ;  to 
lay  one's  self  open  to  few ;  always  to  seek  Thee, 
the  behold  of  the  heart ;  and  not  to  be  carried 
about  with  every  wind  of  words;  but  to  wish 
that  all  things  both  within  an(f  without  us  may 
go  according  to  the  pleasure  of  Thy  will,  O  Lord, 
that  we  may  not  fall  into  sin. 


AVE    MARIA 


157 


THE  APOSTLESHIP  OE  PEAYEE. 


OoDversion  wrought  by  an  Image  of  the  Sacred 
Heart. 

We  received  the  following  recital  from  one  of 
our  Itulian  zclatriccs,  who  received  it  from  the 
Religious  to  whom  it  occurred. 

This  lU'ligious  received  one  day,  in  the  Italian 
city  where  he  dwelt,  a  visit  from  a  rich  and  noi>le 
gentleman  whom  he  had  known  in  another  city, 
and  who  came  in  tears  to  acquaint  him  with  tlie 
frightful  situation  into  which  his  weakness  had 
thrown  him.  Left  a  widower  shortly  after  his 
marriage,  with  an  only  daughter,  he  had  per- 
mitted himself  to  be  completely  controlled  l>y  this 
chiltl,  who  treated  him  more  a.s  a  slave  tlian  as  a 
father.  Distinguished  for  her  fortune,  her  heauty 
and  her  wit,  she  had  no  taste  for  aught  but 
worldly  diversions,  and  dissij)ated  her  whole  for- 
tune in  dress  and  other  frivolities.  Tiie  sentiments 
of  piety  with  which  she  had  formerly  been  imbued 
were  entirely  extinguished  in  her  heart,  and  her 
sole  thought  was  to  compel  men  to  render  to  her 
the  worship  and  adoration  which  she  refused  to 
her  God.  After  exhausting  all  the  enjoyments 
her  countrj'  could  yield  to  her,  she  announced  to 
her  father  her  wish  to  pass  the  oirnivul  in  Paris; 
and  the  unhappy  father,  though  deploring  the 
dangers  to  which  his  daughter  was  about  to  expose 
herself,  nevertheless  yielded  to  this  new  caprice. 

He  was  then  on  his  way  to  Paris,  and  was  de- 
tained in  the  city  where  dwelt  the  Heligious  of 
whom  we  speak  l)y  a  slight  indi.sjjosition  of  his 
daughter.     It  was  there  that  grace  awaited  this 
young  wanderer.     God  inspired  her  father  with 
the  thought  of  making  a  la.st  eflFort  for  her  conver- 
sion, and  he  urged  this  Religious,  who  was  well 
known  to  his  daughter,  to  .see  her,  and  endeavor 
to  change  her  heart.     The  Religious  at  first  e.\- 
cu.sed   himself,  saying  that  it  was  not  the  custom 
in  his  Order  to  visit  ladies  without  particular 
reasons;  he  feared,  moreover,  that  he  would  be 
badly  received,  and  his  zeal  fruitless.     The  young 
lady's  father  was  not  d i.>Jcou raged  ;   a  second,  a 
third  time  he  came  to  beg  the  Religious  to  comply 
with  his  entreaties,  and  to  console,  if  possible,  an 
unfortunate  father;   he  also  assured  him  that  his 
daughter  was  well  disposed  and  consented  to  re- 
ceive him.     Finally  the  holy  Religious  permitted 
himself  to  be  overcome,  and  recommending  to  God 
the  undertaking,  so  uncertain  but  yet  so  necessary  | 
for  the  sjilvation  of  a  soul,  he  accompanied  the  I 
afflicted  father  to  his  hotel.     There  he  found  the  I 
young   lady  seated    luxuriously  on  a   sofa,  and  ' 
dressed  with  the  most  fastidious  elegance.     She  ! 
received  him  coldly  but  politely;  the  conversation 
was    upon    different   subjects.      Meanwhile   her 
father,  on  some  pretext,  quitted  the  rooni,  leaving  j 
his  daughter  alone  with  the  priest.     The  young  j 
lady  appeared  disi)08ed  to  continue  her  frivolous  j 
conversation,  but  the  Religious,  impelled  by  zeal,  | 
and  probably  also  by  a  divine  inspiration,  inter-  | 
rupted  her  with  these  words:   "Know,  Miss,  that  ; 
I  did  not  come  here  to  lose  time,  but  to  recall  you 
to  your  duties,  and  to  warn  you  that  if  you  follow  ' 


the  path  you  now  pursue,  it  will  lead  you  directly 
to  hell."  At  thet-c  words  the  young  girl,  indig- 
nant, arose,  ami  showing  the  door  with  her  finger, 
said  to  the  Heligiouu,  in  a  shaq)  voice  :  "And  you, 
Father,  know  that  it  wa.s  not  to  hear  a  W'nnon 
that  I  received  you;  and  if  you  have  nothing 
better  to  tell  n>e  you  may  withdraw.  I  am  noble, 
I  am  rich,  I  am  yoimg  still ;  many  admire  me  even 
for  my  wit ;  no  one  liere  has  a  right  to  reqiure  nie 


ke  of 
njoy 


to  renounce  all  these  advantages  for  the  sak 
leading  the  life  of  a  reclu.se.  No,  I  will  e  ^  ^ 
myself;  I  will  enjoy  my. self  without  scruple  and 
pass  my  youth  as  gid iy  as  possible."  "If  I  have 
no  right  to  reqinre  any  thing  from  you,"  gently  re- 
plied the  prie.st,  "you  would  not  certainly  refuse 
a  simple  request."  The  gentleness  of  the  man  of 
God  softened  the  anger  of  the  young  girl,  and  she 
calmly,  tliough  with  some  haughtineH.H,  said: 
"Speak;  what  request  have  you  to  make?"  "I 
wish  to  ol)tain  your  promise  for  something  very 
ea.sy  to  fulfill."  Either  urged  by  curiosity  to  know 
what  he  meant,  or  already  beginning  to  feel  the  in- 
fluence of  grace,  the  young  lady  continued :  "  Well, 
what  is  the  pnHuise*  If  it  is  as  ea.sy  as  you  say 
I  will  engage  myself  to  fulfill  it."  At'these  words 
the  Religious  opened  his  l)reviary,  and  took  from 
it  a  picture  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  w  hich 
in  sooth  was  neither  new  nor  pretty.  "  I  only  ask 
of  your  kindness  to  recite  every  morning  during 
nine  days  a  Gloria  P<ttri  before  this  image  Rut 
it  must  i)e  said  kneeling.  Miss,  kneeling  on  the 
floor;  do  you  understand?"  The  ct)untenance  of 
the  young  lady  changed,  she  blushed  at  these 
words,  theii  turned  pale  and  took  the  offered  pic- 
ture, sjiying  in  an  agitated  manner:  "Yes — yes: 
give  it  to  me  I  will  do  it ;  but  go — go  away."  Grace 
overcame  this  reliellious  h<-art ;  the  priest  under- 
stood it,  and  he  pa.ssed  out,  blessingGod  as  he  went. 

The  next  morning  he  was  visited  liy  the  father 
of  the  young  lady.  "Father,"  said  the  latter  on 
seeing  the  priest,  "tell  me  what  jjassed  between 
you  and  my  daughter  yestenlay  ?  Ever  since,  she 
has  remained  ou  her  knees  a  greater  part  of  the 
time,  her  face  in  her  hands,  weeping  bitterly. 
When  I  s|)eak  to  her  she  only  replies  with  sobs 
and  tears."  "  Sir  it  is  the  work  of  God,"  replied 
the  priest ;  it  is  to  Him  you  must  offer  your  grati- 
tude for  such  a  favor."  At  these  words  they  Ijoth 
repaired  to  the  foot  of  the  holy  altar  to  return 
their  thanks  to  their  merciful" Saviour.  A  few 
moments  afterward  the  young  lady  herself  en- 
tered the  church,  and  made  her  confession  to  an 
unknown  Religious;  she  wished  to  spare  her  l)en- 
efactor  the  affliction  he  would  certainly  have  felt 
at  the  sad  rec-ital  of  her  wanderings. 

The  father  and  daughter  left  the  city,  and  a 
month  i)assed  without  any  news  from  them  ;  and 
then  a  charming  letter,  filled  with  the  sweetest 
sentiments  of  gratitude,  infonned  the  holy  Relig- 
ious that  she  whom  he  had  saved  from  the  abyss 
had  just  entered  a  convent,  where  she  had  already 
found  that  true  happiness  which  the  world  for  so 
long  a  time  had  falsely  promised  her.  A  year  and 
a  half  afterward  he  received  a  sec«»nd  letter,  con- 
taining .still  more  joyful  news — it  was  written  on 
the  day  of  that  young  person's  religious  profession, 
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The  Religious  to  whom  the  consolation  of  this 
conversion  was  granted,  and  from  whom  I  had  the 
history,  considers  it  more  prudent  to  withhold  the 
name  of  the  jiersons,  cities,  and  even  that  of  the 
convent  where  tliis  Magdalen  is  cloistered ;  but 
the  account  has  singularly  augmented  my  devotion 
and  confidence  in  the  all-powerful  Heart  of  Jesus. 

Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

Veuy  Rev.  Father  :  I  have  read,  with  great 
satisfaction,  your  article  entitled  :  "  The  Heart  of 
Jesus  is  the  life  of  men  by  the  Incarnatifm."  In 
fact,  outside  of  this  adoral)le  Heart  and  its  myste- 
rious influence  there  is  only  tlenflt !  yes,  the  death  of 
the  soul,  of  the  intellect  and  of  the  heart.  Human- 
ity, though  composed  of  divers  members,  yet  forms 
but  one  stock,  one  body — KuumcorpumitulU smmis. 

Now,  the  heart  which  gives  life  to  all  the  mem- 
bers of  this  great  body  is  the  Heart  of  Jesus.  It 
alone  unites  us  together,  and  it  alone  also  unites 
us  to  God.  As  soon  as  we  detach  ourselves  from 
it  we  separate  ourselves  from  each  other,  and  avc 
lose,  with  the  divine  life  of  which  it  is  the  source, 
the  true  sentiment  of  human  fraternity.  This  Di- 
vine Heart  is,  then,  the  center  toward  Avhich  all 
hearts  gravitate.  It  is  the  indissolul)le  knot  bind- 
ing again  together  heaven  and  earth,  so  long  di- 
vided ;  the  sacred  hruhje  thrown  across  the  un- 
fathomable abyss  separating  the  divinity  fi'om  hu- 
manity. It  is  the  falcrum  <if  the  moral  world; 
its  center  of  gravity,  its  Sun,  its  Hope  and  its 
Salvation ;  it  is  the  Soul  of  our  souls,  the  Heart 
of  our  hearts,  the  Life  of  our  life.     . . 

But  who  sliall  open  for  us  this  tabernacle  of 
benediction,  this  treasure  enclosing  all  the  riches 
of  heaven  and  earth,  this  mysterious  fountain 
whence  flow  graces  and  life?  The  august  Virgin 
Mary — she  from  whose  most  pure  blood  was  formed 
the  Heart  of  Jesus,  and  who  gave  Him  to  the 
world.  Her  Son,  in  His  turn,  to  glorify  her,  has 
given  her  all  power  over  His  adoral)le  Heart,  ac- 
cording to  the  thought  of  Saint  Bernard,  and  has 
established  her  dinpematrix  of  all  the  treasures  it 
incloses.  Therefore  this  incomparable  Virgin  has 
a  name  manifesting  her  participation  in  the  dis- 
tribution of  the  benefits  of  the  Heart  of  her  Son  ; 
a  name  showing  the  lioundless  empire  she  exer- 
cises over  It ;  by  which  she  can  obtain  for  men, 
who  are  her  children,  all  the  graces  and  benedic- 
tions they  need.  This  name  is  "Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,"  whose  feast,  by  a  rescript  of  the 
Sovereign  Pontifl",  dated  June  15,1864,  isappoined 
for  the  thirty-first  of  May. 

Heaven  has  blessed  this  divine  name;  earth  has 
received  it  with  enthusiasm,  as  we  have  seen  ;  will 
hell  remain  mute?  No!  it  also  will  proclaim  the 
power  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sucnd  Hmrt. 

Pious  readers,  listen  :  In  one  of  tiie  largest  cities 
of  France,  where  spiritism  made  frightful  ravages 
the  devil  for  fifteen  years,  had  manifestly  possessed 
a  certain  woman  ;  the  exterior  effects  of  this  posses- 
sion were  surprising.  For  four  years  especially, 
says  an  eye-witness,  the  devil  frequently  spoke  and 
acted  through  the  unfortunate  creature  over  whom 
he  exercised  such  great  power.  He  publicly  avows 
that  he  regards  me  as  one  of  his  greatest  adver- 


saries, in  consequence  of  my  efforts  to  drive  him 
away.  Quite  recently,  I  asked  him  to  indicate  to 
me  himself  the  means  of  procuring  the  convereion 
of  an  unhappy  woman  who  had  fallen  into  the  ab- 
surditiesand  disgraceof  a  frightful  skepticism, and 
Vv hose  revolting incredul ity  su rjjassed  imagination. 

He  replied  :  Addren-t  ymrmlf  to  your  mistress 
(it  is  thus  he  calls  the  Bles.sed  Virgin  when  he 
speaks  of  her,)  and  pray  to  her  especially  under  the 
title  of  Our  Uidy  of  the  Sacred  Heart ;  this  is  an 
infallible  means  of  liherating  that  tcoman  from  t/ie 
Satanic,  spirit  who  obsesses  her,  and  from  tits  un- 
bridled jiride  that  overrules  her.  As  I  had  never 
heard  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred,  Heart,  nor  of  the 
Association  of  that  name,  my  astonishment  was  at 
its  hight.  Seeing  my  surprise  and  embarrass- 
ment, the  devil  said:  "Ask  this  young  girl  whom 
I  possess;  she  will  give  you  all  the  explanation 
you  require."  I  turned  to  the  possessed  and  inter- 
rogated her,  and  she  replied  that  she  had  been  made 
acquainted,  by  means  of  a  little  circular,  with  the 
association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Ueart,  for  the 
success  of  difficult  and  desperate  cases,  either  in 
the  spiritual  or  temporal  order  ;  and  that  I  might 
write  to  the  Missionaries  of  the  Sacaed  Heart  of 
Jesus  at  Issondun,  if  I  wished,  for  fuller  informa- 
tion ;  then  she  gave  me  the  circular  she  had. 

I  beg  of  you  then.  Rev.  Superior,  to  give  me 
all  the  necessary  details ;  for  I  wish  to  be  the 
apostle  of  a  devotion  whose  efficacy  the  devil 
h  iinself  procla  ims. 

Some  time  after,  we  received  a  letter  from  the 
same  correspondent,  asking  permission  to  print 
new  circulars  to  propagate  our  work  in  the  popu- 
lous city  where  he  dwells,  "  Because,"  says  he, 
"  Our  Lady  of  tlui  Saevt'd  IleaH  works  prodigies 
around  us."  Lut  us  then  love  our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  and  everywhere  propagate  her  ad- 
mirable association.  J.  C. 
<«> 

"  You  are  wearied  with  waiting  for  me,"  said  a 
religious  of  the  Sacred  Heart  to  a  soldier,  who 
called  himself  the  .son  of  Mater  Admirahilis,  be- 
cause he  was  converted  to  God  before  her  image. 
"  No,"  said  ho,  in  reply  ;  "  they  conducted  me  be- 
fore the  Holy  Sacrament."  "  How  long  were  you 
there  V"  "  Stop  sister ;  now  that  I  have  returned 
to  my  duties  as  a  christian,  while  I  am  with  the 
good  God,  I  am  unconscious  of  the  flight  of  time. 
To  consider  that  He  is  eternal,  and  that  we  are 
passing,  occupies  us ;  and  all  is  said,  in  saying 
that.  Afterward,  prolonging  our  devotion,  we 
come  to  the  holy  Virgin  Mary,  and  cast  a  look  at 
her  immaculate  heart,  which  is,  ah  !  so  beautiful, 
so  vast,  and  peaceful!  Asking  permission  to  enter 
the  interior  of  her  soul,  ah!  how  orderlj^  do  we 
find  every  thing  within  !  And  if  she  permits,  we 
can  pass  over  her  virtues,  in  review.  Stopping 
to  consider  her  purity,  humility  and  goodnesss,  the 
times  goes  without  our  heeding;  and  however 
painful  it  may  be,  we  must  finally  consider  our- 
selves, and  draw  comparisons  between  ourselves 
and  her.  Therefore,  my  sister,  when  the  time  of 
mounting  guard  at  night  seems  long,  and  we  are 
stationed  for  sentry  motionless  as  trges,  I  go  in 
thought  to  visit  the  interior  of  Mater  Admirabilis, 
and  the  hours  fly." 


AVE    MARIA. 


169 


OHILDEEN'S  DEPARTMENT. 

Legend  of  the  Infant  Jesus. 

Come,  children,  nil  whose  joy  it  is, 

To  serve  at  holy  Mhhh,    . 
And  hear  what  once  in  days  of  faith. 

In  England  canit  to  pass  : 
It  chanced  a  priest  was  journeying 

Through  dark  and  gloomy  wood, 
And  there,  where  few  came  passing  hjy 

A  lonely  chapel  stood. 
lie  stay'd  his  feet,  that  pilgrim  priest, 

His  morning  Mass  to  saj'. 
And  put  the  sacred  vestments  on 

Which  near  the  altar  lay. 
But  who  shall  serve  the  holy  Mass, 

For  all  is  silent  here? 
He  kneels  and  there  in  patience  waits 

The  peascnt's  hour  of  prayer. 
When  lo !  a  child  of  wondrous  grace, 

Before  the  altar  steals, 
And  down  beside  the  lowly  priest, 

The  infant  beauty  kneels. 
He  serves  the  Mass  ;  his  voice  is  sweet. 

Like  distant  music  low, 
With  downcjist  eye  and  ready  hand, 

And  footfall  hush'd  and  slow. 
"AY  verhum  cnro  factum  eat" 

He  lingers  till  he  hear.s. 
Then  turning  he  to  Clary's  shrine. 

In  glory  tlisappears. 
So  round  the  altar,  children  dear. 

Press  gladly  in  God's  name, 
For  once,  to  serve  at  holy  Mass, 

The  iufiint  Jesus  came. 


Mizael  de  Mesie  de  Pus. 

[Concluded.] 

T«)  the  utmost  of  his  power  he  everywhere  dis- 
tributed all  the  pamphlets  and  circulars  of  the 
Bishops  Avritten  for  the  defense  of  the  Holy  See. 
"  It  is  stnmgc,"  he  saitl,  "  how  very  i\;\\  persons 
have  the  courage  to  acknowledge  their  convic- 
tions? Every  one  trembles  for  his  own  petty  in- 
terests; in  the  meantime,  the  activity  of  the 
wicked  is  busy  calculating  fal.se  d<H'trines.  D(H'S 
not  this  impose  \\\)on  us  the  obligation  of  doing 
all  in  our  power  to  circulate  the  languageof  truth  ?" 
In  the  meantime,  he  grew  pensive  and  serious, 
and  his  health  was  evidently  suffering.  In  vain 
they  sougiit  to  divert  hisattention.  In  silence  he 
meditated  on  an  act  of  heroic  devotedncss.  A 
holy  inipatience  of  .sjicrifice  consumed  him ;  and 
humble  as  he  was  ardent,  he  waited  God's  moment. 
And  it  came  at  last.  When  the  first  announce- 
ment was  made  of  General  de  la  Moriciere's  in- 
teude<l  departure,  his  face  grew  Radiant — he  un- 
derstood that  the  hour  was  come.  He  arose  from 
his  silence  and  ol>scurity,  and  after  having,  in  the 
sanctuary  of  Notre  Dame  des  Vietoires,  btsought 
the  protection  of  her  to  whom  he  was  consecrated 
on  tlie  day  of  his  baptism,  he  sought  the  presence 
of  his  virtaou8  mother. 


"  Mamma,"  said  he,  "what  would  my  father 
have  done?  What  would  you  do  in  my  place?" 

The  eyes  of  this  venerable  mother  filled  with 
tears,  and  in  this  silence  her  heart  replied.  Not 
for  an  in.stant  did  she  dispute  with  Goil  the  po«- 
8(>8sion  of  this  soul.  She  was  a  widow;  her  eld- 
est scm  and  daughter  were  married  and  living  far 
away  from  her,  her  second  daughter  the  conse- 
crated .'<j)ouse  of  Christ,  and  this  la.st  wm  alone 
remained  as  the  supreme  consolation  of  her  old  age. 

Nevertheles.s,  she  did  not  hesitate.  Hecalling 
the  wonls  so  often  repeated  by  her  pious  husban^l, 
"all  that  I  a.'-ked  from  Heaven  for  my  children  is 
that  they  may  love  and  M-rve  Gml" — slie  prayed, 
wept,  cla.ipeil  her  .son  to  her  heart,  and  as  .lacob 
bles.'ied  Benjamin  when  leaving  him  for  the  land 
of  Egypt,  so  did  she  bless  her  dear,  gentle  Mizael 
as  he   left  her  for  the   land  of  Italy. 

Like  many  of  his  companionsMizael  had  a  pre- 
sentiment of  iiiyrtyrdom,  and  was  not  «lelude«l  as 
to  the  extent  of  the  .sacrifice.  He  knew  that  w  ill- 
ing  victims  were  neetled  in  this  grand  cause  of 
the  Sovereign  Poutitf,  Vicar  of  our  crucified  Ixird. 
His  eldest  si.ster  also  hud  a  presentiment  of  his  fu- 
ture, and  she  endeavored,  even  when  accompanying 
him  to  the  railroad  depot,  to  shake  his  determin- 
ation. "  You  arc  too  young,  to  work,"  she  said, 
"ever  to  make  a  good  .soldier.  Why  not  arm  in 
your  place,  .some  strong,  rugged  men  ;  they  ctiuld 
indeed  render  much  greater  service  to  the  Pon- 
tilJcal  army?" 

"  ]\Iy  sister,"  replied  the  nol)le  young  man,  "our 
Holy  Father  needs  devoted  hearts.  If  I  die,  I 
will  pray  that  my  !)lo()d  may  fall  in  benedictions 
on  my  country  and  on  inj'  family." 

This  was  his  last  farewell.  On  Die  point  of  em- 
barking at  Marseilles,  he  wrote  his  mother  :  "My 
eyes  are  frequently  filled  with  tears  at  the  thought 
that  the  steamer  will  s(Kin  carry  me  so  far  from 
you.  I  seem  to  see  yours  ^till  flowing  ;  but  I  feel 
all  my  counige  return,  and  I  remember  that  on 
the  other  si<lo  of  the  Alps  other  tears  are  shed 
before  God;  tears  which  rcfall  those  of  the  gtir- 
den  of  Olives.  Good  Mother,  once  more  bless 
your  son  and  with  God's  gnice   I'll  keep  strong." 

He  arrived  in  Home  in  the  early  part  of  May, 
and  was  enrolled  after  some  time  as  a  guide  in  the 
Pontifical  army. 

On  SundAy  evening,  16th  of  September,  about 
8  o'clock,  ten  days  before  the  J>attle  of  Ca.stelfidar- 
do.  Count  Pal  fey  was  seeking  a  trustworthy  guide 
to  accompany  himself  an»l  two  carbiners  ujKin  a 
reconnoitering  expedition.  Mizael  had  just  arrived 
from  Loretto,  eximusted  with  fatigue,  after  hav- 
ing marched  the  whole  day  and  eaten  nothing 
since  morning.  Without  a  moment's  hesitation  he 
offered  himself,  full  of  joy  at  the  thougjit  of  the 
service  he  could  render. 

The  little  party  had  passed  the  bridge  of  Mu- 
sone,  when  they  were  attacketl  by  a  party  of  the 
enemy  lying  in  ambush.  ^lizael  tie  Pas'  ann  was 
fractured  and  his  horse  killed.  Faint  with  loss 
of  blootl  aTid  the  violence  of  the  pain,  he  was  un- 
able to  move  :  and  he  was  carried  by  some  peas- 
ants to  Loretto,  where  his  wounds  were  dressed 
by  the  Sisters  of  Charity. 
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There,  from  his  bod  of  pain,  he  heard  the  noise 
of  the  combat  at  Castelfidardo,  and  he  questioned 
the  Sisters  with  feverish  uneasiness;  and  when  at 
last  he  heard  that  the  Pontifical  army  was  van- 
quished, routed  and  destroyed,  he  seemed  over- 
whelmed with  anguish.  His  soul  remained 
strong  in  the  midst  of  his  own  suffering,  but  it 
gave  way  at  the  thought  of  the  sorrows  of  the 
Church.  In  a  short  time  he  was  aroused  by  the 
tumult  of  the  remnant  of  the  vanquished  army 
returning  in  disorder  to  Loretto.  As  it  was  not 
kno\vn  but  that  another  battle  would  commence 
the  next  day,  the  wounded  were  transferred  to  the 
Santa  Casa  itself  Mizael  was  taken  there  in  the 
afternoon,  and    remained   two  days. 

With  what  joy,  upon  his  bloody  couch,  did  not 
this  saintly  youth  foretaste  the  delights  of  his 
martjM-dom  so  ardently  sighed  for !  With  eyes 
beaming  with  love  he  contemplated  this  humble 
dwelling,  where  the  greatest  mysteries  of  our  jii- 
vine  religion  were  accomplished;  where  the  angel 
had  saluted  the  Virgin  JVIary  ;  where  the  Virgin 
had  conceived  her  Creator  and  her  God  ;  where 
the  ineffable  annihilation  of  the  Incarnation  com- 
menced !  There  God  made  Man  had  grown  under 
the  eyes  of  His  Mother  and  of  the  good  Saint  Jo- 
seph, obscure  and  unknown  as  the  least  of  his  own 
creatures;  there  He  taught  us  the  value  of  labor- 
by  laboring ;  of  obedience  by  obeying  :  of  humil- 
ity, by  humiliations;  of  silence  and  all  the  other 
virtues,  by  His  own  practice  of  them.  During 
long  years,  this  sacred  roof  had  sheltered  Heaven 
living  upon  earth  and  ignored  by  it. 

What  a  spectacle !  A  Christian  youth  dying  a 
mailyr  for  the  faith — a  crucified  disciple  of  a  cru- 
cified God!  It  Avas  doubtless  in  this  contempla- 
tion that  Mizael  de  Pas  ol^tained  that  perfection 
of  faith,  patience,  and  angelic  resignation,  which 
marked  the  last  moments  of  his  truly  celestial 
character.  With  him  it  was  no  longer  resignation, 
it  was  joy!  "Oh,  how  happy  am  I,"  he  would 
continually  repeat,  "to  have  been  the  first  to  shed 
my  blood  for  the  Holy  See  I" 

He  suffered  most  excruciatir.g  pain  ;  he  offered 
liis  sufferings  to  God  and  their  bitterness  was 
changed  into  delight.  "How  beautiful  he  was  in 
the  midst  of  his  suffering,"  wrote  a  French  priest 
who  had  seen  him  the  day  after  he  was  wounded. 
"  What  courage,  what  Christian  resignation  in  this 
noble  young  man.  There  was  something  admir- 
able, captivating,  angelic,  in  the  i)erfect  serenity 
of  his  face  at  tlie  time  when  he  was  suffering  the 
most  extreme  pain."  He  smiled  in  the  most  en- 
gaging manner  upon  all  who  approached  him, 
saying,  "  Pray  to  our  dear  Lord  for  me."  Never 
was  he  heard  to  utter  the  slightest  complaint ;  the 
only  regret  he  expressed,  was  to  have  gained  para- 
dise without  having  done  any  thing  for  it. 

By  one  of  those  events  of  Providence,  which  the 
incredulous  call  fortunate  encounters,  but  which 
ravish  Christian  souls,  the  Superior  of  the  French 
Sisters  of  Charity  at  Loretto  had  passed  several 
years  in  a  house  of  tlie  Order  founded  in  Lille  by 
the  father  of  Mizael  do  Pas,  and  thus  the  sjiouse 
of  our  Lord  was  enabled  to  return  to  the  wounded 
and  dying  son,  under  a  foreign  sky,  the  hospital- 


ity which  the  father  had  given  her  five  hundred 
leagues  away  in  her  native  city. 

An  amputation  was  at  first  deemed  necessary. 
Mizael  prepared  himself  for  it  on  the  18th,  by 
confession  and  communion.  But  the  operation, 
deemed  useless  or  impossible,  did  not  take  place ; 
and  in  suffering  and  peace,  he  lived  six  days 
longer,  never  losing,  even  for  an  instant,  his  angelic 
patience.  He  frequently  said  to  the  Sister,  when 
she  wished  to  call  the  physician  :  "  Do  not  trouble 
him  ;  I  would  rather  have  you  pray  for  me." 

The  night  preceding  his  death,  he  saw  the  Sis- 
ter who  attended  him  weeping.  "  Sister,  why  do 
you  weep  V"     "  Because  you  are  so  very  ill." 

"  Ah,"  exclaimed  the  heroic  youth,  "  if  I  die,  so 
much  the  better!  I  am  happy  to  die  ai.d  enjoy 
the  presence  of  God.  I  feel  no  regret.  It  seems 
to  me  that  I  am  now  well  disposed ;  later  I  know 
not  what  might  happen." 

Again  he  said,  "  I  came  for  the  glory  of  God, 
and  I  will  die  for  his  glory."  He  frequently 
kissed  the  cross,  which  Pius  IX  had  blessed  with 
a  plenaiy  indulgence  for  the  hour  of  death.  He 
constantly  invoked  the  assistanc^^^  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin — his  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God  was 
truly  filial.  He  had  been  wounded  on  the  day 
the  church  celebrated  her  Sorrows,  and  he  begged 
to  die  on  the  day  when  she  is  especially  invoked 
as  the  Mother  of  Mercy.  "  To-morrow,"  he  said 
to  the  Sister,  is  the  Feast  of  our  Lady  of  Mercy  ; 
beg  this  good  Mother  to  deliver  her  captive." 

On  the  24th  he  seemed  better  and  dictated  a 
letter  to  his  mother.  Toward  four  in  the  after- 
noon, while  reading  his  prayer-book,  his  sight 
grew  dim,  and  he  knew  that  it  was  the  approach 
of  death.  He  immediately  called  the  chaplain  of 
the  hospital ;  and  although  he  had  received  com- 
munion that  morning,  yet  he  wished  to  receive  the 
Holy  Eucharist  once  more.  He  received  the  last 
Sacraments  with  angelic  piety,  and  sweetly 
br-eathed  his  last  at  8  o'clock  in  the  evening.  His 
soul,  already  so  pure,  passed  through  the  crucible 
of  suffering,  escaped  from  the  broken  basket  of  his 
body,  joyously  entered  the  blessed  eternity  of  the 
elect.  Innocent  victim,  chosen  martyr  of  the 
Church,  gentle  and  holy  Mizael, — pray  for  us. 

It  is  not  for  me  to  speak  of  the  tears  shed  for 
him  by  the  family ;  but  I  will  speak  of  those 
shed  by  the  Holy  Father  and  in  memory  of  his 
sacrifice ;  Pius  IX  conferred  upon  his  brother,  for 
himself  and  his  descendants  the  title  of  Roman 
Count.  Never  was  a  distinction  purer  or  more 
glorious  in  its  origin. 

The  mortal  remains  of  Mizael  de  Pas  were  taken 
to  France  by  his  brother,  and  were  received  with 
the  most  distinguished  honors.  The  elite  of  the 
city  of  Lille  accompanied  it  in  solemn  procession 
to  the  territory  of  Pas,  in  the  Diocese  of  Arras. 

The  heart  of  the  Christian  hero — that  heart 
burning  with  love  of  God  and  the  Church — was 
destined  by  his  brother  to  be  plactd  in  the  Church 
of  Loretto,  on  the  spot  where  he  passed  his  last 
days  on  his  hospital  bed,  but  fear  of  the  profina- 
tions  of  the  revolutionists  prompted  the  Sisters 
of  Charity  to  preserve  this  precious^elic  in  their 
own  chapel. 
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Woman's  Character  Elevated  by  the  BI0339J 
Virgin's  Divine  Maternity. 

The  Church  places  on  the  lips  and  in  the  hearts 
of  lier  chihlrcn,  in  order  that  they  may  repeat  it 
every  day,  and  several  times  during  the  duy,  that 
sublime  and  ten<ler  pniyer  to  Mary,  c  imposed  of 
the  most  beautiful  passiigesof  the  Go;-;pel,  which 
give  in  a  few  words  all  the  gnmdeurs,  nil  the  sen- 
timents with  which  we  should  offer  hv-r  our  devo- 
tion, and  all  thiit  we  hope  to  obtain  through  it: 
"Hail  Mary,  full  of  grace,  the  Lord  is  with  tiie(?; 
blessed  art  thou  amongst  women,  and  blesficd  is  the 
fruit  of  thy  womi),  .Jesus.  Holy  Ma.y,  Mother  of 
Ooi^l  I  pniy  for  us  sinners,  now  and  at  the  hour  of 
our  death.     Amen." 

Accordingto  the  piousnnd  magnificent  language 
of  the  Church,  with  regard  to  .Mary,  Mother  of  the 
God  made  ^lan,  the  njystery  of  the  Incarnation 
ever  presents  to  the  mind  of  the  Chris' Ian  a 
woman,  daughter  of  God  tlie  Father,  Mother  of 
God  the  Son  and  Spouse  of  the  Holy  Ghost;  a 
woman  at  the  same  timc>  virgin  and  ni/ther ;  tilled 
with  the  plenitude  of  the  virtue  and  grace  of 
God,  and  united  and  associated  to  God  in  the 
most  intimate,  most  noble  and  most  perfect  man- 
ner;  a  woman,  Motlier  of  the  Creator,  and,  by  that 
title  exalted  al)ove  all  angels,  saints,  and  created 
beings  ;  recognizing  nothing  above Jier,  save  God 
who  created  l)cr;  elevated  to  tlie  highest  dignity 
that  a  pure  creature  can  attain  ;  a  woman  the  con- 
queror of  sjitan,  victor  over  sin,  the  joy  of  heaven, 
the  delight  of  earth,  the  terror  of  hell,  the  queen 
of  all  tlie  universe;  a  woman,  the  mother  of  good 
help,  the  metliatri.v  of  pardon,  and,  after  Jesus, 
who  is  the  source,  the  channel  of  all  grace,  hope, 
merit  ami  consolation.  In  a  word,  tlie  Incarna- 
tion always  speaks  to  u«  of  a  womm,  whom  the 
Son  of  God  associated  with  Himself,  to  redeem 
and  save  the  world  ;  and  the  salvation  of  th  • 
world  was  accomplished  by  the  Son  of  God,  with 
a  consent,  the  virtue  andc^i-operation  of  a  woman. 

Hence  the  unique  griimlmr  so  iiittoninkinij,  do  in- 
cnlcuhwle  nml  no  ineomprehfn»ihU\  which  is  rccealed 
in  Mnryhy  the  mijHtn'ij  of  the  T/icttr/Kition,  in  n'flected 
tt]H>n  iCiitniiH.  ,  In  tlie  economy  of  the  mystery  of 
the  Incarnation,  Likb  comes  from  the  .'«e-x  that  in- 
trotinced  death;  the  se.v,  that  in  the  first  woman 
having  conceived  sin  in  the  heart,  caused  ruin  to 
the  world,  became  the  salvation  of  the  world 
througli  the  Wo^r\^',  pir  etefHenre — through 
the  perfect  woman,  who  conwived  in  her  virginal 
womb  Grace  and  Holiness.  The  sex  which  Eve 
had.  in  a  special  manner,  ."subjected  to  the  power 
of  the  serpent,  has  been  transformed  by  Mary  into 


the  conqueror  of  the  serpent,  and  lias  repaired  and 
efiaced  in  the  person  of  ^lary  all  the  evil  it  in- 
flicted on  humanity,  in  the  person  of  Eve. 

The  .se.v  so  humiliated  by  Eve,  is  exalted  alravc 
our  comprehension  by  Mary.     TXu:  BU»»ed  amongst 
all  itomeu  is  its  honor  and  glory.     It  wjis  then  im- 
possible for  women  to    be  considered  an  impure, 
or  malevolent  being  among  people   lK*lieving  in 
the  mystery  of  the  Incarnation;  that  is  to  say,  the 
mystery  of  a  God-Saviour  conceived  by  woman 
I  and  born  of  woman.     It  was  impossible  for  the 
mystery  of  the  woman.  Mother  of  (ro<l,  not  to  re- 
flect somethingf^  of  its  magnificence   and  splendor 
upcm  the  woman  mother  of  .Man,  upon  woman  in 
I  general;  impossible   that  it  should    not  surround 
I  her  with  the  respect  and  veneration  of  all  nations 
believing  in  Jesus  Christ.     Hence  we  find,  wher- 
I  ever  belief  in  the  my.stery  of  the  Incjirnation  has 
;  established  devotion  to  3Iary,  that  woman  posses- 
'  ses  in  the  eyes  of  men  something  grand,  delicate, 
and  mysterious,  which  recommends  her  to  the  es- 
1  teem  and  respect  of  all  the  world.     *     ♦     *  When 
'  the  Son  of  God  became  Man,  he  rcipiired  nourish- 
ment as  other  men,  if  for  no  other  reason  than  to 
prove  to  us  that  he   was  true  man  as  well  as  true 
;  God.     Saint   Augustin  says,    "The  Son  of  God, 
1  having  taken  the  form  of  a  serf,   wished  in  this 
I  form   to  be  nourisheil  by  his   own.M-rfs;  less  in 
'  consequence  of  the  conditions  of  his  new  nature, 
than  by  an    excess  of  His   bounty."     Xow  where 
,  did  the  Divine  Saviour  seek  these  serfs  bj'  whom 
1  he    condesci-nded  "  to    lie     nourishe<l?     Among 
I  women.     The   Gospel  i)roclaims  it.     Saint  Luke 
.sjiys:  "The  twelve  .Vpostles  were   with  him  and 
(  Certain  women  who  had  Ix'cn  healed  of  evil  spirits 
and  infirmities.     Mary,  who  is  called  JIagdalen, 
out  of  whom  seven  devils  had  gone  forth,  and  Jo- 
anna, wife  of  Chus;i,  Herod's  steward,  and  Su-yinna 
and  many  othei-s,   who  ministeroil   unto  him  of 
their  .substance."     (Lukeiii).     Saint  Matthewalso 
\  s;iys:  "And  there  were   there  many  women  afar 
i  off,  who  had   followed  .lesus  from  Galilee,  minis- 
I  tcring  unto  him."     (.Matt,  xxvii). 
I       It   is    then  evident  that  it    was  women    who, 
i  uniting  all  they  poKse.sscd,  formed  a  tii-asnry  or 
!  deposit  from  which  they  furnished  all  that  was 
j  neces.sjiry  for  the  support  of  the  Divine  Master 
;  and  his  Apostles.     It  is  al.so  evident  that  the*; 
I  noble  souls  were  not  satisfied  with  |)lncingall  tlicir 
\  wealth  at  the  disposjil  of  the  Savioiir  and  Hisdis- 
!  ciples ;  but  tln-y  followed  Him   everywhere  and 
always,  from  one  province  to  another,  to  serve  Him 
with  their  own  hands  and  see  that  He  wanted 
I  nothing — minintrntUn  ei. 
'       ()  fortunate  l.»eings!  to  have  had  the  honor  and 
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happiness  of  supporting  with  their  goods,  and  as- 
sisting with  tlieir  respectful  and  affectionate  cares 
their  Creator!  It  is  true,  as  St.  Augustin  re- 
marks, that  tlieir  possessions,  being  a  gift  from  the 
liberality  of  this  same  God,  they  only  supported 
the  Son  of  God  with  the  goods  which  this  Son  of 
God  had  given  them ;  and  in  consequence  of  hav- 
ing been  received  by  woman,  nourislied  with  cor- 
poral food  by  woman.  He  recompensed  the  gener- 
osity of  woman,  by  nourishing  her  soul  with  the 
spiritual  food  of  His  word.  But  it  is  also  true 
that  man  has  not  done  as  much.  Man  in  the  per- 
son of  Judas  knew  only. how  to  steal  and  appro- 
priate to  self— fur  erat  ct  latro — the  sacred  pence 
furnished  by  the  piety  of  woman ;  and  we  know 
not  that  man  ever  gave  any  thing  to  tlie  Saviour, 
during  His  life  ;  it  was  only  after  His  death  that 
he  gave  Him  a  hundred  pounds  of  aromatics,  a 
winding  sheet  and  a  tomb.  Hence,  in  the  person 
of  Jesus  Christ  and  his  Aj)ostles,  the  Church,  as 
well  as  her  Divine  Spouse,  at  her  origin,  was 
served,  nourished  and  supported  only  by  woman. 
Woman,  I  now  understand  why  the  Church  loves 
thee  with  a  special  tenderness,  and  particularly 
recommends  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  the  Devoted 
female  sex — Intercede,  fvo  detoto  femineo  sexu. 
Thou  hast  nourished  her  Celestial  Spouse ! 

SAINT  ANNE.— July  26tli. 

This  week  the  Church  presents  to  our  devotion 
the  saintly  Anne,  who  takes  us  back  in  spirit  to 
the  life  on  earth  of  our  dear  Lord  and  His  Blessed 
Mother;  back  to  the  very  birth  of  the  Church  her- 
self;  to  her  cradle  among  the  hills  of  Judea,  and 
farther  still,  back  to  the  time  ere  she  existed  with 
her  wealth  of  sacraments  and  priceless  atone- 
ment ;  back  to  the  time  when  no  Mary  JVIother  was 
invoked,  because,  alas,  no  Son  had  come  to  ran- 
.som  fallen  man !  no  tie  then  existed  between  the 
chosen  people  on  earth  and  the  departed  suffering 
ones,  and  the  bright  link  to  the  heavenly  inherit- 
ance was  wanting;  because,  alas!  there  was  no 
Church  triumphant ;  and  while  fallen  man  was 
waiting  for  the  I\Iessiah,  the  saintly  Anne  dwelt 
at  Nazareth,  childless  and  advanced  in  years. 

The  oriental  legend  of  this  dear  mother  of  our 
heavenly  Queen  is  full  of  touching  simplicity. 
It  tells  how  there  was  a  man  of  Lower  Galilee 
named  Joachim,  and  he  had  a  wife  named  Anne, 
and  both  were  of  the  royal  race  of  David.  Their 
hearts  were  pure  and  righteous,  and  they  served 
the  Lord  with  singleness  of  heart.  And  being 
rich,  they  divided  their  substance  into  three 
portions,  one  for  the  service  of  the  temple,  one  for 
the  poor  and  strangers,  and  the  third  for  their 
household.  On  a  certain  feast  day  Joachim 
brought  double  offerings  to  the  Lord,  according  to 
liis  custom,  and  he  said,  "  Out  of  my  superfluity  I 
will  give  for  the  whole  people  that,  I  may  find 
favor  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord,  and  forgiveness  for 
my  sins."  And  when  the  children  of  Israel 
brought  their  gifts,  Joachim  also  brought  his;  but 
the  high  priest  Issacher  stood  over  against  him 
and  opposed  him,  saying,  "  It  is  not  lawful  for 
thee  to  bring  the  offering,  seeing  that'  thou  hast 
no  issue  in  Israel,"    And  Joachim  was  exceed- 


ingly sorrowful,  and  went  down  to  his  house ; 
and  he  searched  throughout  all  the  registers  of 
the  twelve  tri])esto  discover  if  he  alone  had  been 
cliildless  in  Israel.  And  he  found  that  all  the 
righteous  men  and  patriarchs  who  had  lived  be- 
fore him  had  been  the  fathers  of  sons  and  daugh- 
ters. And  he  called  to  liim  his  father  Abraham, 
to  whom  in  his  old  age  had  been  granted  a  son, 
even  Isaac. 

Then  Joachim  was  more  and  more  sorrowful, 
and  he  went  away  into  the  pastures  and  he  built 
himself  a  hut,  and  fasted  forty  days  and  forty 
nights,  and  he  said,  "  Until  the  Lord  God  looks 
upon  me  mercifully,  prayer  shall  be  my  meat  and 
my  drink." 

And  Anne,  his  wife,  remained  lonely  in  her 
house  aud  mourned  with  a  two-fold  sorrow.  And 
at  the  ninth  hour  she  went  into  her  garden  and 
sat  down  under  a  laurel  tree  and  prayed  earnestly. 
Then  looking  up  to  heaven  she  saw  within  the 
laurel  bush  a  sparrow's  nest,  and  mourning  with- 
in herself,  she  said,  "Alas  and  woe  is  me!  Who 
hath  begotten  me ?  who  hath  brought  me  forth? 
that  I  should  be  scorned  and  shamed  before  my 
people,  and  cast  out  of  the  temple  of  the  Lord  ! 
Woe  is  me,  to  what  shall  I  be  likened  ?  I  cannot 
be  likened  to  the  fowls  of  the  air,  for  these  are 
fruitful  in  Thy  sight,  O  Lord ;  nor  to  the  unrea- 
soning beasts  of  the  earth,  for  all  these  are  fruit- 
ful in  thy  sight,  and  praise  Thee,  O  Lord  !"  And 
behold  an  angel  of  the  Lord  stood  by  her  and  said, 
"Anne,  thy  prayer  is  heard  ;  thou  shalt  bring  forth 
and  thy  child  shall  be  blessed  throughout  the 
world."  And  Anne  replied, "  As  the  Lord  liveth, 
whatsoever  I  shall  bring  forth  I  will  present  as 
an  offering  to  the  Lord."  And  the  child  was  bom 
and  called  Mary. 

Then  well  might  Anne  rejoice,  and  well  may 
we  love  and  praise  her,  for  her  place  was  at  the 
crib  of  the  militant  Church.  She  joined  the  links 
between  its  suffering  and  triumphant  domaina 
Around  her  lowly  abode,  among  the  hills  of  Pal- 
estine, the  dark  night  and  shadows  of  the  Old  Law 
disappointed  under  the  mild  clear  ray  of  Maiy, 
the  Morning  Star,  Brightllarbinger  of  the  Son  of 
Justice  and  Mercy. 

The  Fathers  of  the  Church  have  made  us  ac- 
quainted with  the  virtues  of  Saint  Anne.  We 
follow  them  into  her  humble  dwelling ;  we  be- 
hold her  piety,  hear  her  vows  and  fervent  prayers, 
and  witness  the  joy  of  her  late  maternity ;  but 
after  this  we  have  but  few  records  of  her.  This 
saintly  mother,  who  had  obtained  her  blessed 
daughter  by  prayers,  brought  her  in  her  arms  and 
presented  her  to  the  Lord  in  the  templTe,  when 
she  had  reached  the  age  of  three  years.  She 
blessed  her  with  many  tears,  and  then  returned 
to  Nazareth,  penetrated  with  sorrow  for  being  de- 
prived of  the  daily  presence  of  her  treasure ;  but 
the  Lord  comforted  her  by  many  consolations. 
Little  more  is  known  with  certainty  of  the  mother 
of  our  illustrious  Lady,  but  it  is  usually  supposed 
that  she  died  while  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  still 
in  the  temple. 

In  his  sweet  strains,  let  Father  Fabef  sing  to  us 
of  that  blessed  abode  in  far  Galilee : 
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Saint  Anne. 

O  Anne!    thou  hast  lived  through  those  long 

dreary  years,  [blight ; 

When  childlessness  hung  o'er  thy  home  like  a 

But  angels,  dear  mother!  were  counting  thy  tears, 

And  thy  patience  like  Job's,  has  been  dear  in 

God's  sight. 

Thou  wert  meek  when  they  scorned  thee  ;  thy  rest 

was  in  prayer!  [sweet; 

Thy  sorrow  was  sharp,  yet  its  sharpness  was 

When  those  that  were  round  thee  gave  way  to 

despair,  [complete. 

Thy  faith  was  more  certain,  thy  trust  more 

Oh  the  vision  of  thee  in  thy  lone  mountain  home. 

With  thy  calm  broken  heart  so  heart-breaking 

to  see,  [(;ome, 

In  those  dark  after-years  to  thy  Daughter  might 

And  the  great  Queen  of  sorrows  learn  something 

from  thee. 

But  joy  comes  at  length  to  all  hearts  that  believed. 

And  the  sighs  of  the  saints  must  at  length  end 

in  song;  [grieved. 

The  best  gifts  of  God  fall  to  those  who  have 

And  His  love  is  the  stronger  for  waiting  so  long. 

Oh  blest  l>e  the  day  when  old  earth  bore  its  fruit, 

The  fairest  of  daughters  it  ever  had  seen. 
In  the  village  that  lies  at  the  white  mountain  f<x>t. 

And  the  angels  sangsongs  to  the  young  Nazarcnc ! 
'Mid  the  camis  of  shepherds,  the  bleating  of  sheep. 

The  joy  of  that  birth,  blessed  Anne!  came  to 

thee,  [l>lushing  deep, 

When  the  fruits  were  grown  golden,  the  grapes 

In  the  fields  and  the  orchards  of  green  Galilee. 
Since  creation  was  ever  such  gladness  as  thine, 

To  whom  God's  chosen  Mother  as  Daughter  was 
given  ? 
O  her  beautiful  eyes,  dearest  Anno,  how  they  shine. 

And  the  sound  of  her  voice  is  like  music  from 
Heaven  ! 

She  was  crown'd  even  then,  lik  a  creature  apart. 

The  child  God  had  called  to  l)e  Mother  and  maid; 
Didst  thou  watch  how  thte  fountains  of  blood  in 
her  heart. 

Like  the  fountains  in  Sion,  incessantly  played  ? 
O  Anne !  from  that  blood  the  Creator  will  take 

The  Flesh  that  shall  save  the  lost  tribes  of  our 
race; 
And  His  wonderful  love  the  Etenial  will  slake 

At  thy  child's  sinless  heart,  at  those  fountains 
of  grace. 
O  Anne!  joyous  Saint!  what  a  life  didst  thou  live. 

What  an  unbroken  brightness  of  innocent  bliss ! 

Every  touch  of  thy  child  a  fresh  rapture  could 

give,  [kiss! 

And  yet  didst  thou  kneel  ere  thou  daredst  to 
And  we  too,  glad  mother !  are  gay  with  thy  mirth, 

For  he  who  loves  Mary  in  mirth  ever  lives ; 
There  is  brightness  and  goodness  all  over  the  earth, 

For  the  souls  Mary  welcomes  and  Jesus  forgiyes. 
Yes  !  gladness  makes  holy  the  poor  heart  of  man ; 

It  lightens  life's  sorrows,  it  softens  its  smarts  ; 
Oh  be  with  thy  children,  then,  dearest  St.  Anne, 

For  Mary  thy  child  is  the  joy  of  our  hearts. 


ST.  MAST  MAQDALEH.— July  22nd. 

"  Wheresoever  this  Gospel  shall  Ijc  preached  in 
the  whole  world,  that  also  which  she  has  done 
shall  be  told  as  a  memory  of  licr."  This  is  the 
praise  given  from  the  mouth  of  our  Saviour  Him- 
self. There  is  but  one  other  piussage  in  tlie  whole 
Gospel :  "All  generations  sluiU  aiU  me  I)le8aed." 
Hence  divine  authority  gives  us  the  assurance  of 
the  memory  of  l)ut  two  created  beings,  living  in 
the  memory  of  man  till  the  end  of  ages — Mary 
the  Inmiaculate,  and  Mary  the  He])entant  Sinner, 
whose  feast  we  celebrate  this  week — the  ardent 
penitent  whose  love  and  tears  Ijlotted  out  all  past 
guilt ;  the  beautiful  Magdalen  whose  unholy  pas- 
sions were  all  extinguished  in  the  chaste  love  of 
our  Divine  Lord ;  Magdalen  the  young,  the  rich 
and  lovely  Jewess,  who,  defying  pul»lie  opinirui, 
ttimo  to  the  house  of  the  haughty  Pliarisee;  and 
heedless  of  tlie  scornful  glanees  of  the  invited 
guests,  bowed  her  jx-nitent  head  antl  in  tones 
broken  with  sorrow,  begs  Him  whom  she  ctmfesMcs 
to  be  her  God,  to  cure  the  ulcers  of  her  soul ;  and 
her  mighty  love  and  deep  contrition  merited  that 
wondrous  sentence  from  the  lips  of  the  Saviour: 
"  Many  sins  are  forgiven  her,  because  she  hath 
loved  much." 

Then  with  her  sins  all  forgiven,  and  glowing 
with  the  beauty  and  love  of  Heaven,  she  went 
forth  with  no  ornament  save  the  luxuriant  tresses 
with  which  she  wiped  the  feet  of  Jesus;  .she 
sought  the  house  of  our  Lady  at  Nazareth,  where 
she  shed  her  penitential  tears  ujiou  the  compas- 
sionate bosom  of  the  Immaculate  Mother,  and  the 
slave  of  satan  became  the  chosen  jewel  of  the 
Saviour's  Sacred  Heart. 

She  accompanied  the  Blessed  Virgin  during  the 
time  that  elapsed  between  her  conversion  and  the 
Ascension  of  her  Lord.  With  Mary  she  entered 
Jerusalem  when  the  Saviour  came  to  tluit  doomed 
city  to  celebrate  the  Paasion.  She  saw  the  inhab- 
itants come  out  in  crowds  to  meet  the  Son  of 
David,  filling  the  air  with  their  hosjinnas,  and 
she  heard  the  .savage  cry  of  "Crucify  Him."  With 
His  holy  Mother  she  was  the  first  to  follow,  bro- 
ken-hearted, the  Vid  Dolorom ;  she  was  at  the 
Cross  and  first  at  the  tomb,  and  her  great  love  was 
rewarded  by  being  the  first  person  to  whom  Jesus 
appeared  in  His  new  life  of  the  Resurrection. 

She  was  also  one  of  the  favored  witnesses  of  the 
Ascension,  and  for  fourteen  years  after  this  event 
the  greater  part  of  her  life  was  spent  in  celestial 
contemplation  with  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

But  in  the  persecution  of  the  Chnstians,  which 
continued  after  the  martyrdom  of  Saint  Stephen, 
Mary  was  apprehended — with  Lazarus,  ^lartha, 
Maximus  and  some  .seventy  other  Christians — put 
on  boanl  an  old  dismantled  ship,  and  drifted  out 
to  sea  without  any  sailors  to  steer  the  vessel.  But 
our  Bles.«<ed  Lord  watched  over  thoee  who  had  so 
loved  Him  on  earth,  and  He  bore  them  safely 
over  the  stormy  waves  to  the  port  of  Marseilles, 
where,  by  the  many  miracles  sIjc  wrought,  Mag- 
dalen was  instrumental  in  converting  a  great 
numl>er  of  the  Pagan  inhabitants.  But  she  did 
not  remain  long  with  the  others.  ^Vlien  Jesus 
was  on  earth  she  sat  at  His  feet  listening  to  His 
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words;  and  now  she  longed  for  solitude,  where 
nought  cmild  divert  lur  heart  irom  the  constant 
contemplation  of  her  Beloved.  So  she  went  into 
a  desert  place,  where  she  wept  and  did  penance 
for  her  sins,  s^s  thongh  they  had  never  been  for- 
given, passing  all  her  nights  and  days  for  thirty 
years  in  spiritual  contemplation. 

When  the  time  of  her  death  drew  near,  and  her 
holy  soul  was  on  the  point  of  leaving  the  prison 
of  her  body,  the  Son  of  God,  her  beloved  Saviour, 
appeared  to  her  accompanied  by  a  multitude  of 
angels,  and  ravished  her  loving  heart  with  the 
announcement  that  lie  was  on  tlie  point  of  draw- 
ing her  home  at  last  to  Heaven.  The  holy  Bishop 
Saint  Maximus,  who  had  accompanied  her  from 
Palestine,  caused  her  saintly  body  to  be  placed  in 
a  magnificent  sepulcher  of  white  marble,  on  which 
she  is  represented  in  sculpture  as  in  the  house  of 
Simon  when  she  obtained  the  pardon  of  her  sins; 
and  over  her  sepulcher  he  erected  a  grand  cathe- 
dral ;  and  from  the  earliest  ages  of  the  Church  to 
the  jjresent  time,  the  j^lace  has  been  famed  for 
its  many  miracles,  and  the  immense  number  of 
pilgrims  from  all  countries  that  have  visited  it. 

I^Tever  has  the  memory  of  any  monarch  been  so 
venerated  as  that  of  this  illustrious  penitent.  All 
the  Fathers  of  the  Church  have  celebrated  it,  all 
nations  enlightened  l^y  the  Go.spel  have  erected 
monuments  to  her  glory,  and  after  the  Virgin, 
whom  all  generations  call  blessed,  there  has  been 
no  saint  more  celebrated,  to  whom  more  statues 
and  altars  have  been  erected  and  more  churches 
dedicated.  In  all  ages  the  Church  has  testiiied  a 
most  extraordinary  respect  and  devotion  for  the 
mortal  remains  of  Magdalen,  even  for  the  places 
formerly  sanctified  by  her  presence.  The  fright- 
ful and  almost  inaccessible  grot  to  which  she  re- 
tired, and  the  church  in  which  her  body  was 
placed  became  most  famous  forj^ilgrimages. 

Saint  Mary  Magdalen. 
From  the  highest  hights  of  glory, 

'Mid  the  sweets  of  endless  calm, 
Mary's  spirit  in  its  rapture. 

On  the  earth  is  dropping  balm. 
On  the  bosom  of  the  Saviour, 

Like  a  flower  of  stainless  white, 
Lies  the  trophy  of  His  mercy. 

In  a  blaze  of  heavenly  light. 

And  yet  thou  once  wert  wandering, 

Once  wert  soiled  with  darkest  stains, 
Who  art  now  the  fairest  blossom 

In  the  land  where  Jesus  reigns. 
Thou  wert  wretched,  thou  wert  drooping, 

Thou  wert  crushed  upon  the  earth, 
Who  art  greater  now  and  grander 

Than  an  angel  in  his  mirth. 

Thou  didst  fly  unto  the  Saviour, 

And  thine  eyes  were  fixed  on  His, 
While  thy  guilty  lips  were  i^rinting 

On  His  feet  full  many  a  kiss ; 
And  then,  wonder  of  compassion  ! 

In  one  moment  thou  wert  free, 
And  a  gift  of  love  uuequaled 

From  His  Heart  came  unto  thee. 


Like  the  rising  of  the  ocean 

Was  the  tide  of  glorious  grace ; 
Like  the  beauty  of  the  morning 

Grew  the  beauty  of  thy  face ; 
Like  the  glory  c^f  an  angel 

Was  the  purity  within. 
Like  the  whiteness  of  thy  namesake, 

Of  the  Maiy  without  Sin! 

Blessed  swiftness  of  a  pardon 

Which  thy  guilt  could  not  delay  ! 
Happy  penance  of  a  moment 

Burning  life-long  sins  away  ! 
O  those  gentle  Eyes  of  Jesus, 

And  those  tender  Words  He  said ! 
O  the  value  that  He  places 

On  the  tears  that  sinners  shed  ! 
The  sweet  fragrance  of  thine  ointment 

All  earth  is  filling  now  ; 
And  thy  tears  are  turned  to  jewels 

For  a  crown  upon  thy  brow^ ; 
There  are  thousands  in  all  ages 

Come  to  Christ  because  of  thee  ; 
Oh  then,  Mary,  with  thy  converts 

In  thy  kindness  number  me! 
Queen  of  penance !  Queen  of  fervor ! 

Thou  art  martyr  too  of  love, 
And  thy  likeness  to  thy  Saviour 

Makes  the  angels  glad  above. 
Oh  how  wisely  hast  thou  chosen 

For  thyself  the  better  part, 
To  be  braided  like  a  jewel 

On  thy  Saviour's  Sacred  Heart ! 
■«•► 

THE  POPE'S  MONTH  OP  MAEY. 

FIFTH     DAY. 

The  Prayer  of  Phis  tlie  Ninth,  icTiihta  Child — what 

the  Infant  Virgin  asked  of  God  in  the  Temple. 

The  first  Christian  king  that  reigned  over 
France,  Clovis  the  Great,  having  been  con- 
verted by  the  miraculous  victory  which  the  Lord 
gave  him  over  the  Germany  on  the  plains  of  Tol- 
biac,  and  having  thereupon  resolved  to  embrace 
Christianity,  received  upon  his  haughty  brow  the 
gentle  dew  of  baptism,  poured  from  the  hands  of 
the  glorious  St.  Remigius,  Archbishop  of  Rheims, 
and  every  day  afterward  meekly  bowed  his  head, 
uncrowned,  before  the  Cross  of  the  Saviour.  At 
the  news  of  this  happy  change,  Anastasius  II,  then 
the  occupant  of  the  Pontifical  chair,  sent  him  a 
paternal  greeting  in  these  memorable  terms : 

"The  Chair  of  Peter  quivered  with  joy  when 
the  news  came  that  the  net  of  the  fisher  of  men — 
of  the  divine  keeper  of  the  Keys  of  Heaven — had 
been  filled  with  so  abundant  and  miraculous  a 
draught.  Thou  art  the  son  of  the  Church  ;  be  the 
consolation  of  thy  mother.  Be  the  pillar  of  iron 
to  sustain  her  in  the  midst  of  the  assaults  of  the 
demon.  Thou  wert  in  darkness,  and  now  thine 
eyes  are  enlighented  with  heavenly  brightness. 
We  praise  the  Lord  that  the  Church  hath  found 
an  arm  able  to  overthrow  all  her  enemies." 

This  letter,  from  the  venerable  hea<l  of  the 
faithful, communicated  to  his  subjects J)y  the  royal 
convert,  seemed  to  pass  whole  and  entire  into  the 
heart  of  France,  and  to  become,  from  that  mo- 
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ment,  her  profrrannne  and  her  nilo  of  action. 
Sinn- that  «lay.  in  tact,  M*ltiii^  aside  a  fVw  luo- 
uicntary  intervals,  Fniiur  has  always  \)un  seen 
by  the  side  of  the  ("bureh,  lovinjx  lier  as  u  cliihl 
loves  its  mother,  tk-feiid  iiij^  Ikt  a»  a  j-ohlier  defends 
bis  country — as  a  kinjf  his  crown.     Tlirec  Iiun- 
dred  years  after  the  ihath  of  Clovis,  it  was  France 
that  delivered,  l>y  tiie  sword  of  IVpin  and  Char- 
lenia^^ne,  the  Church   from  the  yoke  which  the 
Lombard  princes  were  about  to  place  upon  her, 
08  Constantine  had  delivered  her  from  the  ilo- 
niinion  of  the  Roman  Ltuperors.     It   was  France 
tliat,  at  tile  voice  of  the  Church,  transported  her 
vab»r  an<l  her  devotion  eii^ht  times  to  the  tomb  of 
Christ,  to  wrest  it  from  the  hands  of  the  inlidels; 
it  was  France  again   that,  during  seventy  years, 
offered  a  refuge  to  the  Vicars  of  Jesus  Christ,  an(l 
made  Avi^UdU  to  ilu-nj  a  seCHHid  llumc,  whilst 
criminal  factions  had  usurped  the  power  in  the 
Eternal  City,  and  had  ignoniiniously  driven  out 
the  l{f>yal  I'ontilT.     And  y«t   it  was  France  that 
caused  the  first  great  anxieties  of  the  innocent 
and  pure  life  of  our  glorious  Pius  IX,  and  that 
justified  what  we  have  already  tuiid  of  him:  viz., 
that  Frovich'iice  ha<l  caustd  liim  to  be  I)orn  in 
troublous  times,  willing  thus  to  fortify  liim  early 
against  the  cares  of  every   kind   that  have  sur- 
rounded him  without  ceasing.     Let  us  sjiy  a  few 
words  now  on  the  tirst  alarms  of  so  august  a  life: 
In  an  outrageous  paro.xysm  of  audacity — by  a 
prodigious   perversion   of    her   innuense    power, 
France,    raising    her   own    hand  ngaiust  herself, 
dared  to  efface  fnnn  her  brow  the  life  of  fourteen 
centuries;  dared  to  plant  in  her  heart  the  germ  of 
a  new  future,     fe^carce  was  it  sown,  that  fatal  seed, 
than  it  took  root  and  grew,  and  all  the  jKJWers  of 
Europe  tasted  of  its  ijitter   fruits;  a  general  war 
ensanguined  the  hand  of  nations  and  the  thrones 
of  kings.     Italy  received  more  than  her  share  of 
evils   in  the   terrible  career  of  deivth.     Plains  of 
lire,  mountains  (»f  cannon,  forests  of  lances,  rivers 
of  blood,  throngs  of  widows  and  orphans,  a  P<m- 
tiff  dragged  into  captivity,  such  were  the  terrors 
that  France  cjime  to  spread  around  the  cradle  of 
Pius  IX.     But  how  did  he,  the  holy  child,  reply 
to  these  acts  of  violence  of  that  nation  ?     Listen  : 
One  day  lie  wa.s  kneeling,  according  to  his  cus- 
tom, by  his   mother's  side,  to   recite  with  her  his 
evening  prayer.     When  they  had  finished  :  "  Jly 
dear,"  said    the   Countess  3Ia.stai,  "  we   will  now 
add  an  '  Our   Father'  and  '  Hail  Mary'  for  the  in- 
tention of  Pius  VI,  now  in  exile,  and  another  for 
the    French,    his    persecutors." — "Yes,   mother; 
yes,  with  all  my  heart,  for   the  Sovereign  Pontiff, 
who  is  so   unfortunate;  but  arc   not  the    French 
very  wicked  pc^ople,  to  keep  the  Pope  in  prison  * 
and   ought   we  to  pray  for   them,  then  ?" — "My 
dear,  that  is  a  stronger  reason  why  we  should  pray 
for  them.     Ah  I  is  it  not  their  fault  if  the  Pope  is 
their  prisoner ;  it  is  their  government  which  is 
wicked."     "Must   we  then  pray    for  the   wicked, 
mother y"     "Doubtless,    my  child;  did   not  our 
Divine   Saviour,  when  he  was  dying,  pray   Him- 
self for  those  who  were  crucifying  Him?"     "  Very 
well,  mother;  then  in  place  of  one  'Our  Father' 
and  '  Hail  Mary,'  that  you  would  have  nic  say  for 


[  the  French,  I  will  say  two."    And  Pian  IX,  who 

was   then    alxtut  six  or    seven  years  old.  pniye«l 

I  from  that  (hiy  forward,  night  and  morning,  with 

fervor,  for  the  welfare  (»f  France,  as  well  as  for 

the  unfortunate  Pius  VI. 

Pious  Kervantsof  the  Virgin,  is  it  not  admirable, 
I  this  magnanimity  of  soul  in  our  Pontiff,  still  a 
I  young  child  !  Is  not  tlii.s  prayer  sublime,  that,  in 
the  midst  of  the  nnsfortunes  of  Idscountry.  lie  ad- 
dressed to  God  for  those  who  were  jmuring  oat 
ui)on  it  the  vials  of  bitUrness?  But  where  did 
lie  imbibe  that  elevation  of  heart  so  rare  at  his 
age?  From  Mary— from  the  infancy  of  3Iary, 
pas.«ed,  like  his  own,  amidst  the  numberless  afflic- 
tions of  her  brethren. 

The  prophets  of  Israel,  we  read,  had  announced 
that  on    some  future  day   the    sceptre  of   Juda 

would  pass  into  strange  hands — deplorable  loss 

destined  to  draw  down  U|M.n  the  hea<l8  of  the 
Jews  mountainsof  wrath  and  frightful  vengeance; 
and  now  the  time  was  come.  Herod,  from  As- 
cah)n,  a  city  of  Idumca,  reigned  over  the  people 
of  Oo«l.  The  throne  of  David  becjime  the  seat, 
under  this  prince,  of  a  long  series  of  infamies  and 
crimes.  By  his  barbarous  orders  two  high  priests, 
Ari.stot)ulns  and  Hircanus,  c-:imc  to  a  cruel  end. 
The  first  was  drowned  ;  the  eighty  winter's  snows 
of  the  second  could  not  .save  his  life.  Mariamme, 
the  first  wife  of  Herod,  Alexandria,  his  mother-in- 
law,  and  a  crowd  of  otiiers,  were  iminolatetl  to 
his  jealousy  or  resentment.  To  these  early  enor- 
mities were  afterward  added  the  most  .scandalous 
acts  of  impiety.  A  city  and  temple  w«re  built  to 
Augustus,  his  protector,  wlienr  the  Emperor  re- 
ceived divine  honors;  and  when  a  certain  Israel- 
ite, named  Judas,  di.^gusfed  with  this  audacious 
insult  to  the  ancient  taitli  of  Juda,  tried  to  per- 
suade his  brethren  to  tear  down  the  golden  eagle 
from  the  summit  of  the  temple.  Herod  immedi- 
ately had  a  funenil  pile  raised  and  ca.st  him  alive 
into  the  flames.  Finally,  to  sum  up  all  the  hor- 
rors of  which  the  Holy  Virgin's  native  country 
was  the  theatre,  at  this  mournful  epoch,  the  Idu- 
mean  prince,  on  account  of  a  mere  suspicion, 
cau.sed  his  two  sons,  Ari-stobulus  and  Alexander, 
to  be  strangled,  so  that  the  public  conscience, 
pushed  to  its  extreme  limit  of  indignation  by 
these  excesses,  though  it  could  take  no  better  re- 
venge on  the  monster  than  by  declaring  abroad 
that  it  ic(t8  better  to  U  orm  o/IIeroits  sicine  thun  one 
ofhiK  children. 

Whilst  these  calamities  plunged  the  children  of 
Israel  into  mourning,  what  was  the  august  and 
sweet  Mary  doing?  Mary  lifted  to  heaven  her 
eyes,  her  heart,  her  handii— Mary  prayed.  Hid- 
den in  the  peaceful  recesses  of  the  temple,  says 
Saint  Bonaventure,  she  asked  of  God  each  day 
seven  particular  graces,  the  first,  that  she  might 
love  him  with  all  her  heart  and  obey  his  eternal 
laws  to  the  very  iota;  the  second,  that  she  might 
love  her  neighbor,  whether  unrighteous  or  just, 
as  God  desired ;  the  third,  that  she  might  l>e 
armed  with  the  most  intense  hatred  for  sin,  and 
for  all  that  afilicta  the  Spirit  of  Go<l ;  the  fourth, 
that  He  would  give  her  the  most  profound  hu- 
mility, the  most  i)crfect  disengagement  from  the 
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trammels  of  -worldliness,  the  greatest  patience 
under  every  trial  in  the  vicisitudes  of  life,  and  an 
angelic  i^irity  to  the  end  of  her  days;  the  fifth, 
that  she  might  see  the  time  when  that  Blessed 
Virgin  who  was  destined  to  bring  forth  the  Mes- 
siah should  be  born,  that  she  might  throw  her- 
self at  his  feet,  and  beg  to  be  numbered  among 
the  last  of  her  servants  ;  the  sixth,  that  she  might 
follow,  on  every  occasion,  with  the  most  scrupu- 
lous docility  the  will  of  those  upon  whom  she  de- 
j)ended  in  the  temple ;  seventhly  and  lastly,  she 
entreated  God  to  have  pity  on  his  people,  and  to 
send  them  the  Redeemer  for  whom  they  had 
waited  so  long. 

Behold,  pious  servants  of  the  Virgin, upon  what 
model  the  infancy  of  Pius  IX  w^as  formed.  His 
pious  mother  had,  no  doubt,  told  him  all  that  we 
have  just  recounted  of  the  misfortunes  that  afflic- 
ted Israel  from  the  earliest  years  of  the  august 
Mary.  She  told  him  in  what  manner  the  Holy 
Child  conversed  with  God  in  the  Temple,  pray- 
ing either  for  her  own  spiritual  benefit,  or  for  that 
of  her  brethren  and.  the  entire  world,  and  he, 
then,  feeling  assured  of  l^eing  agreeable  to  God  in 
praying  like  Mary,  for  all  l)oth  sinners  and  just, 
that  in  his  childhood  he  beheld  around  him,  ad- 
ded to  his  prayers  the  generous  intentions  we  have 
mentioned  above. 


The  Ave  Maria. 


Ave  Maria  !  how  strong  is  the  claim 
Of  the  journal  inscribed  with  the  loveliest  name  ; 
From  its  white  leaves  diffusing  the  hallowed  per- 
fume 
Of  the  Rose  ever  bright  with  its  mystical  bloom. 

Ave  Maria  I  bright,  beautiful  one. 
Whose  praises  the  lips  of  an  Angel  begun ; 
And  millions  re-echo  their  cadences  sweet, 
Ave  Maria  !  with  graces  replete. 

Ave  Maria  !  where  Purity  sprung,  [among ; 

When    blooming,  immortal    earth's   foul    weeds 
Thy  immaculate  form  as  a  lily  divine, 
Didst  shelter  the  Sinless,  the  llt)ly  enshrine. 

Ave  Maria  !  from  Calvary's  tree, 
The  lips  tliat  first  uttered  sweet  "  MotTier"  to  thee. 
Grew  white  while  consigning  oursoulstothycare, 
And  well  do  we  know  we  may  never  despair. 

Ave  Mar  ill  !  the  rays  of  thy  love, 
Are  beamitig  unclouded  from  Heaven  above; 
And  with  c<)nfidcnce  ever  we  look  up  to  thee. 
Our  cynosure  over  life's  perilous  sea. 

Ave  Maria  !  thou  see'st  our  strife. 
And  how  weary  we  grow  in  the  conflict  of  life ; 
How  we  "  faint  by  the  way"  of  perpetual  care. 
And  are  bleeding  and  bruised  by  the  thorn  and 
the  snare. 

Ave  Maria  I  unshattered  once  more, 
Unto  us  the  "invincible  armor"  restore; 
We  see  all  around  us  the  wild  host  of  sin, 
Oh,  aid  us  to  conquer,  and  Heaven  to  win ! 

Cambridgeport,  June  28. 


ft-  LEGENDS  OP  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 


No.  3— The  Widow's  Son. 


[Concluded.] 

Reduced  to  voluntary  slavery,  the  grandson  of 
consuls,  the  friend  of  the  greatest  men  of  his  age, 
the  proprietor  once  of  dominions  vast  as  king- 
doms, the  former  governor  of  Rome,  entrusted 
with  the  care  of  the  gravest  interests  of  the  empire, 
he  thought  no  more  of  his  past  greatness,  and  did 
not  disdain  to  humble  himself  to  the  most  menial 
labors.  The  change  in  his  fortunes  did  not  af- 
fect the  peace  of  his  soul.  The  Christian  accom- 
plishes without  eft'ort  the  most  sul)lime  sacrifices. 
He  never  falls  from  the  summit  of  power,  for  he 
knows  how  to  descend  honorably.  Prosperity 
sometimes  crushes  him,  l)ut  misfortune  never. 
What  do  I  say  V  For  the  true  di.sciple  of  Christ, 
adversity  does  not  exist.  In  the  midst  of  worldly 
losses,  he  does  notlosehis  joy,  for  his  joy  is  placed 
in  God,  and  God  never  fails  him. 

Paulinus  rose  at  daybreak.  While  the  city  was 
still  asleep,  and  the  silence  of  its  slumbers  was 
unbroken  save  by  the  sighing  of  the  gentle  sea- 
breeze,  he  prayed  and  offered  his  praise  to  the 
God  Avho  made  the  sun  enlighten  the  day. 

The  labor  of  his  hands  left  his  spirit  free. 
While  his  body  was  bent  to  the  earth,  his  soul 
was  elevated  to  God  in  prayer  and  meditation  ; 
he  often  indeed  sung  hymns  and  canticles  aloud. 

He  pictured  to  himself  the  happiness  of  the 
widow  to  whom  he  had  restored  her  only  son. 
This  thought  alone', would  have  been  enough  to 
console  him,  if  he  had  stood  in  need  of  consola- 
tion. He  made  sure  that  Providence  would  watch 
over  his  orphaned  flock.  Since  he  had  no  other 
care,  animated  by  this  confidence,  he  did  not  feel 
the  pressure  of  slavery.  Heaven  blessed  his  la- 
bors, and' made  fruitful  the  ground  that  he  culti- 
vated. The  plants  grew  of  themselves  with  un- 
wonted" vigor.  The  flowers  multiplied  and 
bloomed  witli  extraordinary  brilliancy  and  fra- 
grance. The  trees  afforded  an  early  and  abundant 
harvest  of  fruit. 

The  other  slaves  at  first  looked  upon  him  with 
jealousy ;  but  little  by  little  they  were  gained  over 
by  his  kindness  and  charity.  He  became  their 
friend,  the  depository  of  their  griefs,  and  often 
their  consoler.  lie  made  use  of  his  influence  to 
lead  them  to  the  practice  of  virtue  in  the  per- 
formance of  their  duty.  To  the  effect  of  example 
he  joined  gentle  exhortations.  He  taught  them 
how  religion  makes  man  free  even  in  the  midst  of 
servitude.  He  assembled  them  to  praise  God 
with  him.  Together  with  piety,  resignation  en- 
tered their  souls.  They  aspired  to  the  reward  of 
patience  at  the  end  of  this  mortal  life.  Their 
misfortunes  appeared  to  them  less  heavy;  and 
elevated  in  their  own  eyes  above  the  degradation 
of  their  state,  they  became  more  faithful  to  their 
master.  Teutbert  soon  perceived  this  change, 
and  asked  the  cause.  What  waa told  him  of  Paul- 
inus excited  his  curiosity.  He  wished  to  know 
the  man  whom  all  the  household  listened  to  and 
loved.  He  came  down  into  his  gardens  to  con- 
verse with  him. 
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•'  I  congratulate  thee,"  ho  said  to  him,  "  on  the 
skill  thou  showfst  in  thy  work.  The  women  are 
deliffhted  with  thy  flowers;  and  whenever  my 
friends  uRsemlile  at  my  t«l<le,  it  rinss  with  the 
unanimous  praise  of  the  beauty  aixl  flavor  of  thy 
CiuitA" 

"Thy  soul  is  indulgent  to  thy  Hlavf  ;  but  thy 
praises  are  not  really  <lue  to  mi- ;  they  bi'lonp  to  | 
Gkxl,  who  alone  gives  to  these  tn-es  their  fertility."  | 

"They  tell  me  also  that  tliy  eouvt-rsjition  has 
irtspired  my  slaves  with  a  zeal  and  a  dcK-ility  that 
they  never  had  before." 

"  They  have  flattered  me  to  thee.  ^ly  conversation 
has  not  so  much  ])ower.  Thou  art  a  merciful 
master:  it  is  only  just  that  they  should  show 
themselves  devoted  and  graceful  to  thee." 

"  I  commend  tliy  modesty." 

"I  only  speak  the  truth." 

"Tlu)U  bust  not  always  been  a  slave?" 

"Since  I  came  into  the  world  I  have  always 
served.  For  thirty-eight  years,  in  fact,  I  was 
under  the  hardest  servitude.  Ti»e  foul  fientl  ruled 
me.  Then  I  was  set  at  liberty  ;  and  since,  I  have 
l)een  free.  I  bear  only  the  sweet  yoke  of  the 
Lord." 

"  What  rank  dost  thou  occupy  ?" 

"I  am  the  last  among  sinners,  and  am  not  dis- 
tingui.shed  among  my  brethren  save  by  the  num- 
ber of  my  ini<juitie.s." 

"But  how  didst  thou  get  thy  living?" 

"By  alms  and  the  patrimony  of  the  poor." 

"Thy  language,  however,  is  not  that  of  a  com- 
mon mendicant.  Thy  mind  is  cultivated.  Tliou 
art  evi«lently  used  to  governing  men,  and  I  feel 
myself  thine  empire  over  the  heart.  Thy  virtues 
declare  the  priestly  character.     Am  I  mistaken!:'" 

"  I  cannot  deny  that,  in  spite  of  my  unworthi- 
ncsR,  I  have  been  invested  with  the  august  office." 

"And  how,  lx>inga  priest.eouldst  thou  have  been 
sold  to  the  poor  widow  from  whom  I- took  thee  ?" 

"  Providence  orders  all  the  events  of  our  lives." 

"  Slavery  must  have  appeared  very  hard  to  thee, 
and  thou  didst  doubtless  bitterly  regret  thy  lost 
freedom?" 

"I  might  indeed  lament  to  God  that  He  has 
chained  ray  arms,  and  forbi<lden  me  to  gain  souls 
to  Ilim.  But  I  have  seen  that  He  luis  ojjcned  to 
nie  here  an  unexpected  harvest.  I  have  instructed 
thy  hou.sehold  in  the  Christian  faith,  and  I  have 
found  hearts  ready  to  receive  the  good  seed." 

"And  if  an  t)pportunity  of  escape  should  bo 
offeretl  thee  ?" 

"  Why  should  I  escape?  I  belong  to  thee  ;  in 
robbing  tlu-e  of  my  labor,  should  I  not  be  guilty 
of  theft?" 

"  1  admire  thee !  Well ;  no  one  shall  watch  thee 
henceforth.  Thou  shalt  roam  through  the  city 
as  thou  wilt."  Teutl)ert  formed  a  sincere  afft«- 
tion  for  his  slave ;  he  to<ik  so  much  pleaisure  in 
conversing  with  him,  that  he  sometimes  left  the 
most  aristocratic  company'  to  go  and  sit  with  him 
in  the  garden. 

Paulinus  made  use  of  the  favor  he  enjoyed,  not 
to  obtain  self  advantages,  but  to  suggest  to  the 
prince,  ideas  of  Christian  justice  and  charity. 
When  he  received  a  gift,  he  hastened  to  take  it  to 


those  of  his  brethren  who  were  in  need.  He  in- 
duced him  to  purchase  a  great  imndK>r  of  the  in- 
hal)itants  of  Nola,  who  ha<l  fallen  into  the  hands 
of  iruel  masters.  In  a  short  tim«'  the  palace  of 
Tuetliert  was  full  of  them.  I'anliiius  did  all  he 
could  for  these  j)oor  (treatun-s.  lie  visite<l  them, 
consoled  thiin,  inspired  thoin  with  ho|M-  and  res- 
ignation. Tuetbert  lejinud  from  the  in  that  his 
gardener  was  Bishop  of  Nolu.  Jlc  was  at  first 
astonished,  and  afterward  gricv«  d.  lie  foresaw 
that  the  friends  of  this  gnat  m:in,  as  sjxm  as  they 
learned  his  condition,  would  hapten  to  send  his 
ransom,  and  take  him  away  t<>  his  I)if>ce.se.  How 
had  a  Bishop  fallen  into  slavery  ?  He  tjuestioned 
him  several  times  about  this,  but  the  saint  always, 
through  humility  evaded  answering,  and  would 
not  satisfy  his  curiosity. 

The  father-in-law  of  this  princ<'  wasGontharius, 
the  elder  brojher  of  (Jenseric,  and  he  reigned 
with  military  authority  over  the  barbarous  nation 
of  the  Vandals.  Alnnit  this  time  he  had  a  dream. 
It  seemed  to  him  that  he  was  in  an  immense 
plain,  covered  with  a  multitu<le  of  slaves.  L'i>on 
all  si<le.s,  alK)ve  the  horizon,  there  was  a  circle  of 
smoke — the  smoke  of  the  cities  he  had  taken  and 
burned.  The  black  and  crumbling  ruins  he  had 
made,  were  scattered  upon  the  hillsides.  Anned 
with  a  long  scourge,  he  dragged  along  his  cap- 
tives, who  were  cowering  to  the  earth  and  weeping, 
and  it  seemed  to  him  that  the  earth  was  als**  sob- 
bing. Women,  old  men  and  ebililren,  cast  them- 
selves on  their  knees  before  him  begging  for  mer- 
cy with  clasped  bands  and  tears.  But  he  answered 
them  only  by  blows  with  the  uplifted  scourge. 
Suddenly,  from  the  midst  of  this  multitude,  there 
appeared  an  old  man  of  veneral)le  as])ect  and  still 
in  the  vigor  of  manhood.  He  snatcbe<l  from  the 
hands  of  the  king  the  scourge  that  he  held,  and 
broke  it,  strewing  its  fragments  on  the  ground. 
And  although  his  countenance  was  mild,  Gontha- 
rius  did  not  dare  to  resist  him.  At  a  sign  from 
the  old  man,  the  slaves  dispersed.  The  king 
dared  not  make  any  «ipposition  ;  but  the  grief  he 
felt  for  their  loss  awakened  him. 

The  recollection  of  this  dre^uu  haunted  him  con- 
tinually. Still,  he  did  not  tell  it  to  any  one.  But 
the  figure  of  the  old  man  who  had  appeared  to 
him  was  incessantly  before  his  eyes. 

On  the  following  day,  as  soon  as  he  saw  Teut- 
bert,  Paulinus  advanced  to  meet  him,  and  .said  : 

"  The  time  will  soon  come.  Tell  tlie  king,  thy 
father-in-law,  to  prej)are  himself  to  appear  before 
God.     His  davs  are  numbered." 

"The  king!" 

"  Yes,  the  hour  of  his  death  is  not  far  off." 

"But  he  is  suffering  from  no  disea-ne.  It  would 
be  hard  to  bring  him  .such  news  as  that.  He  will 
be  angry  with  me  and  will  not  believe  mei" 

"He  will  not  Ir*  angry  with  thee,  and  if  h« 
refuses  to  believe  thee,  bring  me  to  him." 

"  And  how  dost  thou  know  what  thou  ft>ic- 
tellest  ?" 

"  It  is  A  thought  that  has  taken  pomemioB  of 
my  spirit ;  but  without  doubt,  it  will  come  to 
pass." 

The  prince,  moved  in  spite  of  himself,  repaired 
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to  the  palace  of  his  father-in-hiw,  and  announced 
the  prediction  of  his  slave.  As  the  Bishop  fore- 
told, Gontharius  was  not  angry ;  he  only  expressed 
his  desire  to  see  Paulinus.  The  aspect  of  the 
saint  struck  him  with  astonishment,  and  for  some 
moments  he  contemplated  1dm  in  silence,  im- 
movable, and  as  if  frozen  with  involuntary  terror. 
He  had  recognized  the  old  man  of  his  dream. 
From  that  time  he  b.ad  no  doubt  of  the  truth  of 
his  prediction ;  and  when  he  was  told  that  tlie 
old  man  was  a  Bishop,  he  begged  of  him  to  assist 
in  preparing  his  soul  for  death. 

Paulinus  obeyed.  He  painted  in  words  of  fire, 
the  pains  of  hell  and  the  terrors  of  Divine  justice. 
Then  he  represented  to  him,  with  the  holy  lil)erty 
of  a  minister  of  the  Lord,  the  crimes  he  had  com- 
mitted; the  slaughter,  the  pillages,  the  enslave- 
ment of  so  manj' men.  To  call  the  dead  to  life 
was  impossible.  Gontharius  could  not  repair  then 
in  this  the  wrong  he  had  done.  He  was  seized 
with  consternation.  Sublime  work  of  religion ! 
Armed  with  the  sovereign  power  given  him  by 
God,  it  is  the  slave  who  threatens  and  terrifies,  ajid 
it  is  the  king  who  trembles  and  cries  for  mercy. 

"  Thou  canst,  at  least,"  said  the  Bishop,  "satisfy 
in  part  the  justice  of  God.  Restore  the  riches 
thou  hast  ol>t;uned  by  violence ;  use  them  to  re- 
deem the  prisoners  whom  thou  hast  sold  as  shives, 
and  for  tlie  rest,  trust.in  the  mercy  of  the  Lord." 

Gontharius  followed  this  advice,  lie  purchased 
back  the  inhabitants  of  Nola  from  those  to  whom 
they  had  been  sold,  and  restored  tlicm  to  their 
native  city.  And  because  poverty  there  was  then 
at  its  hight,  he  made  them  a  present  of  several 
ship  loads  of  wheat. 

Tuetbert  was  no  less  generou.s.  He  set  all  his 
slaves  free..  He  would  have  wished  to  keep  the 
holy  Bishop  with  him,  but  how  could  he  retain 
the  shepherd,  while  he  yielded  up  the  flock. 

Paulinus  returned  in  triumph  to  Xola  at  the 
head  of  the  captives  whom  he  had  delivered. 
The  people  came  out  in  crowds  to  welcome  him, 
and  among  the  first  he  recognized  Cypriana,  wlio 
exclaimed:  "Blessed  be  tlie  Virgin  Mary,  who 
has  restored  these  children  to  their  mothers,  and 
to  all  the  pcoiile  their  common  father.  My  son 
has  become  my  pride  and  my  consolation;  and 
now,  that  his  liberator  is  inthu  midst  of  us,  noth- 
ing is  wanting  to  complete  my  happiness." 
- -«p 

"  Jesuit,  by  the  Grace  of  God  and  the  Police." 

Listen  to  an  ower  true  tale,  dear  readers ;  for 
althoug  tile  Ave  Mauia  admits  no  others  within 
her  pages,  yet  our  singular  title,  we  feared,  might 
excite  a  doulrt  as  to  its  veracity.  This  point 
being  now  settled,  let  us  go  back  to  1864,  and 
transport  ourselves  to  the  railroad  depot  in  An- 
gers, a  celebrated  city  in  France. 

The  four  o'clock  train  had  just  arrived;  a  trav- 
eler, very  pale  and  seemingly  a  good  deal  agitated, 
alighted.  He  had  passed  the  night  in  the  cars, 
certainly  not  the  best  place  to  detain  a  fresh  com- 
plexion, but  evidently  something  more  serious 
than  the  remembrance  of  a  night's  ride  in  an  ill- 
ventilated  train  occupied  his  mind.  His  move- 
ments were  undecided;    he  walked   some  fifty 


I  yards  in  the  direction  of  the  city,  then  hurriedly 
retraced  his  steps,  returned  to  the  depot,  and 
went  up  the  street  leading  to  the  Cathedral ;  after 
walking  very  fast,  he  hesitated,  stopped,  and 
turned  in  a  narrow  alley ;  following  it  some  dis- 
tance,  to  his  surpri.se  he  found  himself  in  the  open 
country ;  once  more  he  retraced  his  steps,  and  a 
third  time  arrived  at  the  depot, 

"  Night  brings  counsel,"  says  the  proverb  ;  but 
there  are  many  different  kinds  of  counsel.  Judge 
for  yourself  of  whom  ourtraveler  had  received  his. 

Captain  Karl was  a  distinguished  naval 

officer,  and  a  member  of  the  Legion  of  Honor;  his 
breast  was  decorated  with  all  sorts  of  foreign 
orders;  he  had,  what  is  still  better,  within  that 
breast  so  richly  ornamented,  an  upright  heart  and 
a  truly  Christian  soul.  He  did  not  believe  that 
to  be  a  good  seaman  it  was  necessary  to  be  a 
bravado,  nor  to  blush  at  the  exercise  of  religious 
duties.  On  his  vessel  he  reigned  supreme  in  the 
hearts  of  the  crew,  who  venerated  him  as  a  king 
and  loved  him  as  a  father.  It  was  a  beautiful 
sight  to  see  them  all  as.sembled  around  him  for 
their  morning  and  evening  prayers;  they  were 
as  courageous  against  their  enemy  as  they  were 
loyal  to  their  captain  and  faithful  to  their  God, 

and  the  renown  of  the  brave  Captain  Karl 

and  his  crew  was  well  established  throughout  the 
Chinese  seas. 

He  had  but  recently  returned  to  France,  where 
the  promotion  of  Vice  Admiral  awaited  him,  when 
a  singular  idea  took  pos.se.ssion  of  his  mind. 

At  sea  one  is  very  near  God,  and  to  Captain 
Karl  the  beautiful  star-light  niglit,  as  well  as  the 
wild  tempest,  s])okc  sweet  language  to  the  other 
world  ;  liut  the  many  duties  of  his  post  left  him 
no  more  time  than  was  necessary  to  salute  his  Cre- 
ator twice-aday,  and  say  regularly  the  nngelan. 

In  Paris,  family  aff:iiis  a'nd  the  intercourse  of 
friends  so  completely  absorbed  Ids  time  that  he 
seemed  to  belong  no  more  to  himself  than  when 
on  the  high  seas.  Then  arose  the  singular  idea 
of  which  we  have  spoken.  "I  must  take  eight 
days,"  said  Captain  Karl,  "to  make  a  retreat  with 
the  Jesuits." 

Captain  Karl  had  seen  the  Jesuits  in  their 
missionary  labors  at  Shanghai,  he  had  met  them 
in  the  most  remote  provinces  of  the  Celestial  Em- 
pire, and  their  courage  under  the  persecutions  of 
their  enemies,  their  persevering  energy  amidst  all 
the  fatigues  and  difiiculties  of  their  ixpostleship, 
had  filled  him  with  an  enthusiastic  admiration 
for  the  sons  of  Saint  Ignatius. 

Then  he  said  to  himself — "  If  I  make  a  retreat 
with  the  Jesuits  it  will  be  a  salutary  and  fruitful 
repo.se  for  my  soul,  which  up  to  the  present  has 
been  devoured  Avith  so  many  cares  and  anxieties. 
I  shall  leave  the  Jesuits  .strengthened  for  the 
work  that  lies  before  jne  in  life,  and  shall  be  less 
unAvorthy  to  sei  re"  Giwl  and  my  country  in  the 
noble  naval  service,  in  which  I  hope  honorably  to 
live  and  die. 

This  thought  had  taken  possession  of  his  mind 
with  as  much  tenacity  as  if  he  had  heard  in  the 
voice  of  conscience  the  voice  of  G^od,  and  when 
God  spoke,  Captain  Karl  was  not  in  the  habit  of 
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selling  his  ol)cdicnce  ;  without  farther  hositatiiui 
ho  took  the  trn-o'clock-forty-ininiit*'  night  cxpres-s 
train,  uxix-ctin;;  to  brcukfiiMt  with  the  JcHuitM  the 
next  nu)rning  in  Anffi-rs. 

But  he  liiul  calculiiteil  without  a  certain  indi- 
vidual of  darkness,  who,  frt>in  the  station  at  ( -hoisy, 
argued  close  in  his  ear,  pretty  much  in  this  style: 
"But,  my  dear  friend,  have  you  seriously  tli<)iif;ht 
of  the  result  of  the  steps  you  are  now  taking? 
What  are  you  going  to  do  at  the  Jesuits'?  Have 
you  not,  ever  since  your  childhootl,  been  in  the 
habit  of  making  a  sanctuary  in  your  heart,  where 
you  can  keep  a  spirit  of  recollection  worth  all  the 
cloisters  in  the  world?.  In  truth,  people  will 
think  your  conscience  must  have  l>een  pretty  well 
loaded  when  you  hail  to  go  so  far  in  order  to  re- 
lieve it !  If  it  was  ai)solute]y  necessary  to  n>ake 
a  retreat,  why  not  do  so  in  Paris?  Tlie  idea  of 
going  to  Angel's  is  perfectly  ridiculous!  Could 
you  not  have  remained  (piietly  shut  up  in  your 
own  house  and  told  Valentine,  your  valet,  not 
even  to  open  the  door  to  a  cat  ?  And,  again,  let  me 
tell  you  (here  Satanstrongly  insistedontliis point,) 
you  do  not  know  these  Jesuits,  nor  their  arts! 
It  is  no  siXTct  that  their  d\v<'Uings  are  like  the 
lion's  cave ;  we  know  what  enters,  but  what  comes 
out  is  altogether  another  thing.  Ah,  my  friend, 
is  is  easy  to  see  that  you  will  soon  become 
their  victim  !  They  will  at  once  understand  that 
you  are  a  rich,  intluential  man,  a  renowned  of- 
rtcer,  who  would  reflect  much  honor  on  their 
society.  They  will  so  wind  themselves  around 
you  during  the  retreat,  that  without  much  trou- 
ble and  scarcely  before  you  know  it,  you  will  be 
a  novice."  Once  upon  this  chapter,  Beel/ebul), 
who  is  artful,  eloquent  and  indefatigable,  never 
ceased  for  an  instant.  So  skillful  was  his  argu- 
ments, that  on  arriving  at  his  destination,  Cap- 
tain Karl  scarcely  knew  what  resolution  to  take. 

After  all,  a  retreat,  and  especially  a. retreat  with 
the  Jesuits,  was  not  an  affair  absolutc^y  nece.s.sary 
for  his  salvation.  The  reflections  that  had  occu- 
pie<l  his  mind,  since  leaving  the  Choisy  Station, 
should  not  be  thrown  lightly  aside.  And  if  those 
good  Fathers  were  going  to  make  him  enter  their 
net  in  spite  of  himself,  would  he  not  bitterly  re- 
gret all  his  life  his  folly  in  carrying  qut  this  silly 
design.  "  Enough  !  it  is  a  settled  affair,"  he  said, 
speaking  aloud  to  himself  "  The.se  good  Fathers 
will  not  have  a  visit  fnmi  me  this  time!  I'll  take 
the  return  train,  and  make  my  retreat  in  our  own 
parish.  This  night's  ride  has  been  a  most  ridicu- 
lous affair  after  all.  Luckily,  I  did  not  acquaint 
any  of  my  friends  with  my  determination!" 

Scarcely  had  he  taken  this  resolution,  when  the 
('aptain  felt  himself  a  prey  to  .secret  remorse. 
Doubtless  he  had  not  recognized  the  horns  or 
clubfoot  of  Satan  in  his  traveling  companion,  or 
he  would  have  immediately  said,  !'"(/<■  ntro.  Yet, 
still,  he  could  not  help  feeling  that  these  sugges- 
tions had  but  slight  foundation,  and  the  thought 
that  he  was  betraying  great  inconsistency,*  in  re- 
turning by  the  ne.xt  train,  also  greatly  annoyed 
him. 

From  these  oscillating  thoughts  resulted  his 
zig-zag  course  and  diagonal  paths  around  the  de- 


|K)t.  His  Huddrn  turnings,  tttoppingK,  rapid  walk- 
ing and  hesitations,  :iddcd  to  lii.<<  contracted  brow 
and  anxioas  uneasy  L-xpressirm  of  lountenance,  Ije- 
traye<l  a  very  troubleu  conscien<'e.  All  this  wa-s 
quite  suthcient  to  excite  the  attention  of  thir  guard- 
ians of  the  morals  and  pul>lie  security  of  the 
good  city  of  Angers,  who  by  clianct-  or  duty,  hap- 
IK'ued  to  be  at  the  deiM)t  so  early  in  the  morning. 
Two  of  the  police  had  just  arrested  an  intoxicated 
disturber  of  the  peace,  who  had  overwhelmed 
them  with  quodlibit.s,  and  divers  glutinous  pro- 
jectiles, such  as  addle<legg8  and  rotten  apples. 
Their  equanimity  of  tcnjper  had  Iwen  somewhat 
rutlled  liy  such  unceremonious  i>eliavior,  and 
they  had  beconie  in  c<mM'<juence  exceedingly  sensi- 
ble to  the  least  infringement  of  the  public  tran- 
quility that  shoubl  nign  at  daybreak,  above  all 
other  hours,  in  a  large  city.  These  two  police 
turned  the  corner  of  Saint  John's  street,  jtist  at 
the  moment  that  jxKir  Captain  Karl  turne<l  the 
opposite  corner,  and  striking  his  foreliead,  ex- 
claimed inanexcit<'d  tone:  "Thedi-cision  ismade 
once  for  all,  I'll  do  it,"  took  the  direction  for  the 
third  time  toward  the«lei)ot.  The  police  step|)ed 
up  and  said  to  him,  "Traveler,  your  papers." 

Railroads  have  rendered  .such  invitations  very 
rare,  and  the  Captain,  believing  it  a  piece  of  stu- 
pid plea.santry,  replied  "what  pajK-r?"  "Your 
passjKirt!"  "Ridiculous!  passports  arc  not  re- 
quired now-a  day.s.  Besides,  I  am  a  naval  (jfRcer 
!  in  the  Imperial  service,  Captain  of  a  vessel  just 
i  arrived  from  China." 

"Perhaps  so;  but  we  would  like  to  sec  the 
proof.  It  is  not  customary  to  come  from  China 
to  Angers  without  having  something  in  one's 
jx)cket  l)y  which  a  friend  could  know  you,  a  little 
l)ook  or  ])ortfolio,  a  leaf  of  a  journal  or  a  rnrte  de 
rimte  :  haven't  you  any  thing  of  this  sort?  Be- 
sides, from  the  look  f)f  your  face  I  guess  your  con- 
science i.sn't  any  better  regulated  than  your  pajwrs; 
what  are  you  doing,  wandering  up  and  down  the 
streets  around  the  depot  at  such  an  hour?" 

The  poor  Captain  .began  to  find  his  jxisition  ri- 
diculous; the  lionesf  policeman  was  only  doing 
his  duty.  All  appearances  were  strongly  in  his 
favor,  an»l  against  Captain  Karl.  But  how  could 
the  latter  tell  him  the  hi.storj-  of  his  retreat  and 
his  hesitations?  Besides,  even  if  he  told  him, 
the  police  would  not  believe  him. 

The  watch,  long  accustomed  to  deal  with  differ- 
ent sorts  of  rascals,  could  not  helpfinding  in  Cap- 
tain Karl's  face  an  honesty  that  might  easily  sat- 
isfy for  the  missing  papers  ;  and  wliile  he  had  a 
strong  inclination  to  arrest  him,  he  at  the  .same 
time  wished  to  discover  a  motive  sufficient  to  re- 
lease him.  "  Well,"  he  said,  "you  haven't  exactly 
the  appcanince  of  a  nK-mber  of  the  House  of  Cor- 
rection. If  you  canie  here,  it  must  have  been  on 
business.  I  supixjse  you  nmst  know  somebody 
here  ?" 

An  idea  soon  flashed  across  Captain  Karl'a 
mind — "Ah,  yes,  you  are  right — I  have  a  letter 
for  the  Superior  of  the  Jesuits." 

"If  he  goes  security  all  right.  Forwartl,  ray 
brave  comrade,  let  us  inarch  to  the  Jesuits.  We 
have  been  talking  long  enough." 
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"  With  a  policeman  on  each  side  of  him,  Cap- 
tain Karl  was  obliged  to  pass  through  the  greater 
part  of  the  city.  He  consoled  himself  with  the 
thought  that  at  such  an  early  hour,  and  in  a 
strange  place,  where  he  had  never  before  set  his 
foot,  there  was  not  much  jirobability  of  his  being 
recognized. 

"I  suppose  God  intended  me  to  make  this  re- 
treat," he  said  to  himself,  as  they  went  along, 
"  since  He  has  sent  me  the  police  to  force  me  to  it. 
Those  frightful  Chinese,  whom  I  used  to  put 
under  arrest  and  march  through  the  streets  with 
the  drums  beating,  when  they  were  uncivil  to  any 
of  our  nation,  would  certainly  enjoy  the  joke  if 
they  could  see  me  conducted  as  a  malefactor 
through  the  streets  of  a  European  city." 

It  seemed  to  the  Captain  that  his  escort  took  a 
pleasure  in  making  their  promenade  as  long  as 
possible.  At  length  they  reached  the  College  of 
the  Jesuits.  It  was  not  necessary  to  arouse  the 
Superior,  for  it  was  six  o'clock,  and  the  Jesuit's 
day  commences  at  foiir  ;  it  was  merely  required 
to  wait  until  the  good  religious  had  said  Mass. 
Then  they  handed  him  the  letter,  which  Avas  the 
last  plank  left  to  the  poor  Ca^jtaiu. 

"  Is  it  possible  I  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  Superior,  in  the  most 
cordial  tone ;  I  am  rejoiced  to  welcome  one  of 
whom  our  Fathers  in  China  have  so  frequently 
spoken,  one  who  has  been  for  them,  on  so  many 
occasions,  a  powerful  protector." 

"Yes,"  replied  Karl,  smiling,  "it  is  I;  and  I 
now  in  my  turn,  come  to  beg  you  to  release  me 
from  a  no  slight  embarrassment ;"  and  turning, 
he  j)ointed  to  the  police,  who  were  a  few  paces  in 
the  rear,  but  had  not  as  yet  been  noticed  by  the 
Father,  so  great  had  been  his  joy  at  meeting  the 
Captain.     Karl  continued  : 

"  These  gentlemen  met  me  at  the  depot,  and 
they  found  my  appearance  so  suspicious,  and  my 
papers  so  badly  regulated — (the  fact  is,  they  were 
reduced  to  the  letter  you  have  just  read) — that  if 
you  do  not  go  my  security,  they  will  conduct  me 
straight  to  the  guard-house." 

The  good  Father,  as  you  may  well  believe,  did 
not  hesitate  to  act  as  security  ;  and  the  mortified 
police  stammered  their  excuses,  while  making 
their  way  to  the  door.  The  Captain,  warmly 
shaking  their  hands,  laughingly  said — "  You  are 
.brave  men  ;  and  you  may  well  boast  of  having 
rendered  me,  witliout  knowing  it,  a  signal  favor." 
(Karl  himself  could  not  measure  the  extent  of 
that  lixvor). 

The  Superior  laughed  heartily  when  he  heard 
of  Captain  Karl's  wanilerings  around  Angers, 
when,  in  place  of  going  straight  to  the  Jesuits',  he 
had  fallen  into  the  suspicious  hands  of  the  police. 
"  The  finger  of  God  is  there,  my  dear  friend,"  lie 
said  to  the  Captain.  "  This  is  the  first  time,  at 
least  to  my  knowledge,  that  a  person  has  beem 
brought  by  physical  force  to  make  a  retreat! 
Who  knows?  lie  who  directs  all  things — the 
least  step  of  the  last  policeman  as  well  as  the 
ruovements  of  the  heavejis — He,  without  doubt, 
has  some  design  over  you." 

Strange  lights  illuminate  a  mind  during  a  re- 


treat !  Captain  Karl  had  not  come,  however,  to 
be  enlightened  upon  his  vocation.  His  future  ca- 
reer was  clearly  traced  out  for  him,  and  he  only 
sought  to  strengthen  himself  in  the  practices  of  a 
truly  Christian  life,  which  exerts  so  powerful  an 
influence  when  practiced  by  those  in  the  first 
ranks  of  society.  Nevertheless,  from  the  second 
day  of  the  retreat,  the  idea  of  remaining  among 
these  Jesuits,  where  God  had  conducted  him  by 
force,  never  left  him. 

Captain  !Karl  still  remains  in  the  novitiate  at 
Angers.  His  sui)eriors  destine  him  for  the  Chi- 
nese mission,  that  country  so  well  known  to  him. 
He  loves  to  relate  the  gentle  violence  God  used 
toward  him,  and  the  means  ex-parliamentary 
which  Providence  employed  to  overcome  his  hesi- 
tations. He  entitles  himself  "  Jesuit,  by  the  grace 
of  God — and  the  police." 

THE  SLAVE'S  INTERVIEW  WITH  PITTS  IX. 

It  is  almost  superfluous  to  tell  our  readers  that 
the  Catholic  Church  has  constantly  proclaimed, 
and  will  ever  proclaim  herself  the  advocate  of 
freedom.  The  Church  alone  has  had  the  strength 
to  resist  the  ideas,  customs,  interests  and  laws  of 
a  pagan  world,  and  to  triumph  over  all  the  ob- 
stacles opposed  to  the  emancipation  of  the  slave. 
Scarcely  had  she  succeeded  in  obtaining  this  fa- 
vor for  the  serfs  of  the  middle  age  than  she  ex- 
erted her  power  in  favor  of  the  negroes,  whom  the 
cupidity  of  the  whites  had  violently  carried  off 
from  Africa  to  l)e  sold  in  America. 

The  numerous  Councils  held  during  eighteen 
hundred  yeai's  show  the  ardent  solicitude  of  the 
Pontifi's,  Bishops,  and  all  the  hierarchy,  in  favor 
of  the  serfs  and  slaves.  With  regard  to  the  ne- 
groes, six  Pontiffs,  actuated,  not  by  a  hypocritical 
humanitarianism,  but  by  charity  of  Jesus  Christ, 
have  reproved  and  condemned  with  extreme  rigor 
the  odious  traffic  in  human  lives  ;  these  were  Pius 
II,  Paul  III,, Urban  VIII,  Benedict  XIV,  Pius  VII 
and  Gregory  XVI.  On  many  occasions  Pius  IX 
has  expressed  the  same  horror  for  slavery  and  pity 
for  the  slaves  as  his  predecessors.  Illustrative  of 
his  sentiments  we  give  the  following  little  inci- 
dent: 

A  few  years  ago,  a  family  from  New  Orleans, 
accompanied  by  a  mulatto  slave,  visited  Rome. 
The  family  took  up  their  residence  at  the  German 
Hotel,  in  Condotti  street,  the  most  fashionable 
part  of  the  Eternal  Cit}'.  Sarah,  the  young  slave, 
had  made  her  first  Communion.  She  loved'  God 
with  her  whole  soul,  and  felt  a  most  earnest  de- 
sire to  be  confirmed.  Near  Condotti  street  is  the 
French  Church  of  Trinita  dei  Monti,  to  which  is 
annexed  the  renowned  Convent  of  the  Ladies  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  and  it  was  the  joy  of  the  poor 
mulatto  to  go  there  every  morning  to  Mass. 

Sometimes,  when  the  principal  door  of  the 
church  was  locked,  she  would  ring  the  convent 

bell  and  Sister  Cesarie  B ,  opening  the  door 

with  her  characteristic  urbanity,  let  her  into  the 
church. 

Sarah  prayed — prayed  long  ^and  fervently. 
Nevertheless,  she  seemed  sad ;  she  begged  God  to 
grant  her  the  grace  of   Confirmation,  and  God 
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Bccmed  ilcaf  to  hor  prayer.     But  God  had  heard 
her  ;  for  one  day  Sister  Ca«aric  said  to  lier : 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you,  my  child?  Your 
eyes  are  tilled  with  tears." 

Sarah  told  her  sorrows  to  the  good  Sister,  and 
the  latter,  tenth'rly  preasinj^  her  hand,  promised 
that  her  pious  <lesire  should  l>e  fulfilled.  From 
that  moment  the  young  slave  became  the  object 
of  particular  religious  care ;  she  was  duly  instruct- 
ed in  all  that  was  neces-sary  for  the  reception  of 
the  Sacrament ;  and  a  Bishop,  to  whom  the  cir- 
cumstances were  related,  gave   her  Confirmation. 

Poor  Sarah's  dark  face  beamed  with  joy.  The 
Bishop,  touched  by  her  tender  piety,  asked  her  if 
she  would  like  to  see  the  Pope  and  receive  his 
blessing.  We  may  imagine  what  would  be  the 
slave's  delight,  if  such  a  favor  were  possible. 
The  readies  of  the  Sacred  Heart  had  among  their 
pupils  the  daughters  of  one  of  the  ofHcers  of  the 
pontifical  Court;  they  therefore  solicited  this  offi- 
cer to  ask  permission  some  day  of  the  Sovereign 
Pontiff  to  place  Sarah  where  she  would  have  an 
opportunity  of  gratifying  her  pious  wish. 

But  when  the  application  was  made  the  Pope 
gave  no  reply.  An<l  Sarah,  informed  of  the  fail- 
ure of  the  project,  became  sjid.  Sadness  upon  a 
negro's  face  seems  doubled ;  it  is  sadness  spread 
over  what  was  previously  sad. 

Several  days  pa.ssed,  and  Sarah  prayed  more 
earnestly  than  before,  ardently  begging  God  to 
bestow  upon  herthat  second  Confirmation  in  faith 
and  love  which  the  sight  of  the  Vicar  of  Jesus 
Christ  would  give  her,  when  one  day  a  dragoon 
presented  himself  at  the  German  Hotel,  carrying 
a  letter  with  the  seal  of  the  Vatican,  and  addressed 
to  Miss  Saralj.  But  there  was  no  one  of  that 
name  in  the  fashionable  hotel  toclaim  it;  for  who, 
among  that  aristocratic  crowd,  could  believe  that 
such  a  message  was  for  a  i^ulatto  girl,  a  slave? 
The  dragoon  went  from  door  to  dooc,  in  liis  vain 
search.  Finally,  thinking  that  only  a  religious 
could  be  the  person  for  whom  a  letter  bearing  the 
Pope's  arms  was  intended,  he  turned  to  the  Con- 
vent of  the  Trinita  dei  Monti  and  again  renewed 
his  inquiries  for  Miss  Sarah.  There  the  greater 
part  of  the  religious  are  of  distinguished  birth, 
and  have  generous  sentiments  with  regard  to  the 
slaves,  and  they  immediately  suspected  that  Pius 
IX  had  granted  an  audience  to  the  poor  mulatto. 

When  Sarah  heard  the  news  they  could  see  her 
grow  jmU  under  her  dark  skin ;  then  she  wept 
tears  of  joy  and  gladness.  The  Sisters  arranged 
her  toilet.  They  dressed  her  in  a  black  robe, 
threw  over  her  crisped  hair  a  long  black  veil,  ac- 
cording to  the  etiquette  of  the  Pontifical  court, 
and  then  had  her  conducted  to  the  Vatican  at 
three  o'clock  Sunday  afternoon. 

The  princesses  of  the  blood  royal  alone  have 
the  favor  of  penetrating  as  far  as  the  Pope's  apart- 
ments, in  gala  dress  and  attended  by  their  court. 
To  every  other  female  the  parts  of  the  Vaticap 
reserved  for  the  Pope,  are  as  narrowly  closed  as  a 
convent  of  Chartreuse ;  it  is,  as  we  may  say,  clois- 
tered. Pius  IX  receives  them  Thursdays  at>d 
Sundays,  and  they  await  their  turn  in  the  gallery 
of  Raphael.     From  that  place,  one,  or  several  to- 


I  gethcr,  are  admitted  to  au  audience  in  the  vast 
library  of  the  Vatican,  or  in  one  of  the  halla  of 
the  museum.  The  Sunday  we  mention  was  near 
K'lster,  and  a  large  number  of  ladic>s  were  await- 
ing an  audience.  One  of  the  Pope's  chaml>er- 
lains,  clothed  in  a  violet  toutitnf,  appeared  and 
said  in  a  loud  voice  :  "  Mis.*)  Sarah." 

Sarah  was  in  a  corner;  she  arose,  and  passed 
through  the  groups  with  the  simplicity  of  a  Chris- 
tian, and  went  to  prostrate  hersilf  at  the  feet  of 
the  Pope.  Pius  IX,  after  having  Ictt  lier  some 
time  in  this  posture,  where  hearts  pcnctrate<l  with 
a  truly  filial  love  feel  the  most  unspeakable  con- 
solation, rai.sed  her  up  and  said  : 

"My  daughter,  you  were  there  among  the  rich 
and  great  ladies  and  princes.ses;  the  last,  without 
doubt,  in  their  eyes,  but  perhap.s  the  first  in  the 
eyes  of  God,  and  this  is  why  I  have  called  you  at 
once." 

Sarah  could  not  speak ;  but  she  raise<l  her  lat^e 
eye-s  from  which  the  tears  were  gushing,  toward 
the  Vicar  of  Christ;  and  the  Pope  quietly  per- 
mitted those  tears  to  flow,  which  are  as  dew  to 
the  i)ious  soul ;  then  he  .spoke  to  her  most  tender- 
ly of  the  negroes;  asked  many  questions  about 
their  condition;  commiserated  their  sufferings  and 
blamed  the  egotism  and  harshness  of  the  ihasters 
who  divided  husband  and  wife  and  separated  the 
mother  from  her  children. 

"  When  you  return  to  your  country,  my  child4^ 
how  will  you  then  support  your  jwsition?" 

"  Most  Holy  Father,  I  will  bear  it  without  pain, 
since  I  have  been  confirmed  and  have  seen  you." 

"Well,  my  child,  I  give  you  my  blessing;  and 
you  will  bear  it  to  all  your  brothers  and  sisters  in 
slavery.  Tell  them  that  I  love  them  as  a  father, 
and  that  in  my  heart  they  occupy  a  plac-e  equal  to 
the  whites ;  say  to  them  that  in  affection  my  pray- 
ers go  across  the  sea  to  them,  to  present  them  to 
Jesus  Christ,  and  to  obtain  for  them  faith,  hope 
and  charity.  The  time  will  assuredly  come  when 
this  ulcer  of  slavery,  such  as  you  know  it,  will 
cease  in  your  a>untry.  But  be  assured  that  this 
slavery  is  not  the  more  terrible ;  among  free  white 
men  there  is  a  servitude  more  to  be  deplored  than 
that  which  binds  the  negro — the  slavery  of  the 
world  and  the  flesh." 

Before  dismissing  poor  Sarah,  Pius  IX  gave  her 
a  large  box  full  of  medals  and  rosaries. 

"  Distribute  these  things  in  my  name  among 
your  brothers  and  sisters,  and  tell  them  that  I 
love  them  and  bless  them." 

We  know  now  whether  or  not  that  blessing  has 
been  realized.  But  the  eye  of  the  Christian  can 
trace  its  beneficent  course  across  the  fields  of  our 
late  terrible  battles,  inspiring  acts  of  heroism, 
devotedness  and  admirable  conversions. 

m» 

Thy  blessed  forerunner,  the  most  excellent 
among  the  saints,  John  the  liaptist,  in  Thy  pres- 
ence leaped  for  joy  through  the  Holy  Ghost,  while 
he  was  yet  shut  up  in  Tiis  mother's  womb,  and 
afterward,  seeing  Jesus  walking  among  men,  hum- 
bling himself  exceedingly,  said,  with  devout  af- 
fection, T/ie/ricnd  of  the  lirUlegroom  thai  Uandeth 
and  heartth  Him,  rtyoiceth  tcUhjoyj'ortht  voice  of  the 
B  rilled  room.  John  iii. 
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The  Holy  Scapular. 

I  loved  uiy  own  pure  Mother — 

I  loved  her  with  love  sublime; 

Nay,  not  with  the  love  of  time; 
Not  with  the  fickle  aftection  to  smother,  [another; 
'Neath  snow-drifts  of  change,  and  the  thoughts  of 

0  no!  for  once  wakened,  my  love  could  not  die. 
For  my  beautiful  Mother,  the  Queen  of  the  ISky  ! 

Many  I  saw  around  me, — 

Though  humble  I  strove  to  be ; 

Humble,  dear  jVIarj',  for  thee — 
Who  knew  not  the  blissful  devotion  that  bound  me ; 
Who  never  had  sought  the  fond  mercy  that  found 
And  with  a  sweet  pride,  which  I  cannot  define,  [me, 

1  longed  they  should  know  me  forever  as  thine. 
A  pledge  for  thy  protection, — 

For  sake  of  thy  dear  Son, 
That  His  will  on  earth  be  done — 
A  tangible  proof  of  thy  deathless  affection, 
A  vesture,  announcing  our  holy  connection: 

0  this  did  I  crave ;  and  my  ])ride  was  not  pride, 
For  it  sought  but  thy  glory,  nor  sought  to  divide. 

0  then  my  own  true  Mother, 
She  gave  me  for  love  I  bore. 
The  robe  that  St.  Simon  wore : 

St.  Simony  her  chi  Id — and  she  made  him  my  brother; 
Joint  heirofall  giftschildren  hold  with  each  other; 
1^  And  the  flints  o/Mt.  C((rmel,  her  penance  and  prayer, 
r    With  Mr  ScAruLAK  Ro«e,  /  am  honored  to  Khare. 
O'er  my  heart  she  placed  it  tender, 
The  buckler  of  her  defense: 
No  foe  §hall  tear  it  thence ; — 
When  morning  and  night  my  homage  I  render. 
And  press  to  my  lips  her  insignia  of  splendor, 

1  believe  her  fair  hand  with  tlie  lays  of  her  grace 
The  blest  sign  of  Mercy  above  me  doth  trace. 

For  I  know  that  Blessed  Mary 
In  fires,  on  field,  on  flood. 
Midst  famine  and  scenes  of  blood, — 
With  truth  and  a  constancy  never  to  vary— 
Hath  come  to  her  children,  albeit  unwary,    [love. 
And  guarded  them  safe,  since  they  wore  out  of 
Her  Scapular  vesture,  her  seal  from  above. 
When  clouds  refuse  their  treasure 
To  the  thirsting  arid  plain. 
While  the  flow'rets  cry  for  rain, — 
And  Mary  reminded  of  her  gracious  pleasure 
At  sight  of  her  Scapular,  sends  in  full  measure, 
The  .store  of  their  water.s,  and  plenty  and  health 
Return  to  the  peasant  the  source  of  his  wealth. 

1  rest  me  then  unfearing ; 
I  walk  where  foes  abide, — 
Grim  foes  on  every  side  ; — 

For  Mary,  my  merciful  Mother,  is  cheering 
My  pathway,  with  voice  as  sublime  as  endearing. 
I  feel  me  a  prinrens  ;  the  child  of  my  Queen  ; 
Her  hrea.Htplate  invincible,  ever  my  screen. 
And  when  I  shall  be  dying, 

I  know  that  Mary  will  come, 

To  tenderly  lead  nic  home ; 
Aye  more :  in  sweet  patience  awaiting  and  sighing, 
To  end  my  purgation  ;  reward  my  relying. 
And  show  me  how  potent  is  trvth  to  the  token. 
Of  trust  in  her  care  and  my  pledge  all  unbroken. 


Weekly  Chronicle. 

Our  lAjtdy  of  the  Pillar — A  Church  in  a  Wedding 
Banket. 
From  a  most  entertaining  correspondent  of  Le 
Hosier  de  Marie,  we  translate  the  following:  "Last 
year,  on  the  occasicm  of  the  marriage  of  a  certain 
Miss  Schneider,  her  father  wished  to  make  a  wed- 
ding present  to  the  city  of  ^uget,  and  what  do 
you  suppose  the  gift  was  ?  I  fear  you  could  never 
guess.  It  was  a  church !  Said  to  be  very  beautiful. 
Last  week  it  was  consecrated  by  the  Bishoj)  of 
Autun.  We  have  not  received  the  full  details ; 
but  the  fact  in  itself  is  ,so  beautiful,  that  I  am  sure 
a  notice  of  even  ten  lines  will  delight  all  your 
reader.s.  To  put  a  church  into  the  wedding  basket 
is  as  rare  as  it  is  worthy  of  praise,  and  it  will  most 
assuredly  bring  hai^piness  to  all  concerned. 

"Another  marriage  and  another  new  church  was 
the  occasion  of  another  interesting  incident. 
About  twelve  years  ago,  in  the  Diocese  of  Troves, 
a  church  had  just  been  com])leted  in  the  parish  of 
Jeugny.  A  stone-cutter  named  Perouche  had 
worked  for  along  time  at  the  building.  He  was 
a  stranger  in  the  place,  but  finally  married  a  young 
girl  of  Jeugny,  and  the  first  wedding  celebrated 
in  the  new  church  was  his  own.  According  to  the 
custom,  a  special  gratuitous  ceremony  was  granted 
him.  The  young  man  was  much  affected  by  the 
honor  conferred  upon  him  by  the  Church,  and  he 
promised  to  testify  his  gratitude  by  bestowing  a 
present  up(m  the  new  building;  but  to  accom- 
plish this  required  quite  a  change,  in  his  strait- 
ened financial  affairs. 

"Twelve  years  passed,  and  the  promise  of  the 
first  bridegroom  of  the  church  of  Jeugny  was  for- 
gotten in  the  parish ;  but  not  by  himself.  He 
paid  a  visit  lately  to  the  former  home  of  his  wife. 
Fortune  had  favored  him.  On  entering  the  church 
he  recalled  his  voluntary  promise,  and  as  his  eye 
rested  upon  the  vacant  place  in  the  tribune,  des- 
tined to  be  filled  by  an  organ  at  some  future  day, 
he  immediately  declared  that  an  organ  would  be 
his  wedding  gift. 

"On  returning  to  Paris  he  purchased  a  magnifi- 
cent instrument,  defrayed  all  the  expenses  of 
transportation  and  erection,  and  assumed  also  the 
payment  of  the  instruction  necessary  for  the  fu- 
ture organist." 

Is  not  this  a  beautiful  incident  ?  Nevertheless  it 
is  but  a  simple  application  of  a  fuiidamental  law. 
The  young  Perouche  had  made  a  promise  to  the 
Church  of  God,  which  he  honestly  determined  to 
fulfill ;  and  for  this  God  has  recompensed  him. 
In  order  to  enable  him  to  realize  his  promise,  God 
had  enriched  him.  He  had  but  to  render  to  God 
what  belonged  to  God ;  and  he  could  keep  with- 
out scruple  the  major  part  to  increase  it  still  more. 

Mr.  Lagrange,  a  French  sportsman,  with  his 
horse  Gladiator,  at  the  Epsom  races,  gained  the 
first  prize ;  from  his  winnings  he  sent  five  hun- 
dred dollars  to  a  Religious  Order  who  were  build- 
ing a  new  church  at  New-Market,  London.  Eight 
days  after,  with  the  same  horse,  he  won  a  prize  of 
twenty  thousand  dollars  at  the  races  of  the  Bois 
dc  Boulogne,  France. 
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THE  APOSTLESHIP  OP  PBAYES. 


Missions  of  Oceanica. 

Ertrtirt  fnnn  a   Utter   of  liec.    Futlier    Poupinel, 
Visitor  of  the  Misnioim  of  the  Society  oj  Murtf. 
Hev.   Father:  For  many   months  I  hnvc  been 

anxious  to  write  you,  but  have  been  prevented  by 

t)re8singnn(l  multiplied  occupations.  Praised  and 
oved  be  tlie  Heart  of  Jesus,  who  on  the  day  of 
the  feast  jjrants  me  leisure  to  exjircss  to  you  my 
sincere  and  lively  gratitude,  and  to  say  how  hap- 
py I  am  to  be  able  in  these  distant  regions  to  es- 
tal>li.sli  the  Apostleship  of  Praj'er. 

This  work  of  apostolic  charity  is  surely  one  of 
the  delicious  fruits  produced  by  the  adorable 
Heart  of  Jesus.  And  how  providential  this 
thought,  which  calls  all  Christians  to  combat  the 
enemies  of  God  and  the  Church,  by  union  of 
prayer  and  good  works. 

It  it  developed  in  the  epoch  when  the  Church 
is  attacked  by  most  powerful  enemies — mon;  vio- 
lent than  perhajjs  at  any  other  period;  but  it  is 
also  the  epoch  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  of 
which  the  Church  is  the  heavenly  messenger,  in 
multiplying  and  sending  to  every  part  of  the 
globe  apostles  of  charity. 

For  the  last  .seven  years,  obedience  has  estab- 
lished me  Visitor  of  the  Missions  of  Mary  in 
Oceanica.  I  have  visited  all  the  islands  and 
tribes  where  our  Congregation  labors  to  evan- 
gelize the  people,  even  to  the  savages  in  the  isl- 
ands of  the  South  Sea  ;  and  I  have  been  touched 
and  consoled  by  the  success  of  their  Apostleship. 
But  in  their  progress  they  (encounter  many  ene- 
mies and  great  obstacles.  It  is  difficult  to  con- 
vert pagans — and  untiring  zeal  and  vigilance  is 
neee.si«ry  to  maintain  in  the  faith,  and  advance 
in  the  Christian  life,  thei^e  new  convert.s.  One  of 
our  oldest  and  most  devoted  missionaries  writes 
me :  '  I  beg  you  to  obtain  many  prayers  for  us ;  we 
all  greatly  need  the  A])ostleship  of  Pmyer.  With- 
out grace  and  the  aid  of  prayers  we  can  do  nothing.' 

From  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  then,  Kev.  Father,  let 
us  ask  grace  to  ctmvert  the  infidels,  heretics  and 
sinners.  Pray  also  that  we  may  obtain  the  grace 
of  strength,  patience  and  al)negation,so  necessary 
to  the  missionary  in  his  ministry  wliere  privation.s, 
fatigue  and  trials  of  all  kinds  alxmnd.  if  the 
Bon  of  Man  permitted  the  enemy  to  tempt  his 
soul  and  overwhelm  it  with  S!idnesi4;  if  an  angel 
from  Heaven  came  to  comfort  the  Man-God  in  His 
agony,  and  we  also  imngiiie  how  the  missionary 
has  hi.s  days  of  sjulne.*<s  and  agony,  when  his 
courage  seems  almo.st  failing!  Jesus,  who  loves 
His  apostles  with  the  love  of  predilection,  will 
send  angels  to  C(»nsole  them,  but  it  is  not  neces- 
sary that  these  messengers  come  from  Heaven  ; 
the  As.sociate8  of  the  Aiwistleship,  by  the  fervor  of 
their  prayers,  will  be  the  blessed  angels  who  will 
restore  to  the  hearts  of  these  evangelical  laborers, 
strength,  devotedness,  and  the  spirit  of  sacrifice. 

All  the  Maria.st  Missicmaries  in  Oceanicn  are 
firmly  resolved  to  maintain  themselves  in  close 
uni<m  with  the  Associates  of  the  Apostleship  of 
Prayer. 


Apostleehip  of  Prayer  at  La  Trappe. 

In  reading  the  livfs  of  the  Fathers  of  the  desert 
we  in\dluntarily  regret  the  days  when  the  Church 
«>ffered  the  worhl  such  examples  of  devotion  and 
mortification.  How  the  silent  preaching  of  these 
illustrious  penitents,  who  formerly  peopled  the 
solitudes  of  Egypt,  would  strengthen  our  wa%-cr- 
ing  faith,  and  give  a  little  vigor  to  our  etTeniinate 
hearts!  In  burying  themselves,  a.s  it  were,  in 
those-  narrow  celLs — more  like  tonibs  than  human 
habitations  ;  in  pa.ssing  the  night  in  prayer  and 
meditation,  and  the  days  in  hard  labor ;  in  ob- 
serving a  perpetual  fast,  clothing  themselves  in 
hair-cloth,  excluding  all  recreations,  all  conversa- 
tions not  strictly  necessary,  and  yet  in  this  life  of 
mortification  preserving  their  hearts  full  of  ioy 
and  their  countenances  beaming  with  serenity, 
they  taught  the  degenerate  Romans  of  the  fourth 
century  how  the  enemy  of  the  spirit  can  subdue 
the  revolts  of  the  flesh,  and  how  the  hope  of 
eternal  goods  can  sweeten  the  bitterness  oi  the 
present  life.  We  too  need  this  double  lesson, and 
happily  for  our  age  there  yet  exists  some  places 
where  the  monsisteries  of  La  Trappe  replace  the 
Thebaide  ;  where  we  may  behold  the  daily  works 
of  mortification  and  penanc-c  united  with  the  holy 
joy  that  once  illuminated  the  deserts. 

At  the  present  time  the  community  of  La  Trappe 
comprises  thirty-one  houses  of  men  an<i  nine  of 
women.  We  now  speak  of  the  great  Abbey  of 
La  Trappe  in  France,  six  miles  from  Mortaguc. 
As  sight  of  human  habitation  vanished  and  we 
enter  the  forests  that  formerly  belonged  to  the 
monastery,  a  winding  road,  hiilden  beneath  the 
thick  shade  of  the  l)eech  trees,  hightens  the  im- 
pressions of  this  life  of  solitude,  and  completes 
the  isolation  of  the  inhabitants  of  this  new  para- 
dise from  the  profane  world. 

It  is  truly  a  new  world  which  opens  to  our  -new 
on  leaving  the  forest ;  to  the  left  several  lakes 
united  by  little  rivulets  reflect  in  their  tranquil 
waters  the  rays  of  the  sun  ;  gentle  image  of  the 
souls  whose  tranquility,  unruffled  by  agitating 
winds,  reflect  the  luminous  rays  of  divine  truths. 
Here  we  see  a  fine  building  of  recent  date  ;  this 
is  the  agricultural  colony,  of  which  we  will  have 
occasion  to  speak  hereafter;  farther  on,  vast  fields 
admirably  cultivate<l,  planted  with  apple  trees 
which  make  of  this  plain  an  immense  orchard  ;  to 
the  right  green  prairies  irrigated  by  the  waters 
of  the  lakes,  in  which  we  see  lierds  of  cows  ([uietly 
pasturing;  between  the  lakes  and  prairies,  a 
causeway  at  the  end  of  a  long  avenue,  shaded  on 
each  side  with  poplars,  leads  to  the  door  of  the 
Alonastery. 

But  the  emotion  produced  by  the  landscape  is 
effaced  by  others  more  impressive,  as  soon  as  we 
cross  the  threshold  of  the  house  of  God.  It  is  not 
the  edifice  itself  which  produces  these  emotions; 
built  with  scanty  means,  after  the  revolution,  it 
has  none  of  the  majesty  of  our  ancient  abbeys. 
But  what  is  wanting  in  the  material  edifice  is 
abundantly  compensated  by  the  beauty  of  the 
virtues  it  encloses.  If  Saint  Bernard  returned  in 
our  days  to  France,  he  would   not  regret  Clair- 
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vaux ;  here  be  would  find  himself  at  home,  where 
in  foil  rigor  his  rules  are  observed  as  in  their 
primitive  days.  After  the  revolution,  the  Con- 
gregation of  La  Trappe  restored  in  full  force  the 
prescriptions  of  Saint  Bernard,  and  the  Cistercian 
rule  is  still  in  all  its  severity.  We  will  indicate 
the  principal  points,  trusting  that  they  be  of  par- 
ticular interest  to  our  associates,  since  the  good 
Trappist  Fathers  have  given  the  interests  of  the 
Apostleship  of  Prayer  a  special  part  in  the  merit 
of  their  prayei^s  and  austerities. 

At  La  Trappe  the  fast  is  perpetual ;  even  on 
Sunday  nothing  is  taken  before  noon.  From 
September  until  Easter  the  fast  is  not  broken 
until  two  o'clock  ;  on  the  fast  days  of  the  Church 
the  repast  is  not  taken  until  three  o'clock,  and 
this  is  the  only  meal  in  the  twenty-four  hours. 
Nothing  is  taken  in  the  evening.  There  is  no  ex- 
ception to  this  rule  save  in  the  case  of  the  sick 
and  aged  who  are  in  the  infirmary,  and  young 
novices ;  the  latter  are  allowed  four  ounces  of 
bread  in  the  morning.  The  food  of  tiiis  one  meal 
is  scanty,  little  better  calculated  to  satisfy  nature 
than  the  fast  itself  Neither  meat,  eggs  nor  fish 
ever  find  a  place  in  the  refectory  of  La  Trappe. 
The  carps  which  the  lakes  of  the  monastery  fur- 
nish in  abundance  are  served  to  strangers ;  the 
religious  never  taste  them.  The  rules  only  allow 
vegetables  seasoned,  three  times  a  week  with 
milk  ;  the  other  four  days  salt  and  water  form 
the  only  expense  of  seasoning.  But  we  must  con 
fess  that  at  La  Trappe  the  sauce  which  rendered 
the  black  broth  of  Sparta  so  delicious  is  never 
wanting ;  twenty-four  foisting  hours — and  five,  at 
least,  of  hard  labor — seldom  fail  to  provide  a 
good  appetite. 

At  La  Trappe,  as  among  the  solitaries  of  Egypt, 
every  one  works.  But  here,  not  satisfied  with 
making  a  few  mats,  which  might  render  the  fasts 
of  the  ancient  anchorites  comparatively  easy,  the 
Trappists  devote  themselves  to  very  hard  agricul- 
tural labors.  From  the  Rev.  Father  Al)bot  to  the 
lay  brother,  all  are  by  turns  plowmen,  reapers 
and  gleaners. 

At  the  time  of  our  visit  all  were  engaged  in 
gathering  apples,  from  which  they  make  cider. 
The  Fathers,  in  their  white  habit,  tucked  up  to 
the  knee,  and  covered  with  their  black  Scapulars, 
share  everywhere  the  labor  of  the  lay  brothers  ; 
and  from  the  activity  they  all  displayed,  the  son 
of  the  peasant  could  not  be  distinguished  from 
the  man  of  rank  and  fortune.  It  seemed  that  on 
entering  La  Trappe  they  had  clothed  themselves 
with  another  nature  ;  delicate  constitutions,  in 
place  of  sinking  under  this  appalling  regime 
often  found  there  a  strength  before  unknown  to 
them.  We  were  assured  that  it  was  almost  an  un- 
heard-of thing  for  a  novice  to  leave  on  account  of 
his  health. 

This  phenomenon,  so  strange  at  first  sight,  is 
nevertheless  easily  explained.  It  is  evident  that 
the  greater  part  of  sicknesses  is  exiled  from  La 
Trappe,  with  intemperance,  their  fruitful  source ; 
we  also  see  that  the  two  great  remedies  of  Hip- 
pocrates, diet  and  exercise,  are  largely  admin- 
istered ;  finally,   the    preoccupations    and  moral 


shocks,  the  fatal  effi,'ct  of  our  state  of  society, 
which  so  often  materially  affect  health,  have  no 
place  in  this  empire.  La  Trappe  furnishes  one 
more  proof  of  tlie  vivifying  power  of  ('hristian 
mortification.  These  fervent  religious  undei'stand 
that  their  withdrawal  from  the  world  is  tlieir 
precious  treasure,  and  they  guard  it  with  a  jeal- 
ous care.  Even  those  who  have  the  charge  of  re- 
ceiving strangers,  absolutely  interdict  all  conver- 
tions  on  political  subjects.  The  others  preserve 
an  al)solute  silence.  When  necessity  obliges  them 
to  say  something  to  their  brothers  they  commu- 
nicate by  signs.  Neither  the  Fathers  nor  the 
Brothers  have  private  cells;  they  all  sleep  in  a 
dormitory,  the  Reverend  Father  Abbot,  with  the 
others,  and  their  bed  is  of  hard  straw,  on  which 
they  take  their  rest  without  ever  laying  aside 
their  every  day  religious  dress.  At  two  o'clock 
they  rise  for  matins,  and  on  festivals  at  midnight. 
Almost  all  time  not  devoted  to  manual  labor  is 
spent  in  the  choir. 

From  this  slight  sketch,  our  readers  will  easily 
understand  that  their  lives  bear  no  great  resem- 
blance to  the  Trappists.  Our  education  has  made 
us  so  delicate  that  we  can  scarcely  understand 
how  the  Ijody  can  be  reduced  to  such  a  state  of 
sei  vitude ;  nevertheless  this  life  is  not  only  possi- 
ble, it  is  also  happy  ;  a  thousand  times  more  hap- 
py than  the  life  of  the  slaves  of  sensuality. 

We  owe  them  deep  gratitude  for  the  part  they 
give  the  Apostleship  in  their  merits,  and  their  la- 
bors to  extend  its  diffusion.  The  many  guests 
who  visit  La  Trappe,  priests  in  particular,  know 
how  eflScacious  has  been  their  assistance  in  mak- 
ing known  its  power  and  many  date  their  associa- 
tion to  the  Apostleship  from  the  time  of  their 
visit  to  La  Trappe. 

All  the  Fathers  of  the  Order  take  a  lively  in- 
terest in  our  work,  and  the  intentions  of  each 
month  are  regularly  hung  up  in  a  conspicuous 
place,  where  they  cau  be  known  ])y  the  Brothers 
as  well  as  the  Fathers,  in  order  that  they  may  be 
made  the  subject  of  their  prayers  and  the  offering 
of  their  labor. 

Our  little  journal  {Hie  Messenger  of  the  Sacred 
Ileart),  is  read  aloud  in  the  refectory,  and  is  heard 
with  deep  interest;  and  we  were  able  to  judge 
ourselves  of  their  sympathy  in  the  work  when  we 
were  invited  to  speak  of  it  to  the  entire  commu- 
nity assembled  in  the  chapter-room.  We  shall 
never  forget  the  emotions  with  which  we  were 
penetrated  at  the  siglit  of  those  one  hundred  and 
fifty  religious,  clothed  in  their  majestic  white 
cowl,  their  Scapular,  and  large  woolen  cloak.  As- 
suredly it  was  not  difficult  to  speak  of  the  Ajwstle- 
ship  of  Prayer  to  men  whose  entire  life  is  but  an 
uninterrupted  exercise  of  the  Apostleship.  To  re- 
call its  efficacy,  merits  and  consolations  was  merely 
to  speak  of  the  crowns  they  conquered  every  day ; 
and  while  we  encouraged  them  to  fight  the  good 
fight,  it  was  impossible  for  us  not  to  feel  the  ef- 
fects of  the  example  of  those  who,  being  our 
masters,  wished  to  become  our  auditors.  What  we 
teach  they  practice;  their  part  is  without  ques- 
tion the  better  one,  and  we  beg  of  God  the  grace 
of  not  being  excluded  from  it. 
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OHILDBEN'S  DEPABTMENT. 
THE  MIBAOLE  OF  EL18HA. 

A   DIAIXML'E   rOK  Ol'Il   MITLE   BOYS. 

Willie — 

Come,  Master  Eddy,  play  with  us! 

Just  drop  that  pensive  look  ; 
For  cousin  Charlie's  here  you  see, 

Anil  you  must  leave  your  book. 
Eddt — 

Perhaps  you'll  choose,  dear  Charlie, 

A  seat  beside  me  here  ; 
It  is  tt  very  pleasant  story 

I  have  been  reading,  dear ! 
Charlie — 

A  story  !    If  it  is  a  story, 

I'll  jj;ladly  sit  with  you; 
I  love  to  hear  your  stories  so, 

Because  they're  always  true. 
Willie- 
Yes,  Eddy,  for  the  story  first. 

And  I  will  wait  the  fuu 
To  chase  the  meadow  bobolinks 

With  my  big  new  tin  gun — 
Eddy— 

I  was  just  reading  how  in  Shunem 

Once  lived  a  woman  great, 
Who  had  a  kind  and  generous  heart, 

Though  owning  vast  estate. 

How  to  her  house  Elisha  came. 

The  prophet  of  the  Lord, 
And  she  with  pious  gladness  heard 

His  pure  and  lioly  word. 

Methinks  I  see  the  tall  palms  wave 

Above  her  mansion  fair; 
Before  its  cedar  portals  stands 

The  good  man  welcomed  there. 

And  when  she  feared  that  he  might  shrink 

From  so  much  ])onij)  and  care, 
She  asked  her  husband  just  to  build 

For  him  a  chamber  there. 
Charlie— 

And  had  .she  little  boys  and  girls 

To  play  beneath  the  trees. 
Where  they  might  come,  to  kneel  with  her. 

Around  the  prophet's  knees? 
Eddy- 
Not  so  the  sjicred  story  runs ; 

Her  generous  love  to  share. 
This  kindly  matr<m  had  no  child. 

This  noble  house  no  heir. 

And  so  in  rich  reward  one  day 

For  all  her  kindness  done, 
The  prophet  called  her  to  his  door 

And  promised  her  a  son. 
Charlie — 

And  was  be  bom  ?  And  was  he  good  ? 

All  dutiful  and  mild  ; 
And  did  he  love  the  prophet  too? 

Was  he  a  holy  child? 
Eddy- 
Yes,  he  was  bom,  and  he  was  good. 

Was  dutiful  and  mild, 


And  loved  the  reverent  prophet  too, 

And  was  a  precious  child. 
But  one  sultry  summer  day, 

To  sec  the  reaper-train, 
This  little  son,  this  only  child, 

Flayed  'mid  the  bearded  grain. 
But  ah,  the  scorching  sunbeams  lit 

A  fever  in  the  brain ; 
His  little  hands  clasped  to  his  head, 

lie  sobbed  aloud  lor  pain. 
They  l>ore  him  to  his  mother's  arms; 

"  My  head  !  my  head  !  "  he  cried. 
And  moaned  up<Mi  her  lap  until 

At  hour  of  noon  he  died. 
Then  rose  that  mother  in  her  grief 

Up  with  that  precious  dead,    * 
And  silent  laid  him  down  upon 

The  prophet's  holy  bed. 
Great  faith  was  in  that  mother's  soul ; 

She  calmly  closed  the  door. 
And  left  her  dead  alone,  to  seek 

The  man  of  God  once  more. 
From  Caraiel's  heights  Elisha  saw 

The  woman  e'er  she  came. 
And  sent  his  servant  forth  to  ask 

Three  questions  in  his  name : 
Well  is  it  with  thy  husband  !  say? — 

The  prophet's  questions  fell  — 
Well  is  it  with  thee,  and  thy  child  ? — 

She  answered,  "  it  is  icell." 
But  when  she  near  the  prophet  drew. 

The  mother  in  her  soul 
Broke  through  the  barriers  of  awe, — 

She  wept  without  control. 
With  prayers  and  tears  she  clasped  his  feet, — 

Her  grief  was  .sore  to  see, — 
"  Agkeil  /,"  she  cried,  "  O  man  of  God ! 

Asked  I  a  child  of  tha:  f 
"  As  lives  the  Lord  !  as  lives  my  soul  I 

I  will  not  e'er  leave  thee, 
Unless  thou  hear  my  i)rayers,"  she  said, 

"  And  follow  after  me." 
And  as  the  prophet  reached  his  room. 

Still  dead  the  fair  child  lay  ; 
He  shut  the  door^uiKjn  them  twain. 

The  dead  and  him — to  pray. 
The  cold  flesh  wa.\es  warm  again, 

The  prophet  clasping  lies — 
The  fresh  breath  through  the  nostrils  creeps, 

He  opens  now  his  eyes — 
Without,  the  pallid  mother  stands. 

Alive  with  hf>pe.s  and  fears ; 
And  when  her  name  the  prophet  calls, 

O,  with  what  rapture  hears! 
And  when  she  found  her  child  alive,. 

What  thanks  her  warm  hiart  found; 
She  hastened  to  his  holy  feet, 

Bov^cd  to  the  very  ground. 
Charlie— 

I  think  because  that  woman  gave 

That  man  of  God  such  cure, 
A  reasiin  also  why  the  Lord 

Did  hear  his  holy  prayer. 
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I  think  'twill  learn  us  also,  too  ; 

Say,  Willie,.\vont  it  you, — 
For  those  who  teach  us  holy  things 

To  acts  of  kindness  do  ? 
Willie— 

O  yes,  dear  Charlie,  but  I  wish 

Some  prophet  just  lived  here, 
Who  when  we  grew  so  sick  and  died 

Might  to  our  help  appear. 
Eddy— 

Ah,  Willie,  that's  a  wish  that's  vain ; 

We  all  must  fade  and  die  ; 
And  when  that  solemn  hour  has  come, 

No  mortal  help  is  nigh. 
Yet  there's  a  Prophet  greater  far. 

Who  once  had  had  human  birth. 
Who  to  save  us  from  endless  death. 

Was  crucified  on  earth. 
And  there's  a  tender  Mother,  too, 

Who  sits  by  Him  aljove. 
And  even  little  children  share 

Her  watchful  care  and  love. 
This  Shunem  woman  is  her  type. 

Our  Lily  of  the  Word, 
And  she  is  Mother  to  us  all. 

Sweet  Mother  of  our  Lord ; — 
A  Mother  when  our  days  are  bright, 

And  all  things  pleasant  run  ; 
A  Mother  when  we  droop  and  die. 

Who  claims  us  for  her  Son. 

Grod  Loves  Little  Children. 

Come  now,  my  little  children,  the  Ave  Maria 
has  a  very  important  question  to  ask  you  this 
week.  It  is  this :  Do  you  often  think  of  God  and 
how  much  He  loves  little  children?  If  you  never 
have,  then  please  commence  right  away ;  and 
when  you  awake  in  the  morning,  or  play  among 
the  flowers,  or  under  the  shade  of  the  big  apple 
tree,  or  nestle  down  to  sleep  in  the  sweet  little 
beds  prepared  for  you  by  your  good  mothers,  think 
that  God  loved  you  all  so  very  much  that  He 
wanted  to  be  like  you,  so  He  became  a  little  child 
in  the  arms  of  Mary  His  Mother.  And  when  He 
grew  up  and  went  preaching  to  all  the  people  of 
Judea,  He  used  to  lay  His  hands  on  the  heads  of 
little  children  and  bless  them,  and  He  was  very 
angry  with  those  that  prevented  little  children 
from  coming  to  Him. 

Our  dear  Lord  loves  to  hear  the  sweet  voices  of 
little  children  speaking  to  Him  in  their  prayers ; 
and  the  prayers  of  a  good,  innocent  child  go  up 
to  Heaven  quicker  than  the  prayers  of  grown-up 
people.  God  loves  to  speak  to  children,  and  He 
has  often  spoken  words  to  them  that  He  would 
not  speak  to  any  body  else.  Listen,  and  I  will  tell 
you  about  Samuel,  and  some  time  you  may  read 
all  about  it  yourself  in  the  Bible,  and  how  the 
little  boy  became  a  great  priest  and  prophet  when 
he  grew  up  to  be  a  man. 

This  good  little  child  lived  with'a  very  old 
priest.  Almighty  God  wanted  to  say  something 
to  the  priest ;  but  He  would  rather  say  it  to  the 
child  and  let  the  child  tell  the  priest.  So  one 
night,  when  the  little  boy  was  fast  asleep,  God 
called  him  by  name,  "  Samuel !  "    This  awakened 


him.  He  did  not  know  that  it  was  the  voice  of 
God ;  but  he  thought  it  was  the  priest,  so  he  j  umped 
out  of  his  bed  and  went  to  liiiii,  siiying,  "Father, 
did  you  call  meV"  The  priest  answered,  "  No, 
my  child,  I  did  not  call  you  ;  go  back  to  your  bed 
and  go  to  slc.ep ;"  and  the  obedient  boy  did  as  he 
was  told.  In  a  little  while  he  heard  the  same 
voice  calling  him  again  and  again.  Each  time  he 
went  to  the  priest,  and  at  last  the  priest  said  to 
him,  "Perhaps,  my  child,  it  is  the  voice  of  God 
which  calls  you ;  so  if  you  hear  it  again,  say,'Speak, 
Lord,  for  Thy  servant  hears  Thee.'"  After  a  little 
while  he  heard  the  voice  again,  and  he  said  what 
the  priest  had  told  him.  Then  God  spoke  to  this 
good  boy  and  commanded  him  to  tell  the  priest 
what  he  had  heard. 

Now  you  see  how  God  loves  to  speak  to  inno- 
cent children,  and  you  may  be  sure,  dear  little 
children.  He  will  also  speak  to  you  if  you  will 
only  let  Him.  You  will  not  hear  His  voice  ia 
your  ears,  as  Samuel  did,  but  you  will  hear  it  in 
your  heart. 

A  few  years  ago  a  very  wonderful  thing  hap- 
pened on  a  high  mountain  in  France,  called  La 
Salette.  Many  people  in  that  country  were  very 
bad ;  they  used  to  swear  and  blaspheme  the  Holy 
Name  of  God,  and  they  did  not  keep  Sunday  holy. 
One  day  the  dear  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  our  Lady, 
the  Mother  of  Jesus  Christ,  was  seen  on  this  hill. 
The  light  of  Heaven  shone  around  her;  she  came 
with  tears  in  her  eyes,  to  tell  the  people  that,  if 
they  did  not  repent  of  their  sin.s,  God  would  send 
horrible  punishments  upon  them ;  and  to  whom 
do  you  think  the  Blessed  Virgin  spoke  V  Perhaps 
to  some  great  or  very  learned  men — not  at  all. 
She  spoke  to  two  little  children,  who  were  guard- 
ing their  flocks  upon  the  hill,  and  she  bade  them 
take  this  message  to  the  people. 

Many  hundreds  and  thousands  of  little  children 
have  loved  God  most  tenderly  when  they  were 
young ;  good  men  and  women  were  almost  always 
very  good  when  they  were  little  children.  When 
you  grow  older  we  want  you  to  read  the  life  of  a 
holy  priest,  called  M.  Vianny,  who  lately  died  in 
France,  after  converting  thousands  and  thousands 
of  people  and  working  many  miracles.  When  he 
was  only  three  years  old  he  used  to  go,  often  in 
the  day,  into  some  quiet  place  to  say  his  prayei"s. 
In  the  long  winter  evenings  he  would  sit  for  hours 
by  his  m.other's  side,  talking  with  her  of  God  and 
holy  things.  The  first  present  she  gave  him  was 
a  little  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  which  he 
would  not  exchange  for  all  the  toys  in  the  world. 

As  he  grew  older — about  eight  or  nine  years  of 
age — he  used  to  go,  with  his  young  companions, 
to  a  lovely  little  valley,  and  there,  by  the  side  of 
an  old  willow  tree,  he  would  make  a  little  altar 
and  place  on  it  his  precious  statue  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  ;  and  after  they  had  all  knelt  down  before 
it  and  recited  the  Hail  Mary,  he  would  rise  and 
gravely  address  the  others,  telling  them  how  much 
they  sheuld  always  love  the  Mother  of  God. 
Sometimes  the  others  grew  tired  and  ran  oflF  to 
play;  then  the  little  John  Mary  would  kneel  by 
his  dear  statue,  for  long  hours,  in  silent  prayer, 
oflFering,  through  the  sweet  heart  of  Mary,  his 
innocent  heart  to  God. 
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THE  CUBE  OF  AESAND  VOLTAIEE. 

The  house  of  Kelly  &  Piet  has  recently  Imported 
an  English  al)ri(lffment  of  the  life  of  the  saintly 
Onr6  of  Ars,  compiled  from  the  French  of  Al)l)<5 
Monnin.  We  regret  that  a  full  translation  of  the 
original  work,  in  two  volumes  octavo,  has  not 
been  given  to  the  English  reading  public  in  place 
f. "of  this  meager  synopsis.  It  is  one  of  those  rare 
works  that  captivate  the  hearts  of  all  Christians; 
of  a  beauty  and  simplicity  alike  charming  to  the 
unlearned  and  the  intellectual,  as  it  describes  the 
days  of  the  saintly  priest  whose  holiness  drew  the 
wise  and  sin»ple  in  crowds  to  his  humble  little 
country  parish. 

In  the  English  epitome  we  have  but  a  dry  skel- 
eton of  this  Saint  of  our  day.  The  fascinating 
chapters  upon  "his  amenity  of  character,  vivacity 
of  mind,  grace  of  conversation  and  amiable  repar- 
tees," are  cut  down  to  a  few  paragraphs.  The 
beautiful  chapter  on  his  devotion  to  the  Bles.sed 
Virgin  is  entirely  omitted.  From  the  original  we 
give  our  readers  the  portrait  of  Mr.  Vianney,  and 
the  points  of  resemblance  to  one  very  widely 
different  from  him — we  mean  Voltaire : 

The  venerable  Cur6  of  Ars  presented  in  hi-! 
person  all  the  characters  which  con.'^titute,  if  it  is 
permitted  to  use  the  expression,  the  phi/.iit>fiH/y  of 
the  SiiintK.  Holiness  is  fre<iuently  accom])anied 
by  exterior  signs,  scarcely  susceptible  of  l^eing  an- 
alyzed by  words;  it  \sfcU  nithcr  than  expressed. 

*  *  *  The  whole  sjiint  carries  Jesus  Christ 
in  him,  not  merely  in  his  soul,  but  in  his  body. 
Jesus  Christ  breathes  in  his  thotights  sentiments, 
acts,  and  even  in  the  expression  of  his  features, 
reproducing,  as  much  as  it  is  ]>ossiljle  in  the  human 
physiognomy,  the  dignity,  grace  and  loveliness  of 
the  Saviour.  The  whole  perw>n  of  the  sjiint  be- 
comes a  most  pure  and  dear  crystal  through  which 
shines  forth  the  glori«»us  and  Divine  form  of 
Christ  our  Lord  :  Tfuit  thf  Life  of  Jimiih  may  fie 
mttnij'rgtfd  in  our  mortal  fifxh.  (2  ('or.  iv,  2).  This 
fact  alone  renders  the  Divine  action  evident,  as  it 
were,  pnlpable  to  experience  and  even  to  scientific 
obsi'rvation.  It  is  a  ray  of  g-'ace,  the  intimate 
fusion  of  the  natural  and  supernatural,  the  show- 
ing forth  of  the  divinity  through  the  tnin.s])arent 
folds  of  the  Ijody.  And  such  is  the  power  of  this 
transformation  that  men  the  most  de.><titute  of  re- 
ligious feeling  are  subdued  by  the  ascendency,  ex- 
ercised on  all  around  them  l)y  the  saints.  They 
recognize  them,  they  know  not  why,  as  superior 
being*;  they  admire,  without  understanding  them, 
OS  those  who  have  been  born  blind  feel  the  rays 


of  the  sun  though  they  sec  them  not.  The  Car6 
of  Ars  was  favored  in  a  high  degree  with  the 
wonderful  gift  of  appearing,  to  the  eyes  of  all,  the 
image  of  Je.sus  Christ.  *  *  *  Without  think- 
ing it,  without  willing  it,  without  knowing  it, 
this  man  so  weak  in  l)odily  presence  drew  all 
within  the  sphere  of  his  attraction.  We  might 
say  of  him  that  he  had  a  system,  as  the  stars,  and 
that  his  simple  movement  regulated  the  gravita- 
tion of  the  thoughts  and  affections  of  his  satellites. 
Once  to  meet  his  eye  or  hear  his  voice,  was  to  be 
fa.scinatcil  by  his  look-  and  ^'ords ;  the  eye  was 
dazzled  and  the  ear  deaf  to  every  thing  else.  Men 
of  the  world,  accustomed  to  the  jKiwer  of  far  dif- 
ferent spells,  have  acknowledged  that,  after  they 
had  seen  the  Cur6  of  Ars,  his  image  .seemed  to 
haunt  them ;  his  remembrance  followed  them  in 
all  places,  and  they  could  think  of  nothing  else. 

His  hair  fell  thick  and  long,  as  a  white  aure- 
ola, round  that  calm  expressive  face ;  beneath  the 
sweet  majestic  expression  of  which  might  be  dis- 
cerned some  traces  of  the  rusticity  ot  his  early 
life — a  rusticity  tempere<l  and  sul)dued  by  l.>enev- 
olence.  It  was  but  the  frail  transparent  covering 
of  a  soul  which  no  longer  belonged  to  earth.  The 
eyes  alone  Ix'tokened  life,  they  shone  with  an  ex- 
ceeding luster;  there  was  a  kind  of  supernatural 
fire  in  Mr.  V^ianney's  glance  which  continually 
varied  in  intensity  and  expression.  That  glance 
dilated  and  sparkled  when  the  saintly  Cur<5  spoke 
of  the  love  ot  God  ;  the  thought  of  sin  veiled  it 
with  a  mist  of  tears;  it  was  by  turns  sweet  and 
piercing,  terrible  and  loving,  childlike  and  pro- 
found. When  fixed  upon  any  one,  it  was  a  very 
furnace  of  tenderness  and  compa.ssion  ;  it  had  that 
niysterious  attraction  iK-stowed  by  our  Lord  upon 
the  eyes  which  are  continually  rai.'sed  to  Him. 

Next  to  the  eyes,  the  profile  was  most  remarka- 
ble, the  lines  of  which  were  bold,  harmonious  and 
welldefinetl.  Although  the  sweetness  and  seren- 
ity of  his  face,  betokened  the  divine  peace  that 
dwelt  within,  its  characteristic  and  familiar  ex- 
pression when  at  rest,  was  that  supernatural  mel- 
ancholy which  belong  to  the  constant  sentiment 
of  the  invisible  while  yet  in  this  vi.sible  sphere.  It 
was  deepened  by  the  habitual  contact  with  sm 
and  sorrow,  impressing  many  a  bitter  thought 
upon  his  soul,  and  casting  their  mournful  reflec- 
tion upon  his  countenance.  But  wlun  he  came 
forth  from  that  habitual  state  of  recollection  to 
converse  with  man,  it  was  with  a  bright  and  gra- 
cious smile,  ever  ready  to  respond  to  every  look 
that  was  turned  upon  him ;  there  was  not  one  of 
his  features  that  did  not  suiile. 
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Every  one  remarked  the  striking  resemblance 
between  the  maskoCMr.  Vianney  and  that  of  Vol- 
taire. We  say  mank,  for  the  physiognomy  was 
widely  different.  Place  the  bust  of  the  CurC  of 
Ars  beside  the  frightful  statue  whicli  ornaments 
the  ante-chamber  of  the  chateau  of  Ferney,  and 
one  is  immediately  impressed  with  the  rescm- 
biuiice  of  the  lines.  But  the  contrast  of  the  ex- 
pressions is  no  let^s  strikingly  diffcrint. 

"There  are,"  says  Father  Gratry,  "human  faces 
which  seeni  luminous,  etherealized,  expressions 
simple,  open  and  expanded  by  an  overflowing 
love.  Others  are  double,  and  .seem  contracted  and 
destroyed  by  deadly  passions.  The  first,  trans- 
parent, and  as  clear  as  day;  the  second,  enigmati- 
cal, complicated  and  hidden;  the  latter  repulse 
and  frighten ;  the  former  attr.nct,  and  little  chil- 
dren on  the  bosnin  of  their  mothers  turn  confiding- 
ly to  them,  and  nestle  in  their  arms.  Simplicity 
of  expression  and  countenance!  Duplicity  of  ex- 
pression and  countenance !  Proud,  voluptuous 
look ;  despicable  and  contemptible  ugliness,  when 
accompanied  with  weakness;  satunic  igline.'^s,  if 
strength  unites  them.  Pure  and  limpid  expres- 
sion full  of  love ;  goodness  and  gracious  beauty, 
ifweakncss  accompanies  it;  celestial  beauty,  if  both 
be  sustained  by  bonds  of  strength  and  courage. 
By  expression  I  speak  of  the  soul  as  ex{)ressedby 
the  body.  The  gospel  says '  If  your  eye  be  simple.' " 

This  contrast  could  not  possibly  l)e  better  ex- 
pressed than  in  the  faces  of  the  Cur6  of  Ars  and 
the  infidel  old  man  of  Ferney,  notwithstanding 
the  strikingly  marked  resemblance  between  the 
busts  of  those  two  persons. 

Is  it  not  a  subject  worthy  of  remark  that,  in 
the  same  country,  with  an  interval  of  one  hundred 
years  between  their  existance,  these  two  men 
reached  so  brilliant  a  renown  by  a  path  so  entire- 
ly opposite?  That  their  names  have  rendered  cel- 
ebrated two  villages  obscure  and  unknown  before 
their  time?  Ars  and  Ferney  haVe  become  synon- 
imous  with  the  two  extremes  in  morals — the 
poles,  as  it  were,  of  love  and  hatred  !  The  eigh- 
teenth century  ran  to  Ferney,  the  nineteenth  to 
Ars.  And  notwithstanding  the  contrary  signs, 
and  the  dark  clouds  which  are  gathering  and  seem 
to  threaten  the  futuie,  we  see  many  evidences  of 
the  triumph  of  truth  in  our  age.  Ars  is  destroy- 
ing Ferney.  And  in  considering  the  strong  re- 
semblance between  tiiese  two  men,  in  whom  are 
personified,  in  the  highest  degree,  the  love  and 
hatred  of  Jesus  Clirist,  we  are  reminded  of  divine 
wisdom  playing  with  the  tilings  of  earth:  Ludens 
in  orbe  terrarum. 

Ferney  very  soon  forgot  Voltaire,  but  Ars  will 
not  so  soon  forget  her  y)astor.  In  times  to  come,  not 
Ars  alone,  but  the  entire  world,  will  sjjcak  of  the 
humble  priest,  will  relate  his  works,  exalt  his  vir- 
tues, glorify  his  memory,  and  preserve  his  portrait 
in  places  where  neither  the  portrait  of  Voltaire 
nor  any  of  his  admirers  will  ever  enter.  The 
pastor  of  Ars  will  live,  after  all  contemporary 
things  the  most  stable,  most  beautiful  and  grand 
will  have  past  away  forever.  He  will  live  the  life 
of  memory  promised  to  the  just,  which  is  the  re- 
compense of  time,  the  avant  courriere  of  eternity. 


But  we  cannot  leave  this  portrait  of  the  Cur6  of 
Ars  without  surrounding  it  with  the  framework 
of  his  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  placing 
before  it  some  of  the  flowers  of  piety  he  daily 
planted  in  the  hearts  of  his  penitents  for  this  good 
Mother.     lie  literally  breathed  the  love  Mary. 

The  Cur6  of  Ars  particularly  recommended 
three  devotions:  devotion  to  the  Passion  of  our 
Lord  and  to  the  Iloly  Eucharist,  devotion  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  and  devotion  to  the  Souls  in 
Purgatory. 

lie  said  his  Mass  at  the  altar  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  whenever  it  was  in  his  power,  and  he 
never  omitted  saying  it  on  Saturdays.  Every  day 
he  recited  the  i^<7/«u  C(di  in  thanksgiving  for  the 
favors  he  received  through  !Mary.  Every  evening 
after  night  prayers  (said  with  his  parishioners  in 
the  church)  he  recited  aloud  the  beads  of  the  Im- 
maculate Conception.  On  his  first  arrival  at  Ars, 
he  organized  an  association  of  prayers  in  honor 
of  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God.  The  fundamental 
practice  consisted  in  reciting  an  Ave  Maria  when- 
ever the  clock  struck,  with  the  invocation  "  Blessed 
be  the  most  holy  and  Immaculate  Conception  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  Mother  of  God.  O  Mary, 
may  all  the  nations  glorify  thee  and  may  all  the 
earth  invoke  and  bless  thy  Immaculate  Heart." 
This  pious  practice  he  never  omitted ;  and  in  or- 
der tLat  all  his  parishioners  wcmld  faithfully  ob- 
serve it,  he  placed  a  large  clock  in  the  steeple 
which  could  be  heard  all  over  the  village. 

By  the  title  of  devout  servant  of  Mary,  M.  Vi- 
anney was  first  known  to  his  parishioner,*,  and  he 
made  use  of  CAX-ry  means  to  increase  the  devotiim 
to  Mary.  Even  before  the  commencement  of  the 
pilgrimages,  her  festivals  were  celebrated  with 
great  pomp  at  Ars  ;  the  communions  were  numer- 
ous, the  ofRcc'S  solemn,  and  the  sermons  most 
touching.  This  religious  animation,  the  fruit  of 
the  example  of  the  saintly  pastor,  continued  con- 
•stantly  to  increase.  On  the  days  dedicated  to  the 
Mother  of  God,  there  was  always  a  greater  num- 
ber of  strangers  than  usual  at  Ars.  Her  image 
was  seen  everywhere — in  front  of  the  church,  over 
the  door,  and  also  in  the  houses. 

The  heart  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  the  refuge 
of  the  Curg  of  Ars  in  all  his  troubles — the  arsenal 
from  which  he  constantly  borrowed  the  wea])on8 
he  u.«ed  against  his  internal  enemies.  One  of  the 
exercises  he  inost  frequently  reconmiended  was  a 
novcna  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Mary.  "  I  have  so 
often  drawn  iVom  this  source,"  he  would  say, 
"that  it  would  have  been  long  since  exhausted,  if 
it  were  not  inexhaustible."  In  his  instructions  he 
never  wearied  in  speaking  of  this  heart  so  pure, 
so  beautiful  and  so  good — the  wojk  and  delight 
of  tlie  Holy  Trinity. 

"  The  Father  delights  to  regard  it  as  His  mas- 
ter-piece, as  we  love  our  own  work,  particularly 
when  it  is  avcU  done ;  the  Son  regards  it  as  the 
lieart  of  His  Mother,  from  whicli  He  drew  the 
blood  that  redeemed  us,  and  the  Holy  Ghost  re- 
gards it  as  His  temple."  "  The  heart  of  tliis  good 
Slother  is  but  love  and  mercy.  She  wishes  only 
to  see  us  happy.  To  be  heard  favorably,  it  is  only 
necessarv  to  invoke  her." 
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"Ool  «()  lovfil  us  ns  to  die  fir  «»:  but  in  the 
heart  of  the  Sarioiir  is  justice,  tlio  attribute  oI'G'hJ  ; 
in  llie  nieswd  Virgiuswe  fiml  but  uierey." 

"The  t!;re:it(?r  siimers  we  are,  the  greatcff  lur 
compassion  ami  teUih-rness  for  u-<." 

*'Tlie  rhild  tl|^t  cost  t lie  most  tears  to  the 
mother  is  the  (h'arcst  to  her  liiart.  Does  she  not 
rush  to  the  resent  of  the  wrakest  and  most  ex- 
pojK'd  ?  In  an  hospital  does  not  the  pliysieian 
give  his  greatest  attention  to  the  most  uringerous 
cjises  y" 

"  Hehold  how  ftix>d  is  the  Blessed  Virpin  !  Her 
great  servant,  IJernard,  often  said  JLtil  M'iry ; 
and  one  <lny  this  good-  Mother  replied:  'Ilail, 
my  son,  Hu-rnard  1' " 

"  Devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  tender, 
sweet  and  nourishing." 

"When  wc  speak  of  earthly  things  wc  soon 
grow  weary.  When  we  speak  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin it  is  always  refreshing,  never  tires." 

"  The  Are  Sfuria  is  a  i>rayer  that  never  wearies." 
"Wc  never  enter  a  house  without  speaking  to 
the    porter;  let    us   not    forgot,  then,  that    the 
Blessed  Virgin  is  the  portress  of  heaven." 

"  When  we  wi>h  to  make  an  offering  to  a  dis- 
tinguislied  iktsoii,  we  present 'it  througli  the  me- 
dium of  a  favorite  friend,  in  order  that  our  hom- 
age may  Ik*  the  more  agreeable.  In  like  manner, 
when  we  present  our  j>rayers  througlj  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  they  obtain  altogether  a  different  merit, 
l»ecaiise  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  the  only  persr>n  that 
never  offended  God.  All  that  the  Son  asks  the 
Father  is  granted  ;  all  that  the  Mother  asks  the 
Son  is  equally  grunted." 

"  When  our  liands  have  touched  aromatics,  they 
render  fragrant  all  that  they  in  turn  touch*; 
let  us  then  pass  our  piijyers  througli  Mary's  hands 
and  she  will  make  them  fragrant. 

"I  think  that  at  the  end  of  the  world,  the 
Ble&scd  Virgin  Avill  be  tran(|uil ;  but.  as  long  as 
the  worM'  lasts,  nhf.  in  dniicn  to  all  siden.  The 
Ble8sc<l  Virgin  is  like  a  mother  witha  great  many 
children  ;  she  is  continually  occupied  with  one  or 
another." 

'*  Twice  has  the  Blessed  Virgin  given  us  birth  ; 
at  the  Incarnation  and  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross, 
hence  she  is  doubly  mother." 

"  The  Blessed  Virgin  is  often  compared  to  a 
mother,  but  she  is  a  great  deal  I  utter  than  the 
very  best  mother:  for  the  very  kindest  mother 
punishes  her  child,  when  it  causes  her  displeas- 
ure; she  even  whips  it,  thinking  to  do  it  goTul. 
But  the  Blessed  Virgin  does  not  act  in  this  man- 
ner ;  she  is  so  good  that  she  ever  deals  lovingly 
with  us  and  never  puni.slus." 

"The  prophets  jmblished  the  glory  of  Mary 
before  her  birth,  they  compared  her  to  the  sun. 
And  the  appearance  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  may 
well  be  compared  to  the  beautiful  sun  on  a  foggy 
day." 

•*  The  Son  has  his  justice ;  the  Mother  only  her 
love." 

"  Before  her  coming,  the  wrath  of  Gknl  hung 
over  our  heads,  as  a  sword  ready  to  strike  us ;  as 
SfKin  as  the  Blessed  Virgin  appeared  on  the  earth 
His  wrath  was  appeased.     She  knew  not  that  she 


j  was  to  become  the  Mother  of  Go(l,  and  when  she 
was  a  little  child  nhe  used  to  »ay:  'When  then 
shall  I  »ee  that  lM<autiful  creature  who  ti  t<i  betho 
Mother  of  God  ♦' " 

'*  All  the  saints  had  great  devotion  to  the  Blens- 
ed  Virgin,  an<l  every  grace  that  couie<  from 
Heaven  passes  through  her  hands.  A  HJiint  one 
day  a.sked  her  what  slie  preferred  wc  sliouM  ven- 
erate in  her,  and  she  replied:  'My  Innnaeiilnt<» 
Purity,  it  is  ttio  inea*is  of  ol)taining  all  things.'" 
Mr.  Viann<  y  continually  thanked  God  the  Fa- 
ther for  having  made  the  Ble»<s<'fl  Virgin  so  great, 
60  beautiful,  and  so  giod  !  With  a  heart  burning 
with  her  love,  he  bles.sed  our  Saviour  for  her  Im- 
maculate Conception  ;  he  con^riitulaUl  the  Holy 
Ghost  for  the  glory  which  rettirne<l  to  Him  from 
the  saintless  purity  of  His  Spouse.  Th'Jae  were 
his  favorite  devotions. 

To  encounige  the  devotion  of  the  Rosary,  he 
often  related  that  Saint  Dominic  was  prcachln'.? 
one  day  in  a  church,  when  one  of  his  nlationa 
entered  with  his  .suite:  and  this  man  appeared  so 
hideous  in  the  eyes  of  that  Sniiit  that  he  could 
not  help  speaking  of  it  in  a  loud  voice.  Every 
one  bec^ime  afraid  of  him  ;  his  wife,  children  ami 
neighbors  fled  from  his  presence.  Saint  Dominic 
induced  him  to  recite  the  Rosary,  and  a^*  soon  as 
he  did  so,  the  demons  who  surrounded  him  fled 
away,  and  his  face  resumed  its  ordinary  expression. 
Another  of  Mr.  Vianney's  favorite  examples  was 
the  following:  "There  was  a  good  saint  who  was 
always  .s:»ying  '  Holy  Mary,  pray  for  me  now  and  at 
the  liour  f)f  my  death.'  One  day  he  heard  the 
Blessed  Vi'gin  reply,  "  Do  you  wish  to  ome  with 
me  to  paradi-f- *"  "To  paradise  I — to  pani<iise!  — 
to  par.idisi.' !' he  exclaimed,  and  died;  with  tears 
gushing  from  his  eyes,  the  CurC  of  Ars  added, 
"Oh  !  how  beautiful  to  die  in  this  way." 

To  complete  the  contrast  between  the  two  men 
whose  busts  so  clo.scly  resemble  each  other,  and 
to  show  to  what  opposite  extremes  the  .«jime  qual- 
ities in  the  heart  of  man  are  carried  by  nature 
and  grace,  wc  turn  from  the  fasi-inating  life  of 
the  Cur6  of  Ars  to  give  our  readers  the  celebrated 
critique  and  portrait  of  V<>ltaire  as  drawn  by  the 
artistic  hand  of  Count  Joseph  De  Maistre. 
"The  immoderate  admiration  with  which  so  many 
have  surrounded  Voltaire  is  the  infallible  sign  of 
corrupt  hearts.  And  if  any  one  on  entering  a  li- 
brary feels  drawn  toward  the  icork-i  of  Fertuy,  he 
may  be  assured  that  God  does  U(  t  love  him.  Ec- 
clesiastical authority  is  frequently  riiliculed  for 
condemning  books  in  odium  nutorin  ;  yet,  nothing 
is  more  just  than  to  ri'fune  the  honors  of  genivn  to 
those  trho  abuse  its  gifts.  It  this  law  was  severely 
observed  we  should  scon  see  these  empoisoned 
works  disappear ;  but  since  their  promulgation 
docs  not  deix^nd  upon  us,  let  us,  at  least,  guard  . 
against  an  excess  much  more  reprehensible  than 
we  believe — that  of  exalting  l>eyond  measure 
these  guilty  writers,  especially  Voltaire.  He  pro- 
nounced his  own  judgment  when  he  wrote — 
"  Un  esprit  corrompv  tw/ut  jamnis  sublirnf." 
A  corrupt  heart  was  never  sul)lime. 
This  is  literally  true ;  Voltaire,  then,  with  his  hun- 
dred volumes  was  only  pretty.     I  except  in  trag- 
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edy,  where  the  nature  of  the  work  forced  him 
to  express  noble  sentiments  wiiich  were  foreign  to 
liis  cliaracter;  and  even  on  this  scene  of  his  tri- 
umph he 'cannot  deceive  the  experienced  e\'e.  In 
his  best  pieces  he  bears  tlie  same  rescmbhmce  to 
his  two  great  rivals  that  a  cunning  hypocrite 
bears  to  a  saint.  I  do  not  contest  his  (Iramatic 
merit,  but  I  maintain  my  fir%t  assertion  that 
whenever  Voltaire  speaks  in  his  own  name  he  is 
merely  pretty  (I  can  find  no  better  word).  Noth- 
ing can  warm  liim,  not  even  the  battle  of  Fonte- 
noy!  I  cannot  bear  with  the  exaggeration  of 
calling  him  univerMil.  There  are  wonderful  excep- 
tions to  his  vniversal  genius.  In  his  odes  he  is 
dull.  This  is  not  surprising,  for  impiety  had 
quenched  forever  in  his  heart  the  divine  flame  of 
enthusiasm ;  he  is  not  only  dull  but  ridiculous  in 
the  lyrical  drama,  his  ear  being  as  absolutely 
closed  to  the  beauties  of  harmony  as  his  eye  was 
to  those  of  art.  In  the  style  of  writing  most  an- 
alagous  to  his  natural  character,  he  drags,  conse- 
quently he  is  cold,  and  often  heavy  and  coarse, 
not  above  mediocrity  in  comedy,  for  the  wicked 
can  never  be  comic.  For  the  same  reason  he  knew 
not  how  to  write  an  anagram — the  least  mouthful 
of  his  gall  spreading  over  no  less  than  a  hundred 
verses.  If  he  attempts  satire,  he  slides  into  libel. 
In  history  he  is  insupportable,  notwithstanding 
his  art,  elegance  and  grace  of  style,  for  no  qual- 
ities can  replace  gravity,  good  faith  and  dignity, 
which  constitute  the  life  of  history,  and  in  these 
he  is  wholly  deficient.  Of  his  epic  poem  I  have 
no  right  to  speak  ;  to  judge  a  book  it  must  be 
read,  and  to  read  it  one  must  be  awake.  A  drowsy 
monotony  spreads  over  the  greater  part  of  his 
writings,  which  have  but  two  objects — the  bible 
and  its  enemies;  he  blasphemes  or  he  insults. 
His  pleasantry,  so  vaunted,  is  far  from  being  irre- 
proachable. The  laugh  it  excites  has  nothing 
genuine,  it  is  a  grimace. 

Have  you  never  remarked  that  the  Divine  ana- 
thema is  written  upon  his  face  ?  After  so  many 
years  it  still  strikes  the  -eye.  Go  and  look  at  his 
face,  as  seen  in  the  palace  of  the  Hermitage  !  I 
never  see  it  without  being  thankful  that  it  has 
not  been  transmitted  to  us  by  the  chisel  of  a  Gre- 
cian sculptor,  which  might  perhaps  have  been  able 
to  throw  a  certain  hcdu  ideal  around  it.  As  it  stands 
now,  all  is  natural.  There  is  as  much  truth  in 
this  head  as  there  was  in  the  mould  taken  from 
his  corpse.  Look  at  that  abject  forehead,  that 
never  knew  the  blush  of  modesty  ;  those  two  ex- 
tinguished craters,  that  still  seem  to  boil  over  with 
hatred  and  lasciviousness ;  that  mouth — I  am 
wrong,  but-  it  is  not  my  fault — I  should  rather 
say  that  frightful  rictus  (sardonic  grin),  running 
from  ear  to  ear,  and  those  lips  pinched  with  piti- 
less malice  as  a  tightened  bow^  ready  to  dart  sar- 
casm and  blasphemy.  Do  not  speak  to  me  of  this 
man ;  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  him.  Ah,  what  evil 
he  has  done  !  Like  that  insect,  the  scourge  of  our 
gardens,  which  inflicts  its  deadly  sting  on  the 
very  roots  of  our  most  precious  plants,  Voltaire 
with  his  sting  is  equally  fatal  to  the  two  roots  of 
society,  women  and  young  men  ;  he  impregnates 
them  with  his  poisons,  which  they  transmit  from 


generation  to  generation.  His  stupid  admirers  in 
vain  seek  to  confound  us  with  sonorous  tirades 
in  which  he  has  spoken  well  of  the  most  vener- 
ated objects ;  they  do  not  palliate  the  remainder; 
These  willfully  blind  defenders  do  not  see  that 
they  complete  the  condeninufton  of  the  guilty 
writer.  If  Fenelon,  Avith  the  ^inie  pen  that  por- 
trayed the  joys  of  Elysium,  had  written  "  The 
Prince,'''  he  would  have  been  a  thousand  times  more 
wicked  and  guilty  than  Much  iaval.  The  great  crime 
of  Voltaire  Ij- the  abuse  of  talent,  and  the  delib- 
erate prostitution  of  a  genius  created  for  celebrat- 
ing God  and  virtue.  He  cannot  be  excused,  as 
many  others,  on  account  of  his  youth,  levity,  or  the 
violence  of  his  passions — not  even  by  the  sad 
weakness  of  human  nature.  Nothing  can  absolve 
him;  his  corruption  is  of  a  species  that  belongs 
exclusively  to  himself;  it  is  rooted  in  the  most 
minute  fibres  of  his  heart,  and  fortified  with  all 
the  strength  of  the  understanding.  Ever  united 
to  sacrilege,  it  defies  God  while  it  seeks  the  ruin 
of  man.  With  an  nnequaled  fury  this  insolent 
blasphemer  declared  himself  the  personal  enemy 
of  Jesus  Christ ;  lie  dared,  from  the  depths  of  hia 
nothingness  to  ridicule  His  name,  and  the  adora- 
ble Law  brought  to  the  earth  by  the  Man-God  he 
called  infamous. 

Abandoned  by  God,  the  greatest  of  all  punish- 
ments, he  knows  no  restraint.  Other  cynics  aston- 
ished virtue — Voltaire  astonishes  vice.  He  plunged 
into  the  mire,  wallows  in  it,  inebriates  himself 
with  it ;  he  delivers  his  imagination  to  the  entliu- 
siasm  of  hell,  which  gives  him  all  its  strength  to 
drag  him  to  the  very  limits  of  evil.  He  invents 
prodigies,  monsters  before  which  we  grow  pale. 
Paris  crowned  him — Sodom  would  have  banished 
him !  Insolent  profaner  of  the  universal  language 
and  its  greatest  names !  How  can  I  describe  the 
feelings  with  which  he  inspires  me?  When  I  re- 
flect upon  what  he  could  have  done,  and  what  he 
has  done,  his  inimitable  talents  inflame  me  with 
a  sort  of  holy  anger  for  which  I  have  no  name. 
The  last  of  men — meaner  than  the  meanest  of 
those  who  love  him — suspended  between  admira- 
tion and  horror,  I  sometimes  would  wish  to  raise 
him  a  statue !  !  ! — by  the  hand  of  the  hangman — 
par  la  main  du  hourreau. 

It  is  not  our  fault  if  the  name  of  Voltaire  has 
found  a  place  in  the  columns  of  the  Ave  Maria, 
Shades  are  needed  even  in  the  most  brilliant  paint- 
inge.  But  we  have  not  done  with  him  yet  The 
striking  similarity  in  some  points  between  him  and 
the  saintly  Cur^  of  Ars — which  is  so  graphically 
portrayed  in  the  Abb6  Monnin's  life  of  the  latter — 
we  beg  to  extend  to  the  end,  and  show  our  readers 
how  wide  a  difiierence  is  to  be  found  between  the 
servants  of  Mary  and  the  enemies  of  her  Divine 
Son,  especially  and  above  all,  at  the  supreme  mo- 
ment that  closes  the  career  of  vice  and  virtue. 
Mr.  Vianney  died  the  death  of  a  saint ;  Voltaire 
died  the  frightful  death  of  a  reprobate ;  the  for- 
mer amid  the  tears  and  blessings  of  a  nation,  the 
latter  amid  scenes  of  horror,  making  his  death- 
chamber,  as  it  were,  the  vestibule  of  hell. 

O  man !  consider  the  end  of  thy  ways  and  be 
wise ! 
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SAINT  MAETHA.— July  29th. 

8aint  Murtliu  of  tlu-  busy  hiin<i  find  ^t>ncTou8  heart, 
Quick  step  ami  l>ciuning  rye; 
Give  courage  tor  our  daily  works. 
Ami  at  our  dcntli  lie  nij^h. 
The  Feast  of  Saint  Martha  falls  u|K»n  the  29th, 
the  day  of  our  present  issue.  This  saintly  hostess 
of  our  dear  Lord  appears  to  be  soircely  known  or 
revered  anion^  the  Christiaus  of  our  day,  yet  she 
is  one  of  the  most  celebrated  Saints  of  the  first 
epoch  of  Christianity,  one  of  the  ehttsen  few  who 
lived  in  familiar  intercourse  with  our  IJleSsed 
Mother.  And  inasmuch  as  the  imperfection  of 
being  '•  troubled  about  many  things,"  for  which 
she  was  lovingly  chided  by  our  Lord  in  the  first 
days  of  her  conversion,  is  the  characteristic  of 
our  own  age,  it  will  not  be  amiss  to  bring 
Saint  Martha  before  the  readers  of  the  Ave  Ma- 
RiA,  ajid  sliow  what  great  things  this  natural  ac- 
tivity, when  purified  l)y  grace,  enabled  her  to  do. 
She  should  l)e  «me  of  the  saints  of  our  choice,  for 
she  was  one  of  the  first  friends  and  pupils  of  the 
Blessed  3Iother  of  God  ;  one  who  had  the  best  op- 
portunities to  learn  and  to  imbibe  the  spirit  and 
virtues  of  our  IJIcssed  Mother.  Let  us  go  back 
to  pa.st  ages  and  learn  how  to  Mary's  lovers  this 
sweet  Saint  has  shown  the  road  ;  and  then  may 
we  learn  from  her  to  love  the  Mother  of  our 
Divine  Re«leemer. 

In  the  territory  of  Jeru.salem  is  situated  the 
little  town  of  Bethany,  so  often  mentioned  in  the 
Gospel,  celebrated  for  the  frequent  visits  of  the 
Saviour,  consecrated  by  the  hospitality  which  He 
there  received,  illustrated  by  the  miracles  He  ope- 
rated, and  by  the  tears  He  shed.  In  this  little  town 
was  born  the  ble-ssed  Martha,  the  venerable  host- 
ess and  most  devoted  servant  of  the  Son  of  God. 
Her  father  was  a  Syrian  by  birth,  and  illustri- 
ous not  only  by  the  nobility  of  his  family  but 
also  by  the  im])ortant  offices  he  ht*ld.  He  was 
one  of  the  satraps  of  the  province,  governor  and 
prince  of  Syria  and  all  the  maratime  country. 

Saints  Martha,  Mary  and  Lazarus  posses.sed  re- 
markable talents,  and  a  perfect  knowledge  of  He- 
brew letters,  in  which  they  had  been  thoroughly 
instructed.  The  three  were  remarkable  for  beauty 
of  person,  gentle  and  engaging  inanuera,  and  the 
charms  of  elocution.* 
^  Being  of  nobfe  race  and  illustrous  birth,  they 
Enjoyed  by  right  of  inheritance  a  ricli  patrimony 
and  large  possessions.  They  owned  valuable  prop- 
.  erty  iu  Jerusalem,  and  three  other  estates — one  m 
Bethany  of  Judea,  about  two  miles  from  Jerusa- 
lem :  Magdalen,  in  Galilee,  on  the  Sea  of  Genes- 
ereth,  and  another  in  Bethany  beyond  the  Jordan, 
where  Suint  John  administered  baptism.  Martha 
being  the  eldest,  by  the  desire  of  the  others  took 
the  principal  charge,  and  made  a  noble  use  of  her 
riches,  she  never  married.  Her  amiability  and 
gentleness  rendered  her  universally  beloved.  She 
was  most  chariti^ble  to  the  poor,  and  enjoyed  the 

•Thin  sketch  will  teem  wondcrfiil,  atid  perhapo  new  to  many 
of  our  r»'tiii<r»  lull  in  ^Mi..t.i„.-..  it  in  afl  contained  In  a  rare 
and  valiiii'  umtnts  IiifiiUn  df  Saiitte 
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I  respect,  \teneration  and  admiration  of  all  on  ac- 

i  cotint  of  her  ijreat  riches,  and  her  rare  Uauty  and 

modesty.     Add  to  this  her  unbounded  lit>erality 

'  and    hospitality,  and   we   have  the  character  of 

Martha.     When  the  days  of  our  Lord's  mortal  life 

were  coming  to  a  dose,  in  going  to  Jerusalem  He 

tarried  with  the  two  sisters  and  I>azarus.     It  was 

at  this  time  our  Divine  Lord  addressed  her  those 

I  well-known  wwrds:    "  Martha,  Martha,  thou  art 

\  eager  al>out  many  things,"  Arc.     Tliis  repetition 

'  of  lur  name  is  a  mark  of  His  love  for  Martha,  for 

on  account  of  her  alms  and  charity  He  had  great 

affection  for  h<r.     Our  Lord  did  not  blame  the 

life  of  Martha,  while   exalting  Mary's.     For  if 

!  Martha  had  been  reprehensible  in  preparing  ^he 

repast  of  our  Lord  and  His  di.<iciples,  He  would 

have  told  her  to  abaudon  it ;  He  merely  checked 

the  little  imperfection  of  her  generous  heart  that 

caus<(l  her  to  be  trouble<l  in  the  midst  of  her 

hospitable  duties. 

At  the  resurrection  of  Lazarus  we  see  her  dis- 
play her  great  faith,  for  which  she  is  praised  by 
our  Saviour;  and  when  I^azarus  returns  to  the 
house  with  his  Lord  and  the  Ajxi.stles,  with  what 
joy  does  the  bUssed  Martha,  with  her  character- 
istic hospitality,  serve  the  as.s.sembled  guests.  On 
the  day  of  His  triumphal  entry  into  Jenisalem, 
when  the  city  poured  forth  her  ])eople  to  nicet 
Him ;  when  the  air  re-sounded  with  the  cries  of 
"  Hosanna  to  the  Son  of  David,"  and  after  all  the 
wonderful  miracles  He  had  performed,  even  then, 
Jesus,  finding  no  one  in  that  city  to  offer  Him 
a  repast  or  a  night's  repo.<!e  for  His  head,  turned 
with  His  twelve  toward  Bethany  to  the  hospita- 
ble house  of  Martha,  whom  "Jesus  loved."  And 
during  that  week  of  untold  anguish  when  the  Son 
of  God  wept  and  hungered,  and  gave  His  last  in- 
structions to  the  ungrateful  city  of  Jeru«alem,  it 
was  to  Martha  at  Bethany  He  ever  returned  for 
His  daily  food.  Oh,  happy  hospitable  hou.se  of 
Bethany!  Oh,  happy  Martha,  to  whom  was 
given  the  precious  privilege  of  l>estowing  on  the 
Saviour  His  last  refreshments  and  lodgings  before 
the  eve  of  the  Passion ! 

During  the  years  of  our  Lord's  public  ministry, 
and  after  His  passion,  our  Blessed  Mother  fre- 
quently visited  Martha  and  Mary,  and  passed 
much  time  in  their  house  at  Bethany. 

After  the  A.scension,  this  venerable  hostess,  the 
image  as  it  were  of  the  divine  liberality  of  her 
Lord,  was  one  of  those  who,  with  Saint  Magdalen, 
Lazarus  and  Maximin,  was  sent  a  drift  upon  the 
waves  of  the  sea,  in  a  dismantled  vessel;  Divine 
Providence  conducted  them  to  the  shores  of  Eu- 
rope, and  they  landed  near  Marseilles. 

By  thd  in8])iration  of  the  Holy  Ghost  they  di- 
vided the  country  between  them,  for  the  better 
propagation  of  the  word  of  God  among  the 
pagans.  Saint  Martha  with  a  few  companions, 
gave  testimony  of  the  Gospel  in  the  cities  of  Aries 
and  Avignon  and  the  surrounding  country.  She 
possessed  in  an  eminent  degree,  tlie  gift  of  mira- 
cles; by  the  sign  of  the  cross  she  cured  the  lepers 
and  paralytic,  gave  siglit  to  the  blind,  hearing 
and  speech  to  the  deaf  and  dumb,  and  raised  the 
dead  to  life. 
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After  having  delivered  the  frightful  dcser*^^  of 
Tiirascon  from  idl  the  Siivage  bea^ts  and  rei)tilc'S 
that  infested  it,  she  luiilt  there  a  house,  or 
rather  an  oratory,  in  which  slie  dwelt  for  seven 
years.  Her  food  was  the  fruits  of  the  forest 
trees,  and  t lie  roots  of  herbs;  and  this  nourisii- 
ment  she  took  only  twice  a  day.  But  while  she 
so  diligently  inortilled  her  own  body,  she  acted 
very  diligently  with  regard  to  others.  i^he 
never  jorgot  her  ancient  hospitality.  To  the 
crowd  of  poor  who  daily  visited  her,  she  gave  in 
al)un(hii)ee ;  iis  she  had  served  the  Head  of  the 
Church  in  person,  so  she  continued  to  serve  His 
siilFering  nH'nil)ers;  and  the  rich  themselves,  who 
canie  in  great  numbers,  never  went  away  empty 
handed  ;  her  generosity  had  always  a  gift  for  soul 
or  body. 

Her  own  garments  were  of  the  coarsest  mate- 
rial. During  tliese  seven  years  she  wore  a  hair 
shirt  and  a  kr.otted  cincture  of  horse  hair.  She 
always  went  barefooted,  and  the  branches  and 
roots  of  the  trees,  over  which  she  spread  a  rough 
covering,  served  foi'  her  bed. 

In  the  midst  of  such  delights,  Saint  Martha 
spent  her  time  in  piayer  and  meditation,  never 
wearied  in  addiis.g  in  Heaven  Him  whom  she 
had  loved  t'«  i>er\  c  on  earth. 

She  frcqii;'iit!y  went  to  the  neigliboring  towns 
and  villages  to  invach  the  faith  of  our  L-ird,  and 
her  labors  wi  re  <  rnvned  with  wonderftd  success, 
for  whatevi-r  she  taught  by  words  she  estab- 
lished by  miia(;k.«. 

One  day,  near  I  he  c;ly  of  Avignon,  while  teach- 
ing the  wold  of  (iod  to  an  immense  crowd,  a 
young  man  on  the  other  side  of  the  Rhone,  seeing 
the  multitm^le.  wi>h(<l  also  to  hear  this  mighty 
person,  wiio  cured  tiie  sick  and  raised  the  dead 
to  life;  but  tiiere  was  neither  bridgo  nor  lj>at  by 
which  to  cross  the  j-tream.  He  attempted  to 
swim  over;  and  the  people  on  ttie  bank  soon  saw 
him  struggling  in  tlie  waves  and  finally  sink.  All 
were  editit  d  with  his  zeal  and  deeply  grieved  at 
his  death.  In  the  afternoon  of  the  ne.\t  day  his 
body  was  found  and  brought  to  Saiiit  Martha, 
accompanied  by  a  large  concourse  of  jjcople  of 
both  sexes,  who  besought  on  their  knees  the  ser- 
vant of  God  to  let  tiieni  see  by  the  resurrection 
of  this  young  mftn  the  truth  of  the  wonders  she 
had  told  them  concerning  the  Saviour.  Saint 
iMartha,  as  was  her  custom,  consented  with  joy, 
on  condition  that  all  who  vven^  present  should 
embrace  the  Christian  faith.  She  then  approached 
'the  young  man,  saying,  "In  the  name  of  our  Lord 
nnd  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  arise 
and  tell  us  the  great  things  which  the  goodness 
of  God  lias  done  for  you."  And  he  immediately 
arose,  confess(!d  his  l»elief,  and  begged  to  be  bap- 
tized; and  all  the  crowd,  seeing  this  miracle, 
testitied  their  belief  in  the  Christian  religion  and 
prepared  for  baptism. 

From  this  time  Saint  Martha  was  honored  and 
esteemed  throughout  the  whole  country  of  Gaul ; 
and  she  converted  a  multitude  of  soul  to  God. 
Saint  Maximin,  the  director  of  the  holy  life  of 
Saint  Magdalen,  hearing  of  all  these  wonders, 


resolved  to  gr)  and  see  Saint  3Iartha.  He  met  the 
Bishop  of  Aries  and  Orange,  who  happened  to  be 
visiting  her  at  the  same  time,  and  they  both  dedi- 
cated to  the  Saviour  as  a  basilic  the  house  which 
Saint  Martha  had  made  illustrious  by  so  many 
miracles  and  the  sanctity  of  her  life.  When  the 
Bishops  were  at  table,  Martha  served  them  with 
her  accustomed  hospitality,  and  as  a  great  many 
other  guests  were  also  j)resent,  the  wine  gave  out ; 
then  the  hostess  of  our  Lord  lilled  the  vessels  with 
pure  water,  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  it  was 
turned  into  delicious  wine.  Before  the  Bishops  left, 
St.  Martha  ol)tained  a  pnmiise  tVom  Maximin,  that 
her  sister  Magdalen  would  visit  her  before  her 
death. 

During  the  time  of  the  persecutitm  of  the  faith- 
ful in  the  province  of  Aqnitaine  and  neighboring 
country,  she  gave  shelter  to  the  Bishops  Frontin 
of  Perigueux,  and  Georges,  together  with  a  large 
number  of  Christians,  and  served  them  with  the 
greatest  charity  and  liberality,  until  the  storm 
passed  and  they  were  free  to  return  to  their  homes. 
In  bidding  them  farewell,  the  servant  of  God 
said :  "  O  Bishop  of  Perigueu.x,  know  that  at  the 
end  of  next  year  I  shall  leave  my  mortal  body, 
and  I  l)eseech  your  holines.s  to  come  and  bury  me." 
"  My  daughter,"  replied  the  Bishop,  "  if  God  wills 
it,  and  I  live,  I  will  assist  at  your  obsequies.'' 
Saint  Martha  then  informed  all  those  who  resided 
with  her,  that  her  death  was  near  at  hand,  and 
during  the  whole  year  she  lay  upon  her  bed  of 
dried  roots  and  boughs,  consumed  by  a  burning 
fever. 

While  siiff  ring  with  joy  and  meditating  upon 
the  thiig-;  of  God,  she  suddenly  saw  a  brilliant 
crowd  of  aniTv  Is,  carrying  the  soul  of  her  sister 
Magdalen.  ^~li'  immediately  called  the  persons  of 
her  hous>  liolil  aid  informed  them  of  it,  begging 
them  to  return  thanks  for  her  sister's  happiness. 
"  O  niy  blessed  sister,"  she  exclaimed,  "  why  did 
you  not  visit  me,  as  I  expected,  and  as  you  prom- 
ised? Will  you  go  without  me,  to  enjoy  the  em- 
braces of  our  Lord  Jesus?  of  Him  whom  we  loved 
so  much,  and  who  loved  us  so  much  ?  But  I  will 
follow  you  wheresoever  you  go  !  Nevertheless,  I 
would  not  detain  you.  Go,  then,  enjoy,  enjoy 
eternal  life,  be  forever  happy,  and  do  not,  I  be- 
seech you,  forget  your  sister,  to  whom  you  are  so 
dear." 

Filled  with  joy  by  this  vision.  Saint  Martha| 
was  more  anxious  than  ever  to  die  and  be  with 
Jesus  Christ.  Her  ])oor  mortal  l)ody  was  weari- 
some to  her ;  she  longed  for  the  company  of  her 
glorified  sister ;  but  at  this  last  liour  her  charity 
for  others  burned  brighter  than  ever.  Forgetting 
her  own  suffering,  she  exhorted,  instructed  and 
strengthened  the  faithful.  The  rumor  had  spread 
abroad  that  the  Saint  of  God  was  dying,  and  the 
Christians  Hocked  in  crowds  to  Tarascon.  They 
pitched  their  tents  around  her  dwelling,  resolved 
not  to  leave  while  this  precious  life  lasted. 

The  evening  of  the  seventh  day.  Saint  Martha 
ordered  seven  wax  candles  and  three  lamps  to  be 
lighted.  About  midnight,  those  who^  had  been 
watching  being  overcome  with  fatigue,  were  sleep- 
ing soundly,  when  a  sudden  gust  of  wind  extiD- 


AVE    MARIA. 


183 


ffuinlicd  nil  the  lights.  The  sorvant  of  Go<l,  iin- 
aerstamling  the  ciiusf,  imulf  the  cign  of  the  cross 
and  nnncd  herself  hy  pniyer  npiinst  the  wiinres  of 
the  (hinoiiH.  Then  she  awakened  tlic  watchers 
nn<l  Ixpged  theiu  to  relight  the  candles.  They 
hapten*  d  to  oIm-v,  and  in  liiiir  absence  a  bnrning 
light  swiftly  de.-cer.ddl  Inmi lieaven,  in  the  midst 
ot  which  a ppen red  the  (Special  messenger  of  the 
8avii)ur,  Mnglalen  herself,  l)eariiig  in  tier  hand  a 
brilliant  flainbcuu  which  in  an  instant  relighted 
the  seven  ouidelabrns  and  three  hun|)8  ;  then,  ap- 
proaching the  bed,  she  said,  "Hail,  holy  sister  I' 
After  ^lartha  had  returned  the  salutation,  Magda- 
len continued  :  "  Now.  you  see  that  I  did  come 
nnd  visit  you  before  your  death,  as  you  made' me 

Iiromisc  by  the  holy  Prelate,  Maximin  !  IJut  be- 
lold  your  Saviour,  your  well  belove«l,  who  comes 
to  call  you  fn.m  this  vale  of  mis<'iy.  In  like  man- 
ner did  he  act  with  me — appcariig  in  person  to 
invite  me  to  the  palac*'  of  His  gl'>iy.  Come,  then, 
and  do  not  delay!"  Having  s;iid  Muse  words, 
she  ran  joyfully  before  the  tMivJnur,  who  entered, 
and  npproiichii^g  Martha,  I'oktd  lovingly  upon 
her  and  said  :  "  llere  I  am,  y(>iir  L^rd,  v»  liom  you 
assii-ted  so  devotedly  with  your  \\<  nitli :  '>u  wh(mi 
you  so  many  times  bestowtd  g«  neioiis  llo^pitality, 
and  to  whom,  since  the  ])a  sin  ,  y^u  have  done  so 
much  good  in  the  person  of  My  uu  ii  lui-s.  It  is  I; 
I,  prostrated  at  whose  feet  you  said:  'i  believe 
Thou  art  the  Mitminh — Son  of  the  l.iciiifj  God.^ 
Conn-,  then,  holy  hnste.ss  of  my  pilgrimage;  come 
from  this  exile  ;  ci  me  and  receive  your  crown." 
On  hearing  tluse  words  Martha  strove  to  rise  and 
imnudiately  follow  her  Lord,  but  He  continue<l : 
"  Wait  awhile  ;  T  go  to  prepare  you  a  place.  I  will 
return  aiul  jjlace  you  near  mr — so  tliat  where  I 
am  you  als^)  will  lie,"  and  s^iyir.g  these  word.s  He 
di.«appeare<l,  and  Mary  with  Hinu  Hut  the  light 
which  had  surrounded  them  remained,  and  w  hen 
the  attendants  returned  they  were  greatly  aston- 
ished at  seeing  the  candelabras  and*  lamjjs  burn- 
ing with  extraordinary  brilliancy.  At  day-break 
ISaint  Martha  begged  to  l»e  carried  out  in  the 
ojM  n  air.  Oh  how  long  were  the  minutes  to  the 
Ronl  that  had  seen  her  i..ord  and  was  now  waiting 
His  reappearance  I  The  morning  was  as  a  thou- 
sand years  in  duration.  They  spread  a  straw 
matting  under  a  tree;  on  this  was  place<l  a  rough 
hair  cloth  upon  which  ashes  were  str»rwn  in  the 
f. )nn  of  a  cros!--.  At  sunrise,  the  sirvant  of  God 
was  laid  upon  the  ashes,  and  at  her  reipiest  they 
elevated  bi^fore  her  the  image  «)f  the  Saviour  at- 
tached to  the  cross.  There,  after  a  little  re|xise, 
she  turned  to  the  multitude  of  faithful  who  .Mir- 
roundcd  her  and  begged  tlu-m,  by  their  prayers, 
to  hasten  the  moment  of  her  deliverance.  While 
the  crowd  was  batheil  in  tears,  raising  her  eyes  to 
Heaven,  she  e.xclainnd  :  "O  Saviour!  Thou  who 
di<lst  deign  to  receive  my  hospitality,  w  by  dost 
Thiuilelay?  when  shall  I  go  and  apiwar  before 
Thy  faceV  Since  Thou  di<lst  speak  to  me  this 
morning,  my  soul  has  melted  within  me!  My 
limbs  have  lost  all  motion.  In  the  ardent  desire 
to  i)ossess  Thee  my  nerves  have  become  paralyzed, 
\ay  Ixtnesarc  withered  and  dried  up,  even  to  the 
veiT  marrow,  and  all    my  entrails  are  consumed. 


My  Oo<l.  do  not  delay !  Hasten,  hasten,  O  my 
Saviour!" 

She  then  remembered  that  she  hod  seen  the  Sa- 
viour expire  on  the  cross  at  the  nit.th  hni:r,  and 
cal  1  i  ng  f(  tr  the  h  i.stoi  y  of  H  is  I  a.'-sion,  which  she  had 
brought  from  Palestine,  she  b«  ggc  d  Saint  I'arnie- 
nas  to  read  it  aloud  for  her,  and  while  listening 
to  the  recital  of  the  torments  she  had  seen  her 
wellbehned  suffer,  she  wept  bitterly  and  for  the 
moment  forgot  her  own  exile.  She  listened  at- 
tentively, and  at  »he  passage  wherein  it  ia  related 
that  Jesus  reinlercd  His  soul  into  the  handf^  of 
His  Father  and  died,  she  heaved  a  iiroj'eund  sigh 
— and  her  exile  was  ended.  She  was  happy  with 
Magdalen  at  the  feet  of  her  Lord. 

iiappy,  glorious  Saint!  In  our  great  needs, 
when  we  .«;«  metimes  grow  weary  with  all  that  lies 
b(  fore  us,  then  give  us  thy  lo\c  of  woik  uud  thy 
sj)irit's  manly  jiower;  and  a.d  tis  by  thy  jjrnyeis 
so  that  we  neither  iaint  nor  lingr  on  the  way, 
but  inutating  thy  strong  eoiir.'gc  nay  we  merit 
the  g- ace  to  rest  with  '.hteand  iMngdalcn,  near 
our  lihssed  Motlurand  t  li.e  i«it  <.|  our  Lord, 
through  the  long,  long  b.ight  <iay  nf  it.ridty. 


GEEAT  GOD !  IT  IS  JESUS ! 

Stray  huffrmn  thetUnnj  of  •:n  nj,!  no,', Her,  gathered 
by  the  liet.  F'lther  Sluru  J>>st/,h  'lU  Gerumh. 

"  If  any  man  love  notour  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  let 
him  be  anthema  !" 

The  scourge  of  God,  that  n  an  v.h'\se  birth  was 
a  public  calamity,  that  cxtni<  idin:iry  being,  who 
dehigvd  the  worhl  with  lilo  d  ai'td  tears,  was 
marching  over  smouldering  ruins,  at  the  head 
of  tho>e  dauntless  hemes,  whose  valor  and  d(e«ls 
of  glory  had  set  the  imperial  diadem  upon 
his  brow,  and  borne  his  name  to  the  ends  of  the 

earth.  He  drew  near  to  the  capital  of ,  w  h<;sc 

sovereign,  a  true  modfl  of  the  Christian  ruler, 
thought  it  lietter  to  evacuate  the  city,  preferring 
the  peace  and  tramiuility  of  itsiidiabitarit?,  to  the 
glory  he  mu.st  arquire  by  its  deiense.  Tlu-  entire 
l>opulati(m  thronged  his  path,  following  with 
tearful  eyes  and  straining  looks  the  retreating 
form  of  their  father,  who  shw  a  child  in  every 
subject ;  and  when  he  had  pa.s.sed  from  their  \  lew, 
they  mingled  tears  and  sobs  and  j)rayer8,  odling 
upon  the  Almighty  to  preserve  their  sovereign 
an<l  histfugust  tamily. 

On  the  following  day,  I  left  the  capital  with 
the  corps  under  my  c<Mnniand.  After  njarching 
during  the  whole  night,  I  found  myself  at  early 
dawn  w  ith  my  ailvance  guard,  anil  ^urrounded  by 
several  tllieers,  engMged  in  tlisoussing  the  vanity 
of  worldly  thijigs,  whgi  suddenly  I  |M-rceive«l 
some  persons  approjK-hing  us,  and  htard  the  sound 
of  a  bell.  As  i  advanced  toward  them,  I  distin- 
guished a  venerable,  grey  haired  j)ric.st,  but  |)«H>rly 
clad,  accfunpanied  by  two  {K-a»ints,  who  walked 
at  his  side  with  uncoverid  head,  ngardless  of  the 
sharp  frost  ;  one  of  them  rang  his  bell  at  short 
interval-s  the  other  carried  a  lantern,  "Gnat 
G(»d  !"  1  exclaimed,  "  it  is  Jesus !"' 

I  (rannot  describe  the  overpowering  nish  of  emo- 
tion that  seized  upon  me  at  this  sight — at  the  sight 
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of  the  Saviour,  whom  I  had  so  long  neglected^— 
forgotten — so  unworthily  forgotten !  It  was 
Jesus,  going  to  console  and  strengthen  some  dying 
Christian  ;  Jesus,  the  first  name  I  had  learned  in 
my  mother's  arms ;  Jesus,  whom  I  had  so  often 
called  upon  in  sinless  infancy  ! 

I  sprang  from  the  saddle,  and  prostrate  on  the 
earth,  oflfered  the  adoration  of  a  heart  bursting 
with  grief  and  love,  to  Him  who  is  everywhere 
invisibly  present ;  to  Him,  whose  creative  hand, 
passing  over  the  ftice  of  this  vast  universe,  marked 
out  the  path  of  the  sun ;  to  Him,  who  loves  by  a 
chain  of  blessings  to  lessen  the  immense  interval 
that  separates  Ilim  from  His  creatures. 

"  Allow  lis,  lleverend  Father,  to  escort  the  most 
Holy  Sacrament.  Be  not  astonished  at  tlie  evolu- 
tions I  am  al)out  to  order ;  it  is  to  honor  Jesus 
Christ,  the  King  of  kings,  the  God  of  the  universe." 

I  issued  the  necessary  command,  and  the  ven- 
erable pastor,  who  carried  Mary's  Son,  soon  found 
himself  surrounded  by  the  corps  of  officers,  march- 
ing in  the  midst  of  the  military  escort  toward  the 
neighboring  village. 

How  shall  I  describe  my  own  emotions  ?  I  was 
walking  by  the  side  of  Jesus,  of  my  God,  my  Re- 
deemer; of  Jesus,  who  had  displayed  His  power 
over  me  only  by  the  number  of  His  favors,  and 
whose  mercy  I  had  yet  so  often  braved !  How 
vividly  then  did  the  happy  liours  of  my  childhood 
paint  themselves  upon  my  mind;  In-ight  but  fleet- 
ing days,  o'erfrauglit  with  charms  ;  blissful  daj's, 
when  Jesus  was  the  dearest  olyect  of  my  warm 
affections;  when  the  book  which  often  repeated 
Jesus'  name  was  the  chosen  volume  of  my  heart, 
whose  pages  bore  the  impression  of  my  fervent 
love,  wherever  the  sweet  and  hallowed  name  was 
found;  days  when  Jesus  sj)oke  to  me  in  every 
poor,  every  wretched,  every  suffering  ca-eature ! 
But  oh!  how  fully  did  one  thrilling  memory 
seize  upon  my  heart !  That  happy  day,  on  which 
I  came  with  lighted  taper  and  unwonted  array, 
led  l)y  the  virtuous  tutor  who  formed  my  youth, 
into  the  hallowed  sanctuary,  and  for  the  first 
time  drew  near,  my  heart  fluttering  with  mingled 
dread  and  hope  and  love,  to  the  heavenly  banquet 
that  was  to  unite  me  with  my  God.  Alas!  those 
days  had  fled  like  a  vision  of  the  night ;  and  now, 
looking  back  upon  myself,  I  trembled  as  I  asked 
what  had  become  of  those  hours  of  innocence  and 
Ijliss ;  what  had  I  done  with  that  noble  work  of 
God,  quickened  by  His  breath,  made  to  His  own 
image,  but  yet  in  ine  so  foully  marred  by  sin? 
I  was  horrified  as  I  thought  of  what  I  was,  what  I 
had  been,  and  what  1  was  to  be,  and  my  eyes  were 
filled  with  tears. 

Meanwhile  we  had  been  advancing  in  religious 
silence,  save  that  the  •tramp  of  the  horses'  hoofs 
and  the  note  of  the  clarion  heralded  from  afar  the 
approach  of  the  thrice — Holy  God. 

On  reaching  the  village,  I  acoomijanied  the  man 
of  God  and  the  officers  into  a  respectable  dwell- 
ing, and  found  the  sick  bed  occupied  by  an  el- 
derly man,  and  surrounded  by  the  kneeling  in- 
habitants of  the  place.  He  was  an  old  officer, 
loaded  with  years  and  glory,  who  now  awaited 
his  Creator  full  of  faith,  and  hope  and  love.     He 


looked  with  surprise  and  gra,titude  at  the  unex- 
pected and  unusual  escort. 

"  My  son,"  said  the  priest,  with  gentle  voice, 
"  though  the  God  of  power  and  majesty  comes  to 
you  now  with  the  pomp  and  the  honor  of 
military  attendance,  yet  I  do  not  announce  the 
God  of  armies  and  of  battles,  but  the  God  of  peace. 
Come,  my  child,  cast  yourself  into  the  arms  of  the 
God  of  love  ;  offer  Him  both  your  laurels  and  your 
sufferings,  and  say  to  Him,  with  truly  loving 
heart,  "  Thy  cross,  my  Lord,  is  my  only  hope.  My 
life  I  place  in  Thy  hands,  and  bow  in  .  all  things 
to  Thy.  holy  will.  But  if  it  please  Thee  yet  to 
leave  me  for  some  few  days  in  tiiis  vale  of  tears,  I 
wish  to  give  them  all  to  Thee,  O  best  of  Masters, 
thus  to  repair  those  which  I  have  passed  forgetful 
of  Thy  claims !"  The  priest  had  spoken  and  the 
dying  hero  received  his  Saviour,  the  God  of  peace 
and  charity,  whose  gentle  accentsever  whisper  to 
our  hearts :  "  You  who  groan  beneath  the  weight  of 
misfortune  and  of  pain,  come  to  me ;  I  will  dry 
your  tears,  I  will  soothe  your  sorrows,  I  will  drive 
away  your  fears,  and  in  return,  I  ask  but  your 
heart !" 

At  the  close  of  the  touching  ceremony,  the  min- 
ister of  God  addressed  the  dying  man  :  "  My  son, 
now  thank  these  gentlemen  ;  and  if  your  strength 
allow,  speak  to  them  a  word  of  edification." 

He  turned  his  fast  failing  eyes  toward  us,  then 
raising  tiiem  to  heaven,  and  clasping  to  his  heart 
the  emblem  of  a  crucified  Kedeemer's  boundless 
love,  whose  image  he  pressed  to  his  lips,  now  wet 
with  the  beads  of  death,  he  spoke  with  faltering 
voice,  "  Gentlemen,  at  the  awful  hour,  when  pas- 
sions cease  to  rule,  when  the  brightest  glory  sinks 
to  naught,  and  the  deep  conviction  comes  upon 
the  soul,  that  all  is  vanity  save  to  love  God  ami  to 
serve  Him  alone,  the  thought  that  he  had  served 
his  king  more  faithfully  than  his  God,  wrung 
these  words  from  the  Marshal  de  Luxembarg,  one 
of  the  greatest  captains  that  France  can  boast :  '  I 
would  rather  have  the  merit  of  a  glass  of  water 
given  to  the  poor  for  the  love  of  Jesus  Christ,  than 
all  the  splendor  of  so  many  victories,  utterly 
worthless  at  the  tribunal  of  Him  who  judges  kings 
and  warriors.' " 

These  words  made  a  deep  impression  on  all  our 
hearts.  But  can  my  hand  retain  its  firmness 
whilst  I  pen  the  record  of  my  crime?  Will  not 
my  tears  blot  out  the  trembling  lines  I  wrote  ? 
Alas !  in  less  than  fifteen  days  the  touching  scene 
had  vanished  from  my  thoughts ;  I  was  again  out- 
raging theloviuff  goodness  of  Him  who  had  given 
His  blood  and  IHs  life  for  me!  Yet  the  inward 
monitor  we  ever  bear  about  with  us  cried  out 
against  my  iniquities,  the  hidden  crimes  of  my 
heart  and  my  base  ingratitude  toward  my  God. 
Then  did  the  terrors  of  remorse  seize  upon  my 
soul;  my  trembling  mind  was  beset  by  gloomy 
phantoms,  fearful  shapes  which  seemed  to  start 
from  the  earth  and  hunt  my  every  step.  Pros- 
trated upon  my  bed,  methonght  I  saw  pale  death 
advance  toward  me;  I  counted  his  steps;  I  saw 
hiiu  as  he  bent  over  my  couch  and  glared  upon 
me  by  the  dismal  light  of  his  funeral  to;-ch.  •  I 
felt  the  clammy*  chill  of  his  fle^less   hand;  I 


AVE    MARIA. 


185 


brentbed  his  grave-bom  odor,  and  heard  the  rat- 
tling of  his  l)onca.  My  hair  stood  on  end  with 
terror.  I  folt  myself  hanging  l>y  a  single  thread 
overthe  yawning  gulf  prepared  from  the  beginning 
of  time.  I  saw  the  lurid  Hame  enkindled  hy  the 
breath  of  an  angry  Gml ;  their  pale  and  gloomy 
light  revealed  mu  in  the  midst  of  the  reprobate, 
bearing  on  niy  brow,  in  charaetera  of  blood,  the 
word — UE8P.\iu! 

I  seemed  to  hear  the  voice  of  the  destroying 
angel  repeatedly  exclaiming:  Thou  shalt  burn 
forever!  and  the  fiery  vaults  rolled  back  the  echo 
of  the  fearful  cry  with  redoubled  force.  Chilled 
I  •with  terror,  fainting  with  affright,  I  raised  my 
weak  and  trembling  hands  towards  Heaven,  and 
cried  out  in  accents  of  hopeless  dismay  :  Have  I, 
then,  lost  my  God?  Shall  I  never  behold  His 
face?  Shall  I  never  see  Him  whom  I  have  called 
by  the  endearing  name  of  Father*  Shall  I  never 
behold  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  Mary,  that  tender 
Mother?  Must  I  be  debarred  from  the  delight  of 
her  presence;  never  gaze  upon  that  heavenly 
beauty,  those  peerless  charms  !  Never  look  upon 
her  adorable  Son  who  was  so  long — and  my  voice 
was  choked  with  emotion  by  the  thought  of  Him 
I  no  longer  dared  to  name.  But  what  is  it  that 
now  meets  my  dying  gaze?  Who  can  approach  a 
guilty,  wretched  slave,  who  feared  not  to  defy  his 
God,  to  insult  Him  by  preferring  the  most  criminal 
of  His  creatures.  His  greatest  enemy,  the  demon? 
Who  is  it  that  presses  in  His  anns,  strains  to  His 
breast  with  the  liveliest  affection,  the  most  tender 
love,  a  wretch  covered  with  the  foul  leprosy  of 
sin  ?  Ah  I  fly  far  from  me ;  fly  a  monster  of  in- 
gratitude, who  has  used  the  very  favors  heaped 
upon  him  by  God  to  pierce  his  Benefactor's  Heart ! 
But  yet,  grant  me  to  know  who  Thou  art ;  let  me 
look  upon  Thy  features;  hide  not  from  my  ad 
miration  and  surprise,  the  looks  of  one  who  is  so 
compassionate — Great  God  !  It  is  Jksus  ! 
Yes,  it  was  Jesus ;  Jesus  the  One,  the  changeless 
Friend,  who,  when  we  foreake  Him,  forsakes  us 
not,  but  seeks  and  comes  to  meet  us.  It  was  Jesus ; 
it  was  the  voice  of  the  best  of  fathers  that  I  had 
heard  ;  it  was  Jesus,  the  good  Jesus  who  allowed 
me  again  to  weep  upon  His  bosom  my  tears  of 
sorrow  and  repentance.  It  was  Jesus,  whom  I 
shall  never  again  forsjike  ! 

O  Jesus !  O  my  Master  and  the  Beloved  of  my 
heart,  if  I  forget.  Thee,  Ut  my  rigid  luind  he  forgot- 
ten !  IM.  my  tongue  clente  to  the  roof  of  my  mouthy 
if  I  makx  Thee  not,  till  the  Itist  hour  of  my  life,  the 
only  object  of  my  joy  and  gladnens  ! 

tm  

From  our  Blessed  Lady's  purity  came  her  deep 
simplicity.  This  is  a  grace  which  belongs  to  the 
regions  near  God.  In  our  close  valleys  we  know 
but  little  of  it.  It  is  the  soul's  highest  imitation  of 
the  Divine  Nature.  It  betokens  already  that  great 
victory  of  grace,  when  oblivion  of  self  no  hmger 
requires  an  effort,  but  ha&  become  like  a  second 
nature.  Mary  did  not  reflect  upon  herself.  She  did 
not  confine  herself  tt)  the  subtleties  of  lot\y  science 
on  the  mystery  before  her.  She  blended  the 
earthly  and  divine  in  every  act  of  worship,  with 
somettiing  like  the  simplicity  with  which  they 
were  blended  in  the  Incarnation  of  the  Son  of  God. 


A  FANCY. 

Something,  you  may  call  a  fancy, 

Struck  my  heart  again  today, 
As  I  turned,  dear  Salvadora, 

Toward  n»y  little  shrine  to  pmy; 
Pray 

For  dear  Salva  did  I  say? 

But  the  fancy  I  must  tell  you. 

For  an  old  Castilian  sound 
Rings,  as  if  from  precious  metal, 

When  that  name  is  breathed  arotind; 
Spain, 

In  its  high,  chivalric  reign. 

And  within  that  fancy  hideth 

Yet  another,  dearer  still ; 
As  love  hides  its  dearest  treasure 

From  world's  eyes  with  wondrous  skill : 
Blame 

Not  the  friend  who  loves  thy  name. 

Every  morning,  every  evening, 

Often  thrmigh  the  busy  day. 
Comes  a  pray'r  to  soothe  my  spirit. 

Waft  my  heart  to  heav'n  alway  : 
Salve/ 

Salve  Regina!  thus  I  pray. 

Salve,  Stiltef  thus  the  fancy 

Fastened  on  my  mind  to-day. 
Salce,  Siilre  f  thus  in  anthem 

Prays  thy  name  for  thee  alway : 
Pray 

W^ith  thy  name,  dear  friend,  this  day ! 

LEGENDS  or  THE*BLESSED  VIBGIN. 
No.  4. — Notre  Dame  du  Gavet. 

CHAPTER   I 

The  aspect  of  the  peaks  of  Britanny  is  sin- 
gularly picturesque.  In  the  evening,  when  the 
darkness  of  jiight  is  gradually  spreading  over 
them,  and  their  brown  tints,  fringed  with  gold, 
makes  them  stand  out  in  bohl  relief  against  the 
empurpled  sky,  one  would  take  them  at  a  distance 
for  the  Ujassive  pillars  of  a  temple  built  by  the 
hand  of  Titans.  The  howling  or  the  wind,  and 
the  low  roaring  of  the  sea,  resemble  the  confused 
murmurs  of  an  assembled  multitude. 

Night  crowns  their  summits  with  gloom  and 
mystery.  The  moonlight  casts  their  lengthened 
shadows  on  the  plain — gigantic,  well  difinad — 
immovable.  One  would  fancy  them  the  phan- 
toms with  which  bards  haVe  peopled  their  songs. 
It  might  be  imagined  that  the  spirits  of  Celtic 
heroes  were  passing  through  the  mists  of  the 
night,  and  stepping  with  shadowy  strides  on  the 
tjps  of  the  cliffs. 

It  is  well  known  that  these  provinces  were  for 
a  long  time  the  center  and  the  asylum  of  Druid- 
ical  worship — a  sublime  worship,  it  must  be  ac- 
knowledged, appropriate  to  the  spirit  of  heroism 
and  adventure  which  distinguished  a  people  who 
gloried  in  withstanding  the  fury  of  the  wavea 
and  braving  the  thunderbolt  _      ... 

Christiauitv  has  succeeded  at  last  in  dnving 
the  sanguinary  divinities  of  Uruidical   worship 
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from  this  their  last  retreat ;  but  the  strife  was  te- 
dious. The  Celts  loved  their  superstitions.  They 
had  always  been  accustomed  to  venerate  their  sa- 
cred altar-stones,  and  to  listen  to  the  predictions 
of  the  Druidesses,  and  to  the  mystic  chants  of  the 
bards. 

For  a  long  time  after  the  conversion  of  the 
country,  sorceresses  preserved  their  hold  on  the 
popular  belief  '  The  morn  at  length  rose  upon 
this  ignorance,  and  the  Gospel  dissipated  the 
shades  of  superstition.  Or  if  there  were  still  some 
few  weak  minds  who  clung  to  the  old  fear  of  the 
evil  eye,  to  put  their  confidence  in  the  efficacy  of 
certain  formulas,  the  Lord  of  Sostang,  at  least, 
knew  nothing  of  these  terrors. 

Still  he  could  not  pass  through  these  mountain 
gorges  without  a  vague  feeling  of  inquietude.  He 
instinctively  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  which,  already 
exhausted  by  the  length  of  the  journey,  scarcely 
had  the  strength  to  finish  it,  and  fell  again  into  a 
weary  amble  whenever  his  rider  relaxed  the  appli- 
cation of  the  stimulus. 

The  nobleman  was  brave,  and,  except  Almighty 
God,  was  afraid  of  nothing  in  the  world.  Besides, 
except  the  rival  claimant  with  whom  he  w^as  at 
law,  he  had  no  enemy.  And  since  he  lived  accord- 
ing to  the  laws  of  Christ,  rendered  exact  justice 
to  his  vassals,  and  never  encroached  upon  the 
rights  of  others,  his  conscience  wa,s  burdened  with 
no  crime,  and  he  suffered  no  remorse. 

Nevertheless,  he  hastened  to  leave  these  cliffs 
•which  seemed  to  threaten  and  to  pursue  him.  He 
thought  he  heard  strange  sounds ;  the  wind  mov- 
ed the  tops  of  the  trees  with  sinister  whisperings. 
If  he  raised  his  eyes,  he  imagined  he  beheld  on 
the  pyramidal  shafts  of  the  rocks  fantastic  figures 
like  the  spectres  of  demons. 

And  yet,  what  should  demons  have  to  do  in  a 
country  so  long  penetrated  by  religious  truths? 
Did  they  come  to  weep  for  the  tall  of  their  empire, 
and  sigh  over  their  abandonded  altars  ? 

Ah  no !  It  is  long  since  the  people  have  forgot- 
ten their  pagan  divinities.  Hell  has  had  time  to 
console  itself  for  the  loss  of  homage  paid  to 
Tarann,  to  Heutha,  to  the  frightful  Teutates.  It 
would  rather  glut  revenge  by  weakening  the  true 
faith.  For  misfortunes  had  passed  over  these 
provinces— civil  war,  pillage  and  devastation.  The 
blood  of  the  worshippers  of  the  ancient  gods  had 
been  spilled  through  so  many  wounds  that  it  was 
now  exhausted. 

But  piety  had  suffered  by  these  calamities. 
Sanctuaries  raised  to  the  memoiy  of  saints  and 
martyrs  had  been  ruined,  and  the  poverty  of  the 
peasantry  prevented  their  rebuilding  them.  At 
a  short  distance  from  the  demesne  of  Sostang, 
there  was  formerly  a  chapel  of  our  Lady.  What 
had  become  of  it  ?  The  walls  had  crumbled  slow- 
ly away  till  scarcely  one  stone  remained  upon  an- 
other. There  was  no  trace  left  of  arches  or  of  pil- 
lars. A  thicket  closed  the  way  to  it.  Ivy  and 
other  creeping  plants  covered  what  remained  of 
the  masonry,  assisting  the  work  of  destruction  by 
their  luxuriant  vegetation,  and  brambles  had 
burst  through  the  crevices  of  the  flagstones  that 
had  formed  the  pavement. 


The  place  would  have  been  no  longer  distin- 
guishable, if  the  devotion  of  the  villagers,  sur- 
viving the  ruin  of  the  edifice,  had  not  taken  care 
to  preserve  the  altar.  They  still  continued  to 
come  there  to  invoke  the  Mother  of  God,  who,  re- 
taining also  her  regard  for  the  spot,  continued  to 
receive  their  vows  and  listen  to  their  prayers. 

She  was  honored  there  under  a  title  dear  to  the 
peasantry.  She  was  pleased  in  this  place  to  confer 
her  favors  upon  little  children.  So  that,  for  more 
than  sixty  miles  around,  mothers  were  accustomed 
to  frequent  the  shrine  of  "  Our  Lady  of  the  Cra- 
dle"—  Gaveb  in  the  Breton  language,  signifies 
a  child's  cradle.  ' 

The  hope  of  the  homestead,  the  blessing  of 
marriage,  innocent  and  tender  infants,  what  anx- 
ieties and  cares  you  cost  us !  What  prayers  your 
parents  pour  forth  for  you  into  the  bosom  of  God  ! 
You  suffer,  they  suffer  in  you,  and  would  be  will- 
ing to  deliver  you  from  suffering  by  taking  it 
upon  themselves.  They  importune  Heaven,  and 
do  it  violence  by  their  sacrifices,  and  by  the  fer- 
vor of  their  vows. 

The  altar  of  Mary  was  always  covered  with 
presents.  Some  brought  the  first  fruits  of  their 
harvest,  in  the  hope  of  obtaining  a  blessing  on 
them ;  others  hung  around  it  the  first  products  of 
their  orchard,  in  thanksgiving  for  benefits  already 
received. 

They  had  learned  from  their  ancestors  to  ven- 
erate the  ruined  chapel.  Tradition  said  that  dur- 
ing the  crusades  the  barons  of  the  country  had 
brought  back  from  Jerusalem  the  cradle  in  which 
the  daughter  of  Joachim  had  slept  in  her  infancy, 
and  had  placed  it  upon  this  very  altar. 

As  he  passed  by  these  ruins,  Philip  de  Halegoiit 
experienced  a  sort  of  terror.  The  wind  howled 
mournfully  through  the  foliage  of  the  trees.  The 
bushes  seemed  to  wear  fantastic  forms.  The 
night-birds  flew  with  fright  from  their  hiding 
places,  and  beat  the  air  with  heavy,  noisy  wings. 
His  horse  hung  his  head  with  sadness  and  drowsi- 
ness as  he  ambled  along. 

Philip  never  beheld  the  dilapidated  cha]>el 
w'ithout  emotion.  But  the  demons,  enemies  of  the 
worship  of  the  Mother  of  God,  had  rendered  the 
rebuilding  of  the  sanctuary  almost  impossible. 

No  doubt  the  neighboring  pea.santry  w'ere  ready 
enough  to  impose  taxes  upon  themselves,  and  to 
make  collections  for  this  object,  but  they  were  so 
poor  that  the  greatest  sacrifice  on  their  part  would 
not  have  been  sufficient  to  build  one  of  the  walls. 

The  Lord  of  Sostang,  who  alone  of  all  the  coun- 
try would  have  been  able  to  rebuild  the  edifice, 
for  many  years  had  been  engaged  in  a  vexatious 
law-suit,  and  had  no  idea  yet  of  the  time  when 
he  might  hope  to  see  the  end  of  it. 

It  was  about  a  tract  of  land  of  moderate  extent, 
which  was  part  of  the  inheritance  of  Lady  Claudia 
de  Barrin,  his  wife,  whose  right  to  it  was  disputed. 
The  afiair  was  simple,  and,  in  principle,  easily 
enough  decided,  but  the  lawyers  and  counsellors 
had  so  embarrassed  the  whole  matter  that  both  of 
the  adversaries  had  commenced  to  doubt  of  their 
own  right  to  it. 

They  had  exhausted  all  the  means  afforded  by 
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law,  and  from  one  court  to  another,  the  aflfuir  had 
been  finally  referred  to  the  parliament  at  Ucnnes. 

There,  since  the  counsellors  were  moreexpenenc- 
ed  and  knowing,  they  enveloped  the  procedure  in 
new  ditticulties  so  complicated  that  the  unravel- 
ment  was  hopeless.  One  took  his  stand  upon  the 
written  code,  another  opposed  to  it  the  custom  of 
the  cotintry.  Despairing  of  succass,  the  fictions  of 
the  law  were  brought  to  bear  on  both  sides,  and 
the  judges,  bewildered,  undecided,  not  during  to 
pronounce  sentence,  let  the  cause  go  on,  hoping 
that  the  parties  would  finish  by  coming  to  an  un- 
derstanding, when  the  inheritance  itself  was  ex- 
hausted. 

In  fact,  the  expenses  were  already  very  great. 
And  Philip,  who  was  not  willing  to  divide  the 
land,  was  beginning  to  fear  tliat  the  lawsuit  would 
consume  even  his  own  demesne  ofSostang,  with 
his  manor  house  and  his  whole  estate. 
[to  bk  continued] 


Letter  of  Becommendation  of  the  Mo&t  Beverend 

John  B.  Purcell,  Archbishop  of  Cincinnati. 
Very  Rev.  Edward  Sorln, 

Prociiicial  of  Cong,  of  Holy  Cro98, 

Notre  Dutne,  Indiana  : 

Vert  Rev.  Dear  Sir  :  When  my  approbation 
was  solicited  for  the  publication  of  the  first  num- 
bers of  the  "Ave  Maria,"  I  withheld  it  on  the 
ground  that  it  had  already  secured  the  approval 
of  your  excellent  Bishop,  and,  through  him,  of  his 
Eminence,  Cardinal  Barnabo,  which  I  deemed 
sufficient.  I  must  confess  that  I  had  also  some 
slight  misgivings  as  to  the  expediency  of  the  pub- 
lication in  the  form  in  which  you  inclined  to  pre- 
sent it  to  the  public  But  as  you  kindly  renew 
your  application  for  a  word  of  encouragement 
from  me,  and  as  satisfactory  evidence  has  been 
afforded  me  that  the  "Ave  Maria"  has  thus  far 
contributed,  aud  bids  fair  to  contribute  still  more 
largely  in  future,  to  the  advancement  of  piety  and 
the  honor  and  glory  of  Jesus  and  Ilis  and  our 
Blessed  Mother,  I  hereby  authorize  and  request 
you  to  have  my  name  added  to  the  list  of  those 
who  embrace  every  opportunity  of  showing  fealty, 
devotion  and  love  to  the  Immaculate  Queen  of 
Heaven. 

Yours,  very  truly,  in  the  Sacred  Hearts  of  Jesus 
and  Mary,  JOHN  B.  PURCELL, 

Archbishop  of  Cincinnati. 
Mt.  St.  Mary's,  Cincinnati, 

Feast  of  St.  Bonatentura. 


In  Betreat. 


Across  St  Joseph's  waters  clear 

I  watch  the  sunset  glories  fade  ; 
While  o'er  the  tranquil  convent  creeps 

A  tender  gloom,  a  holier  shade. 
The  happy  outline  of  the  woods. 

The  chapel  spires  above  the  green. 
The  placid  lake,  the  winding  stream. 

The  flowing  meadow  lands  between; 
Thus  in  the  hush  of  twilight  stands 

"  Our  Lady's"  sacred  precincts  fair ; 


Till  slowly  chimes  the  Angebu 

Its  tuneful  call  to  vesper  prayer. 
Proud  world  !  upon  this  peaceful  shore 

Your  baffled  waves  ignobly  Ix-at ; 
The  echoes,  even,  of  your  storms 

Break  not  the  peace  of  my  retreat. 
Here  life's  sublime  benignant  flow 

The  worldling's  wildest  flight  transcends; 
The  being  drawn  from  Gixl's  still  heiglit, 

In  God  serenely,  grandly  ends. 
«» 

Weekly  Chronicle. 

Peter's  Pence — Denth  of  the  Venerable  Mother  Mag- 
dalen Sojjhia  Bnrat,  foundress  of  tlie  Order  of 
the  Sacred  Heart — liemlt  of  a  Vow  to  the  Sacred 
Heart — Letter  from  Lima. 
We  have  but  little  news  from  Rome  this  week. 
The  generosity  of  the   Catholics  for  the  Holy 
Father  .seems  to  increase.     From  every  quarter  of 
the  globe,  offerings  of  money  and   rare  works  of 
art  are  sent  to  his  Holiness  through  the  Archconr 
fraternity  of  S(tint  Ptter.     As  regards  Italy,   the 
intervention  of  Divine  Providence  isclearly  shown 
in  the  late  change  of  events.     Saint  Peter's  Pence 
have  been  most  liberally  bestowed  this  year,  and 
far  surpass  the  general   expectation.     There   is 
not  a   Bishop,  priest,  religious,  or   person   of  any 
importance  coming  to  Rome  from  any  part  of  the 
Peninsula  without   bearing  Pius  IX  some  appro- 
priate gift  as  a  testimony  of  their  love  and   the 
generosity  of  the  faithful.     The  greater  part  of 
the  journals  devoted  to   the  cause  of  the   Church 
have   opened  subscriptions    in    his  columns   for 
the  collection  of  Sfiint  Peter's  pence.     The   Uriita 
Cattolica  has  already  received  four  hundred  thou- 
sand dollars.     On  Pentecost  she   deposited  some- 
thing like  twenty  thousand  dollars  at  the    feet  of 
the  Holy  Father,  and  a  rich  casket  of  jewels  joy- 
fully given  by  the  Italian  Catholics.     »     *     *     * 
Almighty  God  has  taken  to  Himself  one  of  those 
souls  who  have  labored  most  successfully  for  the 
glory  of  His  adorable  Heart  and  devotion  to   His 
Blessed   Mother,  the  Venerable  Mother  Magdalen 
Sophia  Barat,  Foundress  and  Superioress  General 
of  the  Society  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.     She 
died  in  Paris,  on  the  Feast  of  the  Ascensi<m,  aged 
eighty-six  years.     She  was  but  twenty-two  when, 
ass(x:iated  with  a  few  pious  persons,  she  undertook 
to  erect  a  new  Society  upon  the  ruins  of  the   an- 
cient religious  orders,  which  the  Revolution   had 
almost  completely  destroyed  in  France.     '  This 
pious  undertaking  was  placed  particularly  under 
the  invocation  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  was  especi- 
ally designed  to  propagate  its  devotion.  With  what 
success  tTie  efforts  of^this  pious  person  were  crown- 
ed, we  may  judge  from  the  fact,  that  at  her  death 
she  left  eighty-seven  flourishing  houses  of  her  Or- 
der, in  which  three  thousand  five  hundred  religi- 
ous are  engaged  in  educating  female  youth,  both 
in  our  own  country  and  in  Europe.     The  spiritual 
daughters  of  this  saintly  religious  have  been  sin- 
gularly distinguished  for  their  great  devotion  in 
establishing,  not  only   among   their   pupils,    but 
among  the  ladies  of  the  world,  the  Confraternity 
of  the  Children  of  Mary.     Since  the  commence- 
ment of  her  spiritual  family,  sixty-four  years  ago, 
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we  understand  that  eighteen  hundred  of  her  re- 
\Wh  us  liavebcen  called  to  receive  the  reward  of 
tlfeir  htbors,  and  it  is  given  by  faith  for  us  to  im- 
agine the  beautiful  spectacle  of  those  daughters 
con)ing  to  meet  their  beloved  mother  on  her  death- 
bed, and  conducting  her  to  the  throne  of  our 
Lord,  in  whose  service  she  so  devotedly,  labored. 

In  a  late  number  of  the  Hosier  de  Marin  we  read 
the  fallowing  letter  from  one  of  Madame  Barat's 
spiritual  daughters,  dated  from  Ilockhampton, 
near  London,  December,  1864: 

"  I  am  going  to  communiaite  to  you  a  circum- 
stance related  to  me  by  the  person  herself  to  whom 
it  occurred.  You  have  heard  of  that  terrible 
church- burning  which  happened  last  year  in  Chili, 
on  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  at 
w^hich  two  thousand  persons  perished.  The  one 
of  whom  I  speak  had  that  morning,  in  the  same 
church,  been  received  as  a  child  of  Mary.  At  the 
moment  of  the  terrible  accident  she  was  crushed 
to  the  ground  and  trampled  upon  by  the  crowd. 
Many  had  fallen  upon  her;  bruised  and  almost 
suffocated  by  the  intense  heat  and  stifled  air,  she 
resigned  herself  to  death,  when  suddenly  remem- 
bering the  Sacred  Heart,  she  made  a  vow  to  enter 
the  novitiate  of  the  Order,  if  God  spared  her  life. 
At  the  same  moment  a  strong  arm  seized  her,  drew 
her  from  beneath  the  dying,  and  placed  her  on 
her  feet.  Too  weak  to  stand  alone,  she  was  again 
falling,  when  her  waiting-maid  with  a  desperate 
effort  sustained  her  at  the  sacrifice  of  her  own  life. 

At  this  juncture  Miss  M felt  herself  animated 

with  supernatural  strength ;  she  passed  through 
the  church,  which,  as  an  ocean  of  fire,  was  one 
blaze  of  ardent  flames,  where  naught  was  heard 
but  the  cries  and  prayers  of  the  dying ;  she  gained 
the  sanctuary,  sacristy  and  at  length  found  herself 
in  the  street  without  having  experienced  the 
slightest  injury.  Immediately  repairing  to  San 
lago,  she  accomplished  her  vow.  A  journey  she 
was  abliged  to  make  to  England  procured  me  the 
opportunity  of  seeing  her.  She  added  that  when 
the  dead  were  carried  out  from  the  Church,  many 
instruments  of  penance  were  found  under  their 
elegant  costumes." 

In  the  Rosier  de  Marie  we  also  find  an  interest- 
ing letter  dated  Lima,  S.  A.,  from  which  we  ex- 
tract the  following:  "I  arrived  in  Lima  upon  the 
eve  of  Christmas,  the  grand  festival  of  •  our  Sav- 
iour and  Mary,  and  so  dear  to  mothers  and  chil- 
dren. With  us  Christnias  is  associated,  and  some- 
times ornamented,  with  a  white  mantle  of  snow ; 
here  how  different !  One  from  our  latitude  might 
suppose  it  to  be  the  eve  of  Saint  John,  so  intense 
is  the  heat  during  the  day,  and  even  during  the 
night  also,  under  this  warm  sky  of  South  Amer- 
ica. Here  Christmas  comes  amid  the  fragrant 
flowers  of  midsummer.  To  this  surprise,  another 
is  added  in  hearing  the  strange  fantastic  sounds 
of  the  bells  of  Lima  ;  as  at  an  early  hour  the 
chimes  of  the  innumerable  churches  of  this  anti- 
que and  picturesque  city  call  the  faithful  to  the 
offices  of  the  feast.  Amid  the  full  sonorous  sounds 
are  mingled  hundreds  of  others,  hoarse,  asthmatic 
and  cracked,  doubtless  from  metal  whose  birth- 
day dates  back  to  the  first  conquest.    Yet,  in  lis- 


tening to  this  mingling  of  wild  and  musical 
sounds,  on  the  eve  of  such  a  festival  and  under  the 
charm  of  a  climate  whose  beauty  is  a  hymn  to  God, 
one  feels  a  powerful  undefined  expression,  which 
the  most  regular  and  harmonious  s<muds  elsewhere 
have  never  produced,  and  tears  of  sweet  emotion 
fill  the  eyes. 

The  cathedral  is  a  fine  monument  of  the  renaia- 
sance  ;  on  this  festival,  as  well  as  on  another,  it  is 
filled  with  an  immense,  animated  and  eager  crowd, 
dressed  in  a  thousand  varied  costumes.  The 
most  variegated  are  those  of  the  monks  and  coun- 
try people. 

On  leaving  the  church,  the  scene  was  one  of  the 
most  interesting  and  brilliant  imaginable.  The 
miseries  of  the  world  seemed  completely  ignored 
by  the  joyous  population  of  this  charming  clime. 
Nothing  could  be  seen  that  indicated  I  was  in  the 
heart  of  a  city  tormented  and  impoverished  by 
almost  forty  years  of  anarchy. 

I  must  not  omit  to  speak  to  you  of  the  honors 
with  which  the  Peruvians  surround  the  Preaident- 
ess  (Patroness)  of  their  Republic,  Mary  the  Im- 
maculate Virgin,  the  festival  of  whose  Divine  Son 
I  have  commenced  to  relate. 

On  Christmas  the  nncimientos  take  exclusive 
possession  of  the  popular  favor.  Nacimiento  sig- 
nifies the  episode  of  Christmas,  displayed  under 
the  porticos  of  certain  convents,  and  sometimes  in 
private  houses,  under  the  auspices  of  noble  and 
pious  women.  The  crowd,  in  Avhich  I  willingly 
mingled,  visited  the  nacimientos,  as  it  were,  in  pro- 
cession. The  nacitniento,  or  crib,  is  not  here,  as  in 
Italy  or  other  places,  confined  to  the  scene  of  tlie 
birth  of  our  Saviour;  arranged  in  a  little  frame, 
it  is  a  complete  history  of  our  Lord,  filling  a 
space  more  or  less  large,  according  to  the  locali- 
ty;  it  commences  at  the  stable  of  Bethlehem,  and 
ends  on  Golgotha.  Arid  mountains,  steep  rocks, 
green  oasis,  silvery  lakes,  torrents,  all  artistically 
and  naturally  arranged  and  painted.  Twink- 
ling stars  shine  in  the  asjure  of  heaven :  one,  the 
most  brilliant,  suspended  by  a  thread,  guides  the 
magi  to  the  Divine  Infant;  and  as  all  the  figures 
are  mobile,  the  scene  receives  frequent  modifica- 
tions ;  thus  the  kings  and  shepherds,  who  on  the 
first  days  of  Advent  were  very  far  from  Bethle- 
hem, on  Christmas  Eve  stand  on  the  threshold  of 
the  stable.  We  then  pass  successively  the  scenes 
of  the  massacre  of  the  Innocents,  the  flight  into 
Egypt,  the  decollation  of  Saint  John  Baptist,  and 
and  all  the  episodes  of  the  Passion.  In  this  man- 
ner they  keep  the  festival  of  Christmas-night  in 
Lima ;  the  night  proclaimed  <jood,  par  excellence : 
in  the  language  so  essentially  Catholic  of  the 
Peruvians,  noche  buena  ! 

It  was  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  when  I  re- 
turned to  my  friend's  hospitable  mansion,  and 
from  my  window  I  heard  the  serenos,  which  every 
time  the  clock  strikes,  modulate  witli  melancholy 
sweetness  the  first  words  of  the  Angelic  Saluta- 
tion, and  tell  the  hour  of  the  night  and  the  state 
of  the  weather.  These  accents,  plaintive  as  those 
of  the  flute,  repeated  by  every  be fl,  from  every 
part  of  the  city,  create  a  sort  of  pious  concert,  of 
most  touching  and  affecting  charm  and  sweetness. 
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THE  APOSTLESHIP  OF  PEAYEB. 


The  Blessed  Margaret  Mary  and  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  Jesus. 

The  Blessed  Margaret  Mary  continues  her  npos- 
tleship.  In  Europe  and  Americrt.wherevcr  there 
exists  a  monastery  of  the  Visitation,  the  solemni- 
ties of  her  Reatitication  arc  the  occasion  of  splen- 
did triumphs  for  the  Heart  of  Jesus.  From  all 
quarters  we  have  most  interesting  account"?,  which 
we  would  be  most  happy  to  reproduce  if  the  lim- 
its of  our  little  journal  permitted.  But  among  all 
the.se  celel)rations,  there  is  one  most  particularly 
distinguished  for  the  magnificence  of  its  decora- 
tions and  ceremonies,  the  number  of  the  Prelates 
and  illustrious  orators,  and  the  crowd  of  faithful 
■who  assisted,  and,  above  all,  l»y  the  presence  of 
the  relics  of  the  Blessed  Margaret  ^lary.  The 
26th,  27th  and  28th  of  June  were  appointed  by 
the  Bishop  of  Autun  for  the  solemn  trUluo  at  the 
Paray  le  >Ionial,  to  celebrate  the  Beatification  of 
the  saintly  person  who  shed  an  unwonted  glory  on 
this  pious  house.  The  necessity  of  going  to  press 
before  this  date  obliges  us  to  jjostpone  the  full 
description  of  the  festival  until  our  next  number. 
To-day,  we  place  before  our  readers  the  admirable 
pastoral  letter  of  the  Bishop  of  Autun  to  pre- 
pare his  diocese  for  the  worthy  celebration  of  this 
solemnity. 

The  illustrious  Prelate,  in  the  words  of  the 
Sovereign  Pontiff,  establishes  the  fact  that  Mar- 
garet Mary  had  a  special  mission  to  make  the 
Heart  of  Jesus  known  and  loved.  But  to  accom- 
plish this  mission,  she  had  to  be  prepared  by  Hira 
who  gave  it.  To  become  the  worthy  instrument 
of  divine  love,  she  must  have  felt  in  herself  all 
its  influences.  Love  st^parates  to  unite,  it  morti- 
fies to  exalt,  it  destroys  the  life  of  the  senses  and 
passions  in  order  to  give  the  life  of  the  spirit  and 
God.  This  is  accomplished  in  Margaret ;  it  de- 
tached her  from  the  world  and  herself,  to  unite 
her  to  Jesus  Christ,  by  the  double  bond  of  suffer- 
ing and  Eucharistic  communion.  Thus  delivered 
from  all  fetters,  implicitly  submissive  to  the  im- 
pulses of  divine  love,  Margaret  was  ready  to  ful- 
fill her  mission,  and  it  only  remained  to  her  ven- 
erable panegyrist  to  give  a  more  complete  know- 
ledge of  the  manner  she  accomplished  it. 

From  the  origin  of  the  Church,  all  its  dogmas 
have  been  planted  in  tiie  conscience  of  the  pastors 
and  faithful.  They  have  been  preserved  as  a 
sacred  deposit,  and  nourished,  so  to  say,  by  the 
Scriptures  and  tradition ;  then  we  see  them  ex- 
pand in  the  open  day,  when  the  moment  arrives, 
for,  each  particular  truth  must  oncur  with  greater 
force  and  ecUit  to  the  glory  of  Go<l,  and  the  sanc- 
tification  of  His  elect.  The  church  never  invents 
a  new  dogma,  never  adds  a  treasure  to  revelation; 
but  age  after  age  she  proiir,unces  solemn  decisions, 
which  enlighten  and  confirm  what  had  before 
been  the  faith  of  all.  She  practises  to  day,  what 
she  has  practised  from  the  beginning.  Only,  she 
Is  happy  to  vary  and  emi)ellish  the  manifestations 
of  her  love  for  Jesus  Christ,  and  at  the  same  time 
to  give  more  efficacious  aid  to  the   piety   of  her 


children.  From  this  point  of  view  we  must  judge 
of  the  practices  of  piety  and  devotion  CMtablished 
by  the  Church.  To  speak  only  of  those  which 
lu'long  to  th%  Passion — the  cross,  the  crown  of 
thorns,  tlie  Precious  Blood,  the  five  wounds,  the 
flagellation,  have  always  been  objects  of  venera- 
tion and  love;  yet,  at  different  epochs,  under  the 
direction  of  the  Spirit  of  Go<l,  the  Church  has 
been  inspired  to  give  a  greater  light  to  each,  and 
authorize  new  means  to  honor  them. 

When  then  Margaret  Mary  presented  to  men 
the  Sacred  Heart  of  the  Saviour,  as  the  natural 
and  living  symbol  of  charity  and  the  object  of  a 
special  devotion,  and  when  the  Church  establish- 
ed for  this  purpose  festivals,  processions  and  con- 
fraternities, it  was  not  the  birth  of  a  new  devo- 
tion, but  only  a  new  and  popular  form  of  a  devo- 
tion that  dates  back  to  the  cradle  of  Christianity. 

Mary  first  adored  in  the  crib  and  at  the  loot  of 
the  cross  the  Heart  of  Him  whom  she  loved  at  the 
same  time  as  her  Son  and  his  God.  Saint  John, 
reposing  on  the  bosom  of  her  Master,  drew  from 
the  fountain  head  the  devotion  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.  And  during  the  course  of  ages,  all  the 
most  loving  souls  have  enjoyed  the  sweetness  of 
this  devotion.  But  it  was,  in  some  sort,  an  indi- 
vidual devotion.  To  ilargaret  Mary  belonged  the 
glory  of  its  public  establishment  and  propagation 
throughout  the  whole  world.  Sublime  Ajjixstle- 
ship,  by  which  our  Blessed  one  has  powerfully 
CO  operated  in  the  principal  work  of  the  Redemp- 
tion ! 

The  great  design  of  Jesus  Christ  has  been  to 
establish  upon  earth  the  reign  of  His  charity.  He 
wished  to  be  loved.  And  in  this  design.  He  has 
succeeded;  and  daring  eighteen  hundred  years.  He 
has  received  from  souls  what  He  was  the  first  to 
give  them,  namely— love,  sacrifice  and  devotedness. 

Jesus  is  the  Sovereign  Attachment,  the  unique 
Beloved  of  all  that  is  greatest  in  the  world  by 
genius  or  virtue.  He  asks  renunciations,  and  they 
are  matle ;  He  asks  bl(x>d,  and  it  is  given;  it  is  an 
honor  to  receive  humiliations  as  He  did ;  it  is 
gain  to  be  poor  with  Him  ;  it  is  sweetness  itself 
to  mingle  our  tears  with  His ;  it  is  true  life  to  die 
and  be  buried  with  the  Author  of  Life  itself 
Such  is  the  spectacle  we  admire  in  Margaret  Mary ! 
Her  entire  existence  was  a  generous  enmlation  of 
sacrifice  with  Jesus,  a  sublime  folly  of  love  which 
corresponded  to  that  of  Calvary  and  the  Eucharist. 

But  we  must  acknowledge  that  the  victory  of 
the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  is  far  from  being  com- 
plete ;  by  the  side  of  the  best  and  most  noble  por- 
tion of  humanity,  which  returns  Him  love  for  love ; 
there  is  a  multitude  of  indifferent,  ungraceful  and 
rebellious  souls.  The  God  of  Love  oAen  com- 
plained of  this  to  His  blessed  servant.  "In  this," 
He  said,  "was  the  most  exquisite  torment  of  My 
Passion.  Ah  !  if  men  would  return  Me  love  for 
love,  all  that  I  have  done  for  them  would  seem  to 
Me  very  little  !  And  if  I  could  I  would  have 
done  much  more,  but  they  arc  cold  toward  Me 
and  repel  all  My  advances."  At  another  time 
He  revealed  to  her  that  His  sorrow  was  still  gn>at- 
'  er  at  the  thought  of  the  ingratitude  of  those 
hearts  that  had  Ix'en  consecrated  to  Him.  ♦  ♦  *  * 
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The  devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart  is,  then,  a  su 
preme  effort  of  Jesus  Christ  to  make  Himself  loved. 
We  read  in  the  life  of  Saint  Gertrude  that  Saint 
John  the  Evangelist,  having  one  day  appeared  to. 
her,  slie  asked  him,  why  he  whose  head  had  re- 
posed on  the  bosom  of  his  Lord  at  the  Last  Sup- 
per had  never  written  anything  for  our  instruc- 
tion on  the  beating  of  the  Heart  of  his  Divine 
Master.  The  Saint  replied  in  these  remarkable 
words :  "I  was  charged  to  announce  to  the  infant 
Church  the  doctrine  of  the  Word  Incarnate  of 
God  the  Father  ;  but  with  regard  to  the  sweetness 
of  this  Divine  Heart  God  has  reserved  to  Himself 
to  make  it  known  in  the  last  ages,  when  the 
world  is  growing  old,  in  order  to  reanimate  with  it 
the  flame  of  charity  which  will  also  be  growing 
cold."  The  same  was  announced  to  Margaret  Mary. 
"On  Saint  John  Evangelist's  day,"  says  she,  "after 
having  received  from  my  Divine  Saviour  a  grace 
similar  to  that  received  the  evening  of  the  Last 
Supper  by  the  beloved  disciple,  the  Divine  Heart 
was  represented  to  me  on  a  throne  of  fire  and 
flames,  from  which,  rays  proceeded  on  all  sides 
more  brilliant  than  the  sun  and  transparent  than 
crystal;  the  wound  it  received  on  the  cross  was 
plainly  visible;  it  was  surrounded  with  a  crown 
of  thorns,  and  above  it  the  cross  was  displayed. 
The  Saviour  made  known  to  me  that  His  great 
desire  of  being  jjerfectly  loved  by  men  had  in- 
spired Him  with  the  design  of  manifesting  His 
Heart  to  them,  and  of  giving  them  in  these  last 
days  this  last  effort  of  His  love." 

"Another  day  the  Divine  Master  said  to  her  : 
"I  seek  a  victim  for  My  Heart,  which  will  sacrifice 
itself  as  an  immolation  for  the  accomplishment  of 
My  designs."  Then  the  humble  virgin,  throwing 
herself  at  His  feet,  mentioned  several  holy  souls 
whom  she  believed  capable  of  corresponding  with 
His  designs.  "No,"  replied  the  loving  Saviour,  "I 
wish  for  no  other  than  thyself."  And  He  prom- 
ised her  all  the  graces  necessary  for  the  ministry 
given  her.  Wonderful  harmony,  which  an  elo- 
quent writer  has  delineated  in  the  portrait  he  has 
traced  of  the  Blessed  Margaret  Mary  :  "  Of  a  frail 
and  delicate  temperament,  such  as  God  gives  to 
the  souls  He  destines  for  great  sufferings  ;  of  an 
exquisite  sensibility.  His  gift  to  those  who  must 
love  much  ;  joined  to  intelligence,  good  sense  and 
sound  judgment ;  a  gentle  yet  invincible  will ;  a 
patient  and  unalterable  soul,  that  would  not  waver 
at  any  opposition  ;  an  ardent  love,  a  strength  in 
devotedness,  which  no  sacrifice  could  overcome  ; 
and,  above  all,  an  elevation,  delicacy  and  depth 
of  heart,  that  rendered  her  capable  of  compre- 
hending that  of  her  Divine  Master."  Add  to 
these  happy  dispositions,  a  faithful  correspondence 
to  all  the  designs  of  God,  heroism  in  sacrifice, 
passionate  love  of  suffering  and  of  the  Eucharist, 
and  you  will  rea<lily  understand  the  truth  of  the 
Sovereign  Pontiff's  words :  "Margaret  Mary  has 
shown  herself,  with  the  grace  of  God,  worthy  of 
her  sublime  mission." 


From  Portugal  we  have  received  the  following  : 

I  can  scarcely  tell  you  how    I   was  affected  in 

seeing  among  the  intentions  of  the  Apostleship  of 


last  month,  the  cure  of  two  hundred  and  fifty-four 
sick,  particularly  one  of  our  Portuguese  associates  ; 
and  to  the  prayers,  offered  through  the  Apostle- 
ship, I  attribute  the  entire  restoration  of  my  sight, 
after  a  long  period  of  partial  blindness,  for  the 
cure  commenced  at  the  date  of  the  last  Messen- 
ger of  the  Sacred  Heart.  The  poor  old  woman 
w^hom  we  recommended  to  the  prayers  of  the  As- 
sociates at  a  time  when  she  would  neither  speak 
of  God  nor  the  salvation  of  her  soul,  lately  died 
in  the  most  edifying  dispositions. 
-•► 

Pruits  and  Progress  of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer, 

We  are  happy  to  transmit  to  our  dear  Associate 3 
a  favor  of  which  they  will  know  how  to  appre- 
ciate the  advantages.  The  hope  we  expressed  in 
our  last  number  to  obtain  for  them  a  special  par- 
ticipation in  the  prayers  and  good  works  of  all 
the  meml)ers  of  the  Order  of  La  Trappe  has  been 
realized.  The  letter  we  wrote  on  the  subject,  to 
the  Very  llev.  Superior  General  did  not  reach 
him,  but  as  soon  as  he  heard  of  our  desire  he 
wrote  us  as  follows  : 

"My  Very  Rev.  Fathek  :  The  last  Messenger 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  announces  your  praiseworthy 
desire  to  obtain  for  your  legions  of  associates  a 
special  participation  in  the  prayers  and  good 
works  of  our  Order.  As  soon  as  our  Rev.  Supe- 
rior General  had  been  informed  of  this  desire,  he 
gave  it  according  to  the  full  extent  of  your 
wish,  charging  me  to  transmit  it  to  you  in  writing. 
"  The  Reverend  Father  Dom  Charles  Seisson, 
our  Superior  General,  willingly  grants  to  all  the 
Associates  of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer,  present 
and  future,  a  full  and  entire  participation  in  all 
the  masses,  offices,  prayers,  fasts,  abstinences,  alms- 
and  in  general,  all  the  exercises  of  piety  and  pen- 
ance which  are  practised,  by  the  mercy  of  God,  in 
the  different  houses  of  our  Order.  And  in  return, 
his  Reverence  beseeches  you.  Rev.  Father,  to  re- 
commend in  a  particular  manner  to  the  prayers  of 
the  Associates  the  dift'erent  houses  of  our  Order ; 
so  that  we  may  all  console  the  Sacred  Heart  of 
Jesus.  The  Rev.  Father  General  is  also  by  rule 
the  Local  Superior  of  La  Grande  Chartreuse;  but 
it  is  in  his  quality  of  Superior  General  that  he 
grants  this  participation  in  the  graces  and  merits 
of  all  the  houses  of  the  entire  Order. 

Perhaps  it  will  be  a  gratification  for  the  Asso- 
ciates to  know  that  the  ferial  oflice  with  us  is  al- 
ways followed  by  that  of  the  dead,  (Vespers, 
Matins  of  three  nocturns,  and  Lauds,)  and  that 
we  recite  daily,  even  during  the  last  days  of  Holy 
Week,  the  Little.  Office  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
Ever  since  the  time  of  the  Crusades,  we  re- 
cite daily  prayers  for  the  recuperation  of  the  Holy 
Land ;  they  consist  of  two  psalms — Deits,  vene- 
runt  gentes  (Ixxviii.)  Ad  te  levari  oculos  meos 
(cxxii),  followed  by  analagoiis  versicles  and  the 
prayer  ;  Dens,  qui  ad  exhibenda  nostrte  redemp- 
tionis  mysteria,  terram  promissionis  elegisti,  lib- 
era earn,  qusesumus,  ab  instantia  jjaganorum,  et 
restitue  earn  cultui  Christiano,  ut  gentilium  incre- 
diilitate  confusa,  populus  tuus  Christianus,  in  te 
confidens,  de  tuse  virtutis  potentia  glorietur." 
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JANE  W 

Died  on  the  S5tli  July,  ISiJ,  aged  "H  years. 
Jane  W.  was  intrustcil  to  our  care  at  the  age  of 
six  years  and  a  half.  Her  ingenuous  and  intel- 
ligent expression  of  countenance  attracted  the 
notice  of  all  who  looked  upon  it.  Even  at  so  ten- 
der an  age,  she  pos.sessed  a  rare  disposition  to  piety, 
united  with  an  intelligence  beyond  her  years  ;  so 
much  so,  that  the  most  serious  persons  took  pleas- 
ure in  conversing  with  her,  and  were  quite  sur- 
f»rised  at  the  propriety  of  her  answers,  and  the 
ivelinessof  her  repartees.  Hardly  had  *he  In-gun 
to  learn  her  prayers,  when  she  was  observed,  from 
time  to  time  to  retire  where  she  could  be  alone,  and 
to  repeat  them  in  an  attitude  of  profound  recol- 
lection, with  clasped  hands  and  closed  eyes,  so  that 
nothing  could  distract  her  attention.  At  the  same 
time  she  displayed  a  most  scrupulous  care  not  to 
wound  in  the  slightest  degree  the  angelic  virtue 
of  purity  ;  she  took  every  sort  of  precaution  whilst 
making  her  little  toilet,  and  did  not  like  any  one 
to  be  present  but  the  person  who  was  ap|M)iiited 
to  preside  at  it.  God  must  have  been  pleased  to 
favor  Jane  with  His  choicest  blessings,  for  she  be- 
longed to  an  English  Protestant  family,  and  had 
never  been  baptized.  The  Superioress  of  the  Con- 
vent, delighted  with  all  she  heard  of  this  child,  and 
seconded  by  the  influence  of  a  person  of  high  rank, 
toward  whom  Jane's  family  had  many  obligations, 
obtained  Mrs.  W's.  consent  to  have  Jane  baptized, 
and  brought  up  in  the  Catholic  faith. 

Jane  was  an  angel  whom  God  would  allow  to  be 
seen  only  fora  while  on  earth.  A  short  time  after 
her  baptism,  a  di.sorder  in  the  knee,  which  soon 
extended  to  the  hip,  obliged  her  to  keep  her  bed 
for  several  months,  and  caused  just  fears  to  be 
entertained  for  her  life.  The  mistress  yf  the  fourth 
class,  who  daily  visited  our  little  patient,  and  who 
taught  her,  by  conversations  adajitetl  to  her  age, 
the  holy  use  she  might  make  of  her  sufferings, 
found  her  in  such  surprising  disposititms,  that  she 
thought  it  advisable  to  prepare  her  for  her  first 
communion,  as  the  doctors  had  decided  that  her 
c<»mplaint  allowed  no  hopes  of  recovery.  The  Su- 
perioress, having  been  c<msulted  on  the  sulyect, 
feared  that  the  parish  priest  of  the  church  of  the 
Foreign  Missions  might  disiipprove  of  it,  as  the 
child  was  only  seven  years  and  a  few  months  old  ; 
"  Nevertheless,"  said  she  to  Mother  II.,  "you  may 
continue  to  give  her  instruction  ;  M.  Desgenettes 
shall  then  examine  her,  and  decide  the  point." 

The  zeal  of  our  catechist  was  fully  crowned  with 
success.  Jane  did  not  know  French  sufficiently  well 
to  learn  all  that  it  was  necessary  she  should  know ; 
but  the  indefatigable  Mother  K.  taught  her  every 
thing  cica  voce,  and  in  a  short  time  the  child,  who 
had  a  good  memory,  was  able  to  answer  every 
question  perfectly.  The  pastor  was  consulted ;  he 
came  to  see  her,  and  was  delighted  with  her.  Mo- 
ther R.  had  taught  Jane  to  make  her  examination 
of  conscience,  and  she  went  to  confession  with  so 
much  simplicity  and  ingenuousness,  and  with  signs 
of  such  true  compunction,  that  Si.  Desgenettes 
could  not  find  words   to  express   his  admiration. 


"Certainly,"  said  he,  "I  will  take  charge  of  this 
first  communion  ;  we  shouM  be  too  happy  if  we 
could  always  find  hearts  as  well  prepared  in  a 
more  advanced  age."  The  nuns  therefore  began  to 
think  still  more  seriously  of  preparing  her  for  this 
great  occasion,  and  Jane  was  overjoyed  at  the 
happy  prospect.  Three  days  before  her  first  wm- 
munion  she  made  a  little  retreat,  and  performed 
all  the  exercises  with  the  most  wonderful  recollec- 
tion,—her  spiritual  reading,  meditations,  and 
prayers, — the  choice  and  duration  of  which  had 
been  carefully  adapted  tothe  weakness  of  her  age. 
As  soon  as  she  had  received  absolution,  she,  of  her 
own  accord,  asked  pardon  of  all  those  who  sur- 
rounded her  for  any  pain  or  trouble  she  might 
have  given  them. 

The  great  day  being  at  length  arrived,  Jane, 
dressed  in  white  and  crowned  with  roses,  was  car- 
ried into  the  chapel  cm  a  couch,  which  was  also 
covered  with  white  drapery  and  surrounded  with 
garlands  of  flowers.  Her  parents  and  all  the  mem- 
bers of  her  family  were  present  at  this  ceremony. 
At  the  moment  of  communion,  M.  Desgenettes, 
who  celebrated  the  holy  sacrifice,  holding  the 
Ble&sed  Sacrament  in  his  hands,  approached  her 
couch,  and  made  her  a  short  di-scourse,  in  which 
he  reminded  her  of  the  feelings  of  holy  love  and 
gratitude  which  should  fill  her  heart  when  our 
Lord  should  have  taken  pos.session  of  it ;  and  h6 
then  administered  to  her  the  holy  communion. 
The  touching  sight  of  the  goodness  of  a  God  who 
was  no  longer  satisfied  with  saying,  "  Sufler  little 
children  to  come  unto  Me,"  but  who  came  now  to 
give  IIim.self  to  a  child  of  seven  years  and  a  half, 
— the  air  of  deep  devotion,  the  angelic  countenance 
of  the  little  girl,  and  the  tears  wiiich  fell  from  her 
eyes, — all  these  deeply  touched  the  happy  witness- 
es of  a  ceremony  which  Mas  so  well  calculated  to 
move  the  heart.  Mrs.  W.  seemed  most  esjM^cially 
affected,  and  was  still  more  so,  when,  after  Msiss, 
she  approached  her  child's  couch,  and  asking  her 
how  she  did,  she  replied,  "  Oh,  mamma,  n»y  dear 
mamma,  I  am  happier  than  words  can  express  ; 
and  I  desire  nothing  more,  ex{;ept  to  see  you  a 
Catholic.  Alas,  dear  mamma  !  shall  I  not  see  you 
again  in  heaven  y"  She  renewed  her  entreaties 
on  this  subject  to  her  mother  in  the  course  of  the 
day,  and  it  was  with  tears  that  this  admirable 
child  implored  her  to  grant  her  this  favor ;  for  the 
thought  of  her  mother's  conversion  had  been  her 
only  anxiety  during  the  course  of  her  illness.  She 
had  more  than  ten  deep  wounds  from  the  knee 
to  the  hip,  and  the  dres.sing  of  these  wounds  was 
to  her  a  daily  inartyrdom  ;  and  though  she  dread- 
ed the  moment  of  the  dressing,  the  thought  of 
obtaining  the  conversion  of  her  mother  by  her 
own  sufferings,  elevated  her  above  her  feeble  na- 
ture, and  caused  her  to  repress  every  complaint  ; 
and  wlien  the  violence  of  the  pain  caused  her  to 
cry  out,  she  reproached  herself  for  it  afterwanis, 
and  would  say  to  the  infirmarian,  "Sec,  dear 
3Iother,  how  little  courage  I  have ;  1  cannot  even 
suffer  this  for  mamma." 

During  the  ceremony  of  first  communion,  they  had 
hung  our  little  patient's  room  with  white  drapery 
and  an  altar,  on  which  there  was  an  image  of  the 
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Blessed  Virgin,  surrounded  with  vases  of  flower-, 
had  been  erected  opposite  her  bed  and  tastefully 
decorated.  After  tliey  had  placed  her  in  this  new 
sanctuary,  the  child,  being  fatigued,  fell  asleep 
with  her  little  hands  crossed  on  her  breast.  Iler 
countenance,  during  this  sleep,  bore  an  expression 
of  innocence  and  happiness  which  it  is  impossible 
to  describe,  and  which  appealed  so  deeply  to  the 
heart,  that  those  who  surrounded  her  could  not 
tear  themselves  away  from  her  bed.  The  nuns 
wished  all  their  pupils  to  witness  so  edifying  a 
Bight ;  all  of  them  came  to  see  her  in  her  sweet 
sleep,  which  so  little  resembled  an  ordinary  sleep, 
that  they  felt  tempted  to  apply  to  her  the  words 
of  Scripture;  "I  sleep,  but  my  heart  watches." 

In  tlie  afternoon,  her  companions  were  present 
in  her  room  at  the  renewal  of  the  baptismal  vows, 
which  she  made  in  the  hands  of  the  parish  priest, 
and  at  her  consecration  to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
Hymns,  appropriate  to  the  occasion  were  sung  be- 
ibre  and  after  tliese  two  ceremonies.  In  the  evening 
she  was  placed  in  a  more  especial  manner  under 
the  protection  of  tlie  Mother  of  God  by  receiving, 
the  holy  Scapular,  the  duties  and  obligations  of 
which  had  been  previously  explained  to  lier. 

Several  priests  had  been  to  see  our  little  Jane  ; 
and  one  of  them,  well  known  for  his  zeal  and 
apostolic  labors,  conversed  with  her  for  a  long 
time,  and  departed  tilled  with  admiration  at  her 
answers,  and  at  the  sentiments  of  piety  with  which 
God  had  filled  this  young  heart.  "Kfally,"  said 
he  to  us,  "you  have  a  little  preacher  there,  who  is, 
far  more  eloquent  than  we  are  with  all  our  sermons.' 

It  happened,  nevertheless,  that  Jane  committed 
a  slight  fault  some  days  after  her  first  communion  ; 
her  mamma  had  brought  her  a  box  of  sugar-plums, 
and  Mother  A.,  who  had  charge  of  our  little  pa- 
tient, fearing  that  she  might  make  herself  ill,  had 
recommended  her  not  to  eat  any  of  them  without 
leave.  A  person  who  was  not  aware  of  this  com- 
mand, and  who  saw  the  box  of  sugar- jjlums  lying 
on  the  child's  bed,  said  to  her:  "Why,  Jane,  where 
did  this  come  from  ?"  "JNIamma  gave  it  to  me,"  said 
she,  smiling.  "  And  you  do  not  even  touch  it  ?" 
" No,  dear  Mother."  " A  sugarplum  will  do  you 
no  harm,"  said  Mother  N.,  and  at  the  same  time 
she  put  one  in  her  mouth.  Shortly  afterwards. 
Mother  A.  asked  her  whether  the  box  had  been 
opened.  "  No,  dear  Mother,"  replied  she.  But 
this  "no"  was  no  sooner  uttered  than  she  felt  her 
fault,  and  deplored  it  so  deeply,  that  when  M. 
Desgenettes  came  to  see  her  with  another  priest 
whom  she  did  not  know,  and  when  he  asked  her 
whether  she  had  been  good  ever  since  her  first 
communion,  "  Alas !  no.  Father,"  cried  she,  burst- 
ing into  tears ;  "  I  have  told  a  lie."  M.  Desgenet- 
tes represented  to  her  in  vain  that  it  was  not  usual 
to  go  to  confession  aloud  ;  but  she  refused  to  re- 
ceive any  consolation,  until  she  had  been  assured 
that  God  had  forgotten  and  forgiven  everything 
she  had  done,  on  account  of  the  sincerity  of  her 
repentance. 

No  consolation  of  religion  was  refused  to  this 
favored  child.  The  Archbishop,  who  came  shortly 
after  Jane's  first  communion,  wished  to  see  her, 
and  being  delighted  with  her  answers,  he  at  once 
granted  the  request  they  made  him  to  administer 


to  her  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation ;  saying  that 
a  pure  and  innocent  heart  was  the  best  prepara- 
tion for  receiving  the  Holy  Ghost.  The  complaint 
which  had  attacked  the  little  girl  made  very  rapi  1 
progress,  and  mortification  was  expected  to  reach 
the  region  of  the  heart.  In  this  dreadful  state,  she 
desired  but  one  thing,  which  was,  to  receive  holy 
communion  once  more  before  siie  died.  In  the 
midst  of  violent  pains,  two  days  before  her  death, 
she  was  heard  to  cry  out,  "  Let  me  renew  my  first 
communion !"  Though  it  was  hardly  three  weeks 
since  she  had  made  her  first  communion,  God  was 
pleased  to  grant  her  this  much  desired  favor. 
The  day  before  her  death,  she  went  to  confession, 
received  the  holy  viaticum  and  the  Sacrament  of 
extreme  unction,  with  most  touching  devotion  and 
recollection  of  mind.  A  few  moments  before  she 
expired,  being  in  possession  of  all  her  faculties, 
she  turned  herself  suddenly  towards  an  image  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  that  stood  near  her  bed,  and 
cried  out,  "  My  dear  Mother,  my  sweet  Mother, 
grant  me  grace  not  to  ofiend  God  before  I  die  ; 
grant  me  mamma's  conversion !"  They  were  her 
last  words ;  and  shortly  afterwards  this  little  angel 
went  to  enjoy  the  vision  of  that  God  who  had 
bestowed  on  her  so  many  favors. 

Her  companions  wished  to  see  her  once  more. 
Ilcr  features  still  preserved  their  expression  of  in- 
nocence and  simplicity ;  and  this  last  sleep  remind- 
ing them  of  the  day  of  her  first  communion,  most 
of  them,  in  spite  of  the  involuntary  horror  death 
naturally  inspires,  kissed  her  with  respect ;  being 
more  inclined,  said  they,  to  sing  the  Laudnte  than 
to  say  the  "  Prayers  for  the  recommendation  of  a 
soul  departed,"  lor  the  innocent  and  happy  Jane. 


riowers   of  my  Mother . 

"  Mary,  Mary  !  why,  you  have  been  robbing  ray 
garden  !"  exclaimed  Mr.  B.,  one  morning,  as  his 
little  daughter  came  running  into  his  room,  carry- 
ing a  large  nosegay  of  flowers. 

"Yes  indeed,  papa;  and  I  am  going  to  rob  it 
every  morning,  as  long  as  the  flowers  last." 

Mary  was  a  beautiful  little  child  of  six  years. 
Her  head  was  covered  with  ringlets  of  chesnut 
brown  curls ;  but  there  was  a  certain  subdued 
quietness  in  her  large  dark  eyes,  that  correspon- 
ded with  her  deep  mourning  dress — both  told  the 
sad  tale  that  Mary's  mother  had  been  dead  six 
months. 

"  And  for  whom  has  my  daughter  gathered  all 
those  flowers  ?" 

"  For  my  mother,"  replied  the  child. 

*'  How,  your  mother?"  exclaimed  Mr.  B.,  in  an 
agitated  voice. 

"  Yes ;  yes  indeed,  my  poor  papa.  I  know  we 
have  lost  my  good,  beautiful  mother;  we  will  go 
to  heaven,  I  hope,  one  day  and  find  her — so  nurse 
tells  me ;  but  while  I  am  waiting  for  that  day  to 
come,  our  dear  Lord  has  given  me  another  Mother 
— come  and  see  her  statue  on  the  beautiful  altar 
I  have  made  her. 

And  with  childish  eagerness  and  affection,  Mary 
drew  her  father  into  her  little  chamb(?r,  and  show- 
ed him  the  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  wliich  she 
had  surrounded  with  all  her  choicest  treasures. 
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AVE^AEIA. 

"  Ave  Maria  /"  when  in  infancy 

I  prattled  on  my  gentle  mother's  knee, 

She  sang  that  sweet  refrain  : 
And  while  all  other  memories  of  that  day 
Have  vanished  one  by  one,  like  dreams,  away — 

Not  so  that  sacred  strain. 
My  boyhood,  'mid  the  classical  retreat 
Of  Georgetown  Col  lege — (Learning's  ancient  seat), 

Charmed  by  tiie  rinse's  Lyre, 
Still  loved  yet  more,  in  ecstasy  to  dwell 
Upon  the  old  angelic  canticle. 

Which  did  fresh  hoi)es  inspire. 
When,  afterward,  as  through  long  checkered  years, 
My  life  went  marching  on,  with  smiles  and  tears. 

And  ministerial  duties,  in. 
But  yet  not  of  the  world,  incessant  rang 
The  cherished  song  my  mother  sang. 

When  free  from  care  and  sin. 
And  now,  when,  having  reached  the  rugged  steep 
Of  life's  meridian,  looked  down  the  deep, 

Dark  vale  to  which  I  must  descend, 
".Am  Maria"  (heavenly  roundelay). 
Steals  on  my  ear,  as  in  my  childhood  day. 

Sweet,  cheering  to  the  end. 
*► 

THE  INPINITE  SALUTATION ; 

Or  the  Ave  Maria  Popularly  Explained. 

AVE  MAKIA — HAIL   MAKV. 

These  words,  sweetly  spoken  by  the  angel  to 
the  Virgin,  in  the  quiet  chamber  at  Nazareth,  in 
Asia,  have  ever  since  resounded  over  the  whole 
world,  like  an  immense  chime  suspended  in  the 
heavens  and  ringing  day  and  night.  Since  the 
angel  first  uttered  these  words,  they  have  been 
repeated,  again  and  again,  by  millions  of  human 
lips,  and  the  hands  of  your  watch  cannot  point  to 
a  single  second,  during  which  this  salutation  Ls 
not  uttered  somewhere  on  this  earth. 

In  Catholic  countries,  as  s^nm  as  a  child  begins 
to  speak,  it  is  taught  to  lisp  the  Hail  Mary.  And, 
as  he  grows  and  becomes  a  man,  he  says  this 
prayer  repeatedly  during  the  day,  so  that  when 
age  creeps  upon  him  he  has  said  it  many  hundred 
thousand  times  during  life;  and  when  he  is  dy- 
ing, those  who  stand  around  his  bedside  still 
greet  his  enfeebled  iK^ring  by  repeating  the 
prayer,  "Hail  Mary!"  Nay,  even  after  his  <lcath, 
pious  neighbors  and  relatives  still  continue  this 
salutation  around  his  coffin,  as  they  carry  it  to 
the  cemetery  where,  after  consigning  his  remains 
to  the  dust,  they  linger  to  breathe  the  beautiful 


prayer,  "  Hail  Mary  !"  And  as  long  as  the  Cath- 
olic Church  continues  to  exist,  that  is  to  the  end 
of  the  world ;  yea,  even  when  the  fabric  of  the 
universe  is  about  to  be  dis-solved  ;  when  the  sign 
of  the  Son  of  Man  shall  appear  in  the  heavens, 
and  worldlings  shall  cry  out  in  terror  and  dismay  : 
"Fall  upon  us,  ye  mountains,  and  cover  us,  ye 
hills"-.-even  then  and  there  will  be  heard,  from 
the  lips  of  countless  pious  Christians,  the  beauti- 
ful words,  "  Hail  Mary  !" 

Now,  Mho  must  she  Ix;  that  is  saluted  so  often 
as  there  are  leaves  in  the  forest,  blades  of  grass  in 
the  meadow,  dew-drops  glittering  in  the  morning 
sun,  or  snowflakes  scattered  over  the  face  of  the 
earth  during  a  long  and  dreary  winter?  Now,  is 
it  just  and  right  that  a  creature  should  be  so 
highly  honored  and  so  often  saluted?  In  order 
to  answer  this  question,  I  will  commence  by  giv- 
ing the  following  comparisons  and  illustrations : 

The  sun  has  just  gone  down.  What  if  it  were 
never  to  rise  again  ?  We  would  have  to  light 
candles,  and  all  work  would  be  accomplished  by 
candlelight.  And  a  sorry  working  it  would  be. 
Disorder  and  confusion  would  reign  supreme, 
while  Siidness  and  fear  would  assert  their  domin- 
ion in  the  human  heart.  But  the  greatest  diffi- 
culty of  all  would  be  found  in  tilling  the  ground. 
All  work  in  the  field  would  have  to  l)e  suspended ; 
and  even  if  it  were  possible  to  prepare  the  soil,  in 
a  measure,  it  would  not  repay  the  labor.  For, 
being  deprived  of  light,  all  vegetation  would  lose 
its  natural  color,  become  sickly  and  finally  die. 
To  what  great  suffering  would  the  human  family 
be  exposed  ?  If,  in  years  gone  by,  the  harvests 
have  failed,  and  famine  devastated  many  coun- 
tries because  sunshine  and  rain  were  not  equally 
distributed,  how  would  it  be,  if  the  sun  were 
never  again  to  make  its  appearance?  Not  a  seed 
would  sprout  and  grow ;  it  would  become  cold 
and  colder,  until  land  and  water  would  become 
one  vast  frozen  mass  of  ice,  and  lx)th  the  rational 
and  irrational  creation  would  perish,  one  after  an- 
other, by  hunger  and  cold,  until  all  creatures 
would  be  exterminated,  and  the  earth  left  a  vast 
dark  lump  of  ice,  without  light,  without  motion, 
without  life— in  fact,  an  immense  grave-yard,  in- 
closed by  eternal  winter  and  everlasting  iright. 

Now,  if  it  had  almost  come  to  this,  but  there 
still  remained  a  spark  of  life  and  warmth  in  men, 
even  after  the  extincti<m  of  their  last  lorn  hope— 
and  if  at  this  jniint  they  saw,  far  from  Ix-yond 
the  peaks  (.f  distant  mountains  a  faint  twinkling 
asot  a  burning  forest,  and  they  could  notice  how 
this  faint  uleam  expanded  and  became  stronger, 
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announcing  in  due  time  the  coming  of  a  new  day ; 
and  if  they  couki  again  begin  to  distinguish  the 
clear  blue  sky,  and  behold  the  sun,  shortly  after- 
ward, grandly,  majestically,  ascending  above  the 
horizon  and  inundating  the  earth  with  its  silver 
rays — what  joy  !  what  heartfelt  rejoicing  would 
not  reign  among  the  thousands  and  millions  of 
human  beings,  all  looking  toward  the  east  and 
embiacing  each  other,  with  tears  in  their  eyes, 
exclaiming  :  "  May  God  be  thanked  and  praised 
forever ! — we  are  saved  !" 

Without  the  sun,  darkness  and  death  would 
reign  on  earth,  and  hence  it  is  not  a  matter  of  sur- 
prise to  us  if  we  see  the  heathens  looking  upon  it 
as  a  divinity  and  honoring  it  as  such.  That  they 
were  wrong  in  doing  so,  is  certainly  true.  Still, 
even,  we  must  admit  that  it  is  the  ethereal  foun- 
tain through  which  God  distributes  light,  life,  ex- 
istence, growth,  beauty  and  joy  to  every  creature 
on  earth.  Now,  if  there  is  another  creature 
through  whom  God  bestows  all  illumination,  all 
life  and  the  blessings,  both  temporal  and  eternal, 
upon  the  soul  of  man,  it  would  be  wrong,  of 
course,  to  adore  that  creature,  inasmuch  as  it  is 
not  God ;  but  certainly  we  must  be  permitted  to 
rejoice  in  its  greatness ;  and  if  it  should  chance  to 
be  a  rational  creature,  who,  through  her  own  con- 
sent, had  Vjecome  a  willing  instrument  in  the 
hands  of  God  for  the  salvation  of  the  world,  who 
will  dare  hinder  us  from  honoring  and  praising 
that  creature?  But  I  will  come  to  the  point, and 
express  myself  in  jjlaiu  terms :  The  Saviour  of  the 
world  and  of  all  men  is  Jesus  Christ — and  the 
creature  through  whom  God  has  given  this  Saviour 
to  the  world,  is  Mary.  Hence  we  are  perfectly 
lustified  in  saying  :  Hail  Maiy ! 

Are  you  a  fiirmer  ?  Tell  me,  when  you  carry 
the  sheaves  of  golden  grain  to  your  barn  in  teeming 
loads  that  can  hardly  enter  at  the  gate,  is  the  field 
worth  nothing  to  you  that  has  produced  you  such 
an  abundant  harvest  ? 

Are  you  a  vinegrower  ?  Tell  me,  when  there 
is  a  rich  yield  of  grapes,  as  there  was,  for  instance, 
in  '34  or  '57,  and  the  newly-made  wine  tastes  sharp 
like  brandy,  so  that  even  the  flavor  of  it  almost 
threatened  to  affect  your  brain,  and  the  neighbors 
rejoiced,  discharging  rifles  and  fire-arms  through- 
out their  vineyards  from  sheer  joy,  while  the  mer- 
chant came  and  offered  you  a  liigh  price  for  your 
wine,  even  before  he  had  tasted  it,  would  you  part 
with  the  vineyard  that  has  borne  you  such  excel- 
lent wine,  even  if  a  Jew  were  to  come  to  you  and 
ofter  an  immense  sum  ? 

Or  perhaps  you  are  a  miner,  working  under 
ground  in  a  deep  shaft  ?  How  unhappy  would 
you  be  if  your  lamp  were  to  be  extinguished  in  the 
dark,  deep,  rocky  bowels  of  the  mountain,  leav- 
ing you  benighted  and  in  unseen  danger  ?  For 
this  reason,  is  your  lamp  not  of  great  value  ? 

Or  you  are  a  Christian ;  you  have  learned  to  see 
your  sins  in  their  most  hideous  light '?  You  have 
often  thought  of  them  with  bitter  sorrow,  and 
found  consolation  in  Jesus  Christ  ?  In  this  case, 
does  the  Cross,  to  which  He  was  nailed,  not  be- 
come in  you  a  most  holy  sign  ?  And  if  you  could 
tee  the  real  Cross  of  Christ,  would  you  not  con- 


template it  with  the  greatest  reverence,  and  sin- 
cerely think  that  nothing  visible  could  appear 
more  venerable  in  your  eyes  ? 

Now,  if  you  already  honor  the  cross  upon  which 
Jesus  has  hung,  is  the  Church  wrong  in  honoring 
also  the  Mother  who  bore  Him  ?  And  if  the  miner 
is  careful  of  his  lamp,  should  not  also  that  Mother 
be  most  venerable,  from  whom  the  "Light  of  the 
World"  has  sprung  and  taken  His  human  origin  ? 
And  if  we  appreciate  the  soil  that  produces  bread 
and  wine  for  the  nourishment  of  our  body,  should 
we  not  regard  her  as  worthy  of  great  veneration 
and  honor,  from  whom  the  living  bread  and  heav- 
enly fountain  of  life  have  sprung,  for  the  nourish- 
ment of  our  souls  ?  Is  it  therefore  wrong  if  thou- 
sands and  millions  of  Christians  exclaim  often, 
with  feelings  of  reverence,  love  and  joy,  in  the 
words  of  the  Archangel,  "  Hail  Mary  f 

And  if  you  know  that  the  titter  passion  and 
death  of  your  Saviour  has  redeemed  you — of 
which  you  may  learn  more  by  reading  the  Sta- 
tions of  the  Cross — ask  yourself  the  question: 
Did  Jesus  suffer  alone  on  that  occasion  ? 


Saint  Maiy  ad  Nives, 

Gracious  and  pure,  as  the  Virgin  it  represents, 
stands  the  venerable  Liberian  basilic,  known  also 
as  Saint  Mary  Major,  and  Saint  Mary  ad  Nives — 
whose  festival  we  commemorate  August  5. 

At  the  foot  of  the  hill  upon  which  it  is  erected, 
stands  the  obelisk  brought  by  Augustus  from 
Egypt,  to  adorn  the  grand  circus.  Vanity  of  man 
and  his  projects !  death  destroyed  the  monarch, 
and  the  monument  which  he  had  destined  to  en- 
hance the  glory  of  his  reign,  served  to  elevate, 
even  to  the  heavens,  the  magnificent  testimony  of 
his  nothingness. 

The  Cross,  victorious  over  Caesar,  the  world  and 
the  devil,  now  crowns  the  obelisk.  We  saluted  it 
wit,h  respect,  and  rapidly  ascended  the  superb 
marble  steps  that  lead  us  to  Saint  Mary  Major. 
This  celebrated  basilic  occupies  the  square  of 
Macellnm  Liin(e,  that  famous  market-place,  sur- 
rounded with  marble  porticoes,  where  the  luxuri- 
ous Romans  sought  the  rarest  productions  of  the 
known  world.  This  edifice  must  have  been  su- 
perbly magnificent,  since  Tiberius  consecrated  it 
to  his  mother  Livia.  It  was  afterward  the  theater 
of  the  martyrdom  of  an  immense  number  of 
Christians  ;  and  by  one  of  those  harmonies  which 
Rome  presents  at  eyei7  step,  this  place,  dedicated 
to  a  lascivious  Avoman,  but  purified  by  the  blood 
of  the  martyrs,  elevates  the  most  beautiful  church 
to  the  Queen  of  virgins. 

Saint  Mary  Major  owes  its  foundation  to  the 
gracious  miracle  of  snow.  At  the  commencement 
of  the  fourth  century,  there  lived  in  Rome  an  il- 
lustrious patrician,  descended  from  one  of  the 
consular  families.  Being  childless,  he  and  his 
wife  resolved  to  consecrate  their  immense  fortune 
to  the  God  who  had  given  it  to  them.  While  oc- 
cupied with  this  holy  design,  the  Blessed  Virgin 
appeared  to  them,  and  informed  them  that  she 
herself  wished  to  become  their  heiress.  "  You 
will  build  me  a  basilic,"  she  said,  "on  that  hill 
which  will  tomorrow  be  found  covered  with  snow." 


It  was  the  night  of  the  fifth  of  August.  And  the 
next  day,  the  Esmiiline  was  rlotliod  in  a  white 
mnntle  of  snow.  Thr  whoh*  city  was  soon  witness 
of  this  miracle,  and  I'opc  Liherius  rcpairc<l  to  the 
spot,  accompanied  l>y  all  his  clergy.  The  build- 
ing was  immediately  erected  by  tijc  pious  couple, 
and  the  name  it  yet  bears,  of  iktndu  Maria  ad 
Nires,  was  given  to  it. 

In  memory  of  Pope  Liherius,  who  dedicated  it 
the  following  year,  it  is  also  called  the  LilK-rian 
basilic.  To  these  names  are  joined  two  others, 
no  less  honorable.  Saint  Mury  of  the  Crib,  be- 
cause it  possesses  the  Cril)  of  llie  Saviour  of  the 
world,  and  Saint  Mary  Major,  because  it  is  the 
most  important  of  all  the  churches  in  Rome,  ded- 
icated to  the  Queen  of  Heaven.  It  i.s  one  of  the 
most  richly  ornamented  of  all  the  churclics  of  the 
£ternal  City.  It  is  worthy  of  remark  that  por- 
tions of  the  double  colonnade  that  extends 
through  the  nave,  are  inlaid  with  the  first  gold 
brought  from  America.  The  Court  of  Spain,  hav- 
ing received  it  from  the  hands  of  Christ«)pher 
Columbus,  resolved  to  ofltr  it  in  homage  to  Mary; 
and  for  this  pur]>oso  sent  it  to  Rome,  as  an  offer- 
ing to  the  most  beautiful  church  consecrated  to 
Mary,  the  Star  of  the  Sea. 

The  high  altar  is  raised  eleven  steps  above  the 
mosaic  floor.  It  consists  of  a  large  antique  urn 
of  porphyry.  Tlie  cover,  of  black  and  white 
marble,  sustained  at  the  four  corners  by  four 
golden  angels,  serves  as  the  talile  of  sacrifice.  This 
urn  is  supposed  to  be  the  tomi)  of  the  patrician 
John  and  his  wife.  The  canopy,  the  magnificent 
homage  of  Benedict  XIV,  is  supported  by  four 
superb  columns  of  porphyry,  entwined  by  golden 
palms,  and  ornamented  by  four  marble  angels 
holding  in  their  hands  a  triumphal  crown. 

On  each  side  of  the  high  altar  are  the  chapels 
of  SixtusV,  and  the  Borghesi!  family.  No  wonls 
can  de.scribe  their  magnificence.  In  visiting  the 
latter,  we  rememl^ered  with  emotion  that  lately  it 
was  opened  to  receive  the  mortal  remains  of  the 
young  Princess  Borghese,  (daughter  of  the  lato 
Earl  of  Shrewsbury — TR.),whose  memory  embalms 
with  the  sweet  perfume  of  sanctity  the  Roman  pal- 
ace, o*"  which  she  was  the  joy  and  delight,  and  this 
hen-ditary  chapel  where  she  reposes  surrounded 
by  her  children.  Alx)ve  the  altar  of  this  chapel 
is  the  Madonna  «>f  Saint  Luke,  placed  on  a  back- 
ground of  Inpis-lazvli,  s]}arkling  with  precious 
stones,  and  sustained  by  five  golden  angels.  *  * 
*  *  In  this  dear  temple  the  Queen  of  angels  and 
of  men  is  surrounded,  as  with  a  brilliant  court, 
by  the  sacred  bodies  of  a  multitude  of  saints, 
whose  blessed  souls  already  form  her  court  in 
Heaven.  In  the  first  rank  of  the  brilliant  hier- 
archy, l)ehold  the  Apostles,  Peter,  Paul,  Andrew, 
James,  Philip,  Thomas,  and  the  other  members  of 
the  Apostolic  College,  present  in  a  portion  of  their 
relics.  Under  the  papal  altar  reposes  the  Ixxly  of 
Saint  Matthias;  the  head  of  Saint  Luke, the  his- 
torian of  Mary,  is  in  the  Chapel  of  the  Crucifix; 
in  the  second  rank  appear  the  martyrs  of  both 
sexes  and  every  age,  and  then  the  relics  of  saints 
innumerable,  of  all  degrees,  form  a  brilliant  crown 
of  rubies  to  adorn  the  brow  of  the  glorified  Queen 


of  Saints.  After  having  venenite<l  and  recommend- 
ed ourselves,  our  friends  and  our  country  to  this 
august  asstnibly.  we  turned  toward  the  holy  door. 
When  we  enter  Saint  Peter's,  Saint  John  I.Atcran, 
Saint  Paul's  beyond  the  wall,  and  Saint  Mary 
Major,  we  sec  to  the  right  a  door  walled  up,  on 
which  shine  in  golden  letters  these  word8;"C lenient, 
Urban,  Benedict, opened  me  in  such  a  year;  Inno- 
cent, Leo,  closed  me  in  such  another."  You  a^k, 
"What  is  this  door*"  and  you  are  told,  "It  is  the 
holy  door."  Here  is  usually  the  end  of  the  trav- 
eler's curiosity  and  the  guide's  science;  and  with- 
out understanding  it,  you  pass  by  one  of  the  roost 
beautiful  cu.stoms  in  Rome — a  loss  to  which  we 
will  not  condemn  our  readers.  Know,  then,  that 
the  four  grand  basilics  or  principal  churches  in 
Rome,  Ijcsides  the  usual  entnince,  have  a  door  call- 
ed holy;  and  furthermore,  every  twenty-five  years, 
on  Christmas  Eve,  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  makes 
the  solemn  opening  of  the  Jubilee  or  holy  year. 
A  magnificent  procession  commences  the  day.  At 
the  hour  of  vespers,  the  Viair  of  Jesus  Christ 
leaves  his  palaceand  repairs  to  St.  Peter's,  acconi- 
jMinied  by  the  Cardinals  and  Prelates.  All  form 
an  august  circle  around  the  Pontiflf,  who  stops  in 
front  of  the  walled  door.  An  a&sistant  pn-sents  a 
little  silver  hammer  to  the  Holy  Father,  who  strikes 
with  it  three  strokes  upon  the  door,  while  the  cor- 
tege intones  the  mercy,  power  and  charity  of  the 
Blessed  Trinity.  The  ceremony  is  finished  by 
workmen  breaking  down  the  wall,  and  the  holy 
dfMir  remains  wide  oi>en.  It  is  then  washed  with 
holy  water,  and  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  followed 
by  his  court,  crosses  the  threshold,  chanting 
psalms  of  joy,  and  the  Vespers  of  the  Jubilee 
commence.  While  this  ceremony  takes  place  at 
Saint  Peter's,  Cardinals  deputed  by  the  Holy 
Father  perform  the  same  at  Saint  John  Latcran's, 
Saint  Paul's,  and  Saint  Mary  Major's. 

Beautiful  in  itself,  this  ceremony  becomes  still 
more  so  from  its  mysterious  sen.<se.  The  holy  door 
is  on  the  right,  the  baptismal  font  is  on  the  left — 
the  two  opened  for  man  to  reach  Heaven.  The 
first  is  baptism,  which  can  be  possessed  but  once; 
the  second  penance,  which  is  never  irrevocably 
closed.  But,  at  this  time,  why  is  it  broken?  Why 
is  a  hammer  used  instead  of  keys?  To  exprt'ss 
the  supreme  power  of  the  Vicar  of  the  Man-God. 
Keys  are  employed,  under  ordinary  circumstances 
to  open  doore;  and  these  doors  remain — they  can 
be  closed  ;  but  the  hammer  opens  by  demolishing 
the  door,  when  all  can  freely  enter.  The  last  is 
employed  in  extraordinary  and  solemn  circum- 
stances, when  the  crowd  is  immense. 

Ancient  Rome,  in  the  days  of  her  triumph,  threw 
down  a  porti<m  of  her  wall,  either  to  add  tliis 
novelty  to  public  enthusiasm,  or  to  leave  a  free 
passage  to  the  conqueror,  with  the  c<yrtege  of  pris- 
oners loaded  with  chains  and  the  soldiers  crowned 
with  laurela  Christian  Rome  preserves  these  ctis- 
toms,  ennobling  them  by  the  mysterious  signifi- 
cation which  Christianity  gives  ;  inviting  all  na- 
tions to  the  grand  triumph  of  penance,  where  van- 
quished passions  and  expiated  sins  are  chained  to 
her  triumphal  car.  Could  Rome  employ  a  more 
eloquent  ceremony  to  proclaim  that,  as  queen  and 
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mother  of  the  world,  she  calls  to  her  bosom  man- 
kind dispersed  to  the  four  winds?  She  invites 
them  with  equal  love  to  come  and  draw  from  the 
inexhaustible  treasure  of  grace  and  mercy,  which 
opens  for  all  without  distinction  of  tribes  or  of 
nations. 

Turning  from  the  holy  door,  the  attention  is 
arrested  by  a  magnificent  column  of  white  fluted 
marble,  which  rises  in  front  of  Saint  ilary  Ma- 
jor. This  antique  ornament  of  the  temple  of 
Peace,  on  the  Forum,  was  placed  in  front  of  the 
Liberian  basilica  by  Paul  V,  and  crowned  with  a 
statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  The  following  in- 
scription encircles  the  base  : 

PAX   L'NDE   VEHA   EST 
CONSECRAVIT   VIRGINI. 

"  He  consecrated  it  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  Fource 
of  true  peace." 

Thus,  the  obelisk  of  Augustus  chants  the  glory 
of  the  Infant  God  ;  the  white  column  of  the  Fo- 
rum proclaims  the  prerogatives  of  the  sweet  Vir- 
gin, His  Mother.  It  might  well  be  called  a  lyre, 
touched  by  angels.  Let  us  blend  an  ear  to  its  strains: 

IMPURA   FALSI   TEMPLA 
QUONDAM   NUMINI8 
JUBENIE    INCEKTA 
SUSTINEBAM    C^SARE 
NUNC    L-,ETA   VERI 
PERFERENS   MATREM   DEI 
TE    PAULE   NULLIS 
OBTACEBO    SECLIS. 

Cassar  placed  me,  sad  and  somber. 
In  the  temple  soiled  by  crime  ; 
There  I  graced  the  false  god's  triumph, 
Called  by  pagans  all-divine ; — 
Now  with  joy  I  bear  the  Mother 
Of  the  true  God  bom  on  earth — 
Paul,  thy  glories  through  all  ages. 
Loud  I'll  chant  in  strains  of  mirth. 
Then  it  manifests  the  cause  of  its  joy  in  making 
known  the  excellence  of  the  august  Virgin : 

IGNIS   COLUMN  A 
PR.?5TULIT   LUMEN   PUS 

DESERT A   NOCTU 
UT   AERMEARANT    INVIA 

SECURI   AB    ARCE8 

UMC   RECLUDIT    IGNEAS 

MON8TRANTE   AB   ALTA   SEDE 

CALLEM   VIRGINL 

Pillar  of  fire  crowned  with  glory, 
Led  the  just  to  promised  land — 
Guiding  through  the  night  of  darkness, 
O'er  the  desert's  dreary  sand  ; 
So  I  come  with  light  and  gladness, 
Bearing  proudly  to  the  sky,  ' 
Mary  Mother,  Queen  of  Heaven, 
Ray  of  light  to  guide  on  high. 
Honor  to  the  Roman  Pontiffs  who,  in  poetic 
language,  have  celebrated  these  magnificent  con- 
trasts !     Honor  to  Rome,  where  all  the  monuments 
bear,  graven  on  bronze  or  marble,  the  immortal 
dogmas  of  Christianity. 
«■> 

In  all  things  look  to  thy  end,  and  how  thou 
shalt  be  able  to  stand  before  a  severe  Judge,  to 
whom  nothing  is  hidden  ;  who  takes  no  bribes, 
nor  excuses,  but  will  judge  that  which  is  just. 


A  Petition  to  Mary. 

When  life's  brightest  day  is  beaming; 

When  its  brightest  sunbeams  cheer  me ; 
When  the  bliss  as  fair  as  dreaming. 

Hovers  on  the  threshold  near  me  ; 
Mary,  Mother !  bless  and  guard  me ; 

All  earth's  joys  are  vain  and  fleeting ; 
Keep  thy  loving  watch  beside  me. 

When  such  joys  thy  child  is  meeting ; 
Vmjo  Maria,  hear ! 
When  thy  weary  one  is  sleeping, 

And  her  trusting  heart  has  given 
Life  and  soul  into  thy  keeping, 

Watch  her  from  thy  home  in  Heaven ; 
Ask  my  Saviour,  ask  for  me ; 

Mother !  Mary,  Jle  will  hear  thee, 
That  when  lost  in  life's  dark  sea, 

I  may  find  a  haven  near  thee ; 

Ave  Maria,  hear ! 
When  life  all  its  cares  is  bringing; 

When  sin's  heavy  chains  have  bound  me ; 
When  its  woes  and  pains  are  flinging 

Clouds  of  grief  and  darkness  'round  me ; 
Hear  me,  Mary !  list  my  pleading  ; 

Help  me!  all  my  passions  quelling; 
All  my  prayers,  my  sorrows  heeding ; 

All  the  heavy  clouds  dispelling ; 

Help  of  Christians,  hear! 
When  thy  child's  short  life  is  ending — 

7'hen,  O  Queen  of  Angels !  hear  me ; 
Death  were  easy,  thou  attending. 

And  thy  mother  love  so  near  me. 
Lead  me  through  the  heav'nly  portal ; 

When  my  earthly  life  is  done  ; 
To  the  blessed  life  immortal, 

In  the  mansions  of  thy  S(m  ; 

Gate  of  Heaven,  hear ! 
Beaver  Meadow,  June,  1865. 


SANOTUARIESJOT  OUE  LADY. 
Our  Lady  of  Guadelupe,  in  Mexico. 

Mary,  full  of  zeal  for  the  propagation  of  the 
faith,  has  raised  up  new  sanctuaries  in  the  new 
world,  which,  during  so  many  ages  was  buried  in 
the  darkness  of  idolatry.  It  is  there  that  God  in 
His  wisdom  had  resolved  to  indemnify  the  Church 
for  the  losses  which  the  delirium  of  some  proud 
minds,  enemies  of  all  discipline,  had  caused  it  to 
experience  in  the  north  of  Europe. 

The  ministers  of  salvation  in  America  found  a 
vast  harvest  ripe  for  the  Gospel.  They  met  there 
some  savages,  who,  aided  by  the  assistance  of 
Heaven,  followed  the  principles  of  natural  religion. 
There  was  one  among  them  for  whom  Providence 
seemed  to  send  a  missionary.  He  was  instructed 
in  the  mysteries  of  the  faith,  received  the  sacra- 
ment of  regeneration,  when  the  apostolic  man,  al- 
most immediately  after  having  given  a  new  child 
to  the  Church,  was  stopped  by  death,  at  the  be- 
ginning of  his  career,  and  called  to  a  better  life. 

Among  the  Indians  converted  in  Mexico  there 
was  one,  in  1531,  John  Diego  de  Inanlitidlan,  so 
named  from  the  place  of  his  birth,  about  eight 
miles  from  the  city  of  Mexico.     He  was  poor,  but 
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he  feared  the  Lord  ;  lived  contented  with  his  con- 
dition, aid  showed  himself  in  uU  a  fervent  Chris- 
tian. His  wife,  nuincd  Liiciii,  and  his  uncle  Ber- 
nanline,  served  GckI,  as  himself,  in  simplicity  of 
heart.  His  devotion  made  him  go  every  Satunlay 
to  the  canitol  to  hear  Mass  in  the  church  of  Saint 
James.  In  his  journey,  he  had  to  pass  the  foot  of 
a  hill  which  divided  the  distance  Iwtween  the 
city  and  his  hal)itation.  This  hill  had  enjoyed 
great  celebrity  anxmg  the  idolaters.  They  had 
paid  there  their  adoration  to  a  goddess,  to  whom 
they  gave  the  name  of  mother  of  the  gods.  Mary 
deigned  to  open  their  eyes,  and  show  them  in  this 
place  the  Mother  of  the  true  God,  and  their  true 
Mother. 

Saturday,  9th  of  December,  1531,  as  usual,  at  the 
rising  of  the  sun,  the  pious  Diego  went  to  Mexico 
to  satisfy  his  devotion.  He  had  arrived  at  the  foot 
of  the  hill,  when  he  heard  the  most  melodious 
strains  of  music,  which  he  took  at  first  for  the 
warbling  of  the  birds.  These  delightful  strains 
continuing,  excited  his  curiosity;  he  turned  around 
and  perceived  a  little  cloud  resplendent  with  light 
and  bordered  with  a  rainbow  of  most  brilliant 
colors.  Penetrated  with  joy,  he  stopped  and  ear- 
nestly contemplated  this  spectacle.  The  harmony 
ceased,  and  he  heard  himself  called  by  name.  He 
distinguished  a  road  which  oime  from  the  bosom 
of  the  cloud ;  he  ascended  the  hill  and  saw  a  ma- 
jestic throne,  «m  which  was  seated  a  Virgin  of 
incomparable  beauty.  Her  face  was  brilliant  as 
the  sun ;  from  her  garments  issued  rays  of  so  bright 
a  light, and  in  such  abundance,  that  the  surround- 
ing rocks  seemed  to  be  transformed  into  precious 
etones.  Who  can  conceive  the  astonishment  of 
Diego?  He  was  at  first  plunged  into  a  kind  of 
stupor:  but  she,  whose  presence  ravished  all  his 
senses,  drew  him  from  it,  in  addressing  him  and 
saying  to  him  in  a  tone  of  familiarity:  "  Where 
are  you  going?"  "I  am  going,"  he  replied,  "t<j 
hear  Mass,  in  honor  of  the  most  holy  Virgin." 
"  Your  devotion  is  agreeable  to  me,"  said  the  un- 
known person,  "your  humility  pleases  me.  I  am 
that  Virgin,  Mother  of  God.  I  wish  a  temple  to 
be  built  here,  where  I  will  distribute  my  favors 
and  show  myself  your  Mother,  that  of  your  coun- 
trymen, and  those  who  will  invoke  my  name  with 
confidence.  Go,  on  my  part,  to  notify  the  IJishop 
of  my  desire."  We  cannot  fonn  an  idea  of  the 
astonishment  of  the  good  Indian ;  and  in  this 
astonishment  he  felt  a  joy  so  calm,  that  it  could 
come  only  from  Heaven.  Under  any  other  cir- 
cumstances, he  would  not  have  dared  to  present 
himself  to  his  first  Pastor;  but  she,  who  had  given 
him  the  mission,  inspired  him,  by  her  looks  and 
words,  with  a  confidence  which  placed  him  above 
all  fear. 

He  hastened  to  the  house  of  the  Prelate,  and 
rendered  him  an  account  of  what  had  passed.  The 
Bishop,  John  de  Zun»&rraga,  a  Franciscan  Relig- 
ious, endowed  with  a  rare  prudence,  listened  to  his 
recital  withattention.  The  ingenuousness  of  Diego, 
the  tone  of  conviction  and  truth  which  animated 
him,  gave  a  kind  of  certainty  to  his  words.  But 
this  was  not  sufficient  to  determine  the  Bishop.  Be- 
fore undertaking  any  thing  he  required  surer  testi- 


monies of  the  will  of  Heaven.  Diegn,  confused, 
retired  in  silence.  lie  satisfied  his  devotion  at 
Mexico,  ami  then  resinned  his  journey,  occu- 
pied with  what  had  hapnened.  He  Un^k  the 
accustomed  road, — that  or  the  hill.  What  was 
his  astonishment  when  he  again  found  Mary  there! 
She  seemed  t4)  wait  for  her  good  servant ;  she  re- 
ceived him  with  kindness,  which  renewed  his  con- 
fidence, and  made  him  speak  to  her  with  freedom. 
He  represented  to  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  that  it 
would  avail  but  little  to  make  him  her  ambassa- 
dor. Poor,  humble  Indian  I  He  was  not  aware, 
that  our  Lord,  jealous  of  displaying  His  grandeur 
and  power,  ordinarily  makes  use  of  the  weakest 
instruments  to  accomplish  His  greatest  designs. 
Nevertheless,  Mary,  without  explaining  herself 
more  clearly,  sent  Diego  again  to  the  Bishop.  She 
consoled  him  and  animated  his  hopes.  On  the 
morrow,  which  was  Sunday,  he  did  not  fail  to 
return  to  Mexico  to  assist  at  the  Holy  Sacrifice. 
He  had  even  the  courage  to  present  himself  anew 
to  the  Bishop.  The  Bishop  kindly  received  him, 
but  persisted  in  his  first  answer.  A  certain  sign 
of  the  will  of  Heaven  was  necessary.  Diego  re- 
turned to  the  hill ;  he  enjoyed  again  the  favor 
that  Mary  had  deigned  to  grant  him.  The  Im- 
maculate Virgin,  this  time,  promised  him  a  sign 
the  next  day. 

Full  of  confidence,  Diego  regjiined  his  habita- 
tion. There  an  unexpected  trial,  a  domestic  afflic- 
tion, mixed  its  bitterness  with  the  sweetness  with 
which  his  soul  was  inebriated.  His  uncle  had 
been  suddenly  attacked  by  a  very  serious  illness; 
he  was  a  prey  to  the  most  acute  paina  Afflicted 
by  this  event,  and  occupied  with  the  cares  that 
the  sick  person  called  for,  Diego  forgot  the  prom- 
ise made  to  .Mary  of  returning  to  the  hill  on 
Monday.  The  sickness  becoming  more  alarming, 
he  set  out  for  Mexico  on  Tuesday,  with  the  design 
of  calling  a  priest  to  administer  to  his  uncle  the 
helps  of  religion.  In  passing  the  hill,  he  remem- 
l)ered  his  forgetfulness,  his  involuntary  fault;  and 
to  avoid  the  reproaches  he  thought  he  merited,  in 
his  simplicity  he  took  another  road.  But  Mary 
presented  herself  anew  to  him,  and  afft'ctionately 
said:  "My  child,  where  are  you  going?  AVhat 
path  have  you  taken  ?"  The  good  Mexican,  grcit- 
ly  confused,  acknowledged  himself  guilty;  he 
begged  Mary  to  attribute  this  want  of  fidelity  to 
the  sickness  of  his  uncle. 

The  holy  Virgin  pardoned  him,  and  asa  new  proof 
of  goodness,  she  announced  to  him  the  cure  of  his 
uncle.  As  to  th(j  sign  required  by  the  Bi.shop, 
she  ordered  Diego  to  ascend  the  hill ;  to  go  to  the 
place  shown  him  on  Saturday,  and  there  gather  a 
bouquet  of  flowers.  The  order  given  by  Mary 
was  of  a  nature  to  astonish  any  reasonable  mind. 
It  was  not  the   season   for  flowers ;    l)eside.s,  the 

glace  was  covered  with  thorns  and  bramblea. 
ut  as  Diego  had  a  simple  and  upright  heart,  he 
knew  only  how  to  obey  her  will.  He  ascended 
the  hill,  and  found  there  an  enchanting  pasture. 
The  fres'.iest  and  most  beautiful  flowers  presented 
themselves  to  his  astonished  looks.  He  cboee  at 
his  pleasure  from  the  multitude,  and  then  pre- 
sented  to   Mary  what   he  bad   gathered.     Mary 
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made  a  nosegay  of  them,  and  charged  her  pious 
servant  to  carry  it  to  the  Bishop.  Diego,  proud 
of  liis  precious  deposit,  took  the  road  to  Mexico. 
The  message  that  was  confided  to  him  absorbed 
all  his  thoughts,  and  poured  into  his  soul  an  inef- 
fable contentment.  In  the  mean  time,  the  flowers, 
which  he  had  concealed  under  his  mantle,  spread 
afar  the  sweetest  perfume.     This  betrayed  him. 

At  his  arrival,  the  servants  of  the  Bishop 
stopped  him,  and  asked  him  with  curiosity  what 
it  was  he  carried  with  so  much  mystery.  Diego 
gave  evasive  answers,  and  made  every  effort  to 
free  himself  from  their  importunities.  But  they 
triumphed  over  him,  and  opened  his  mantle  or 
cloak.  The  sight  of  these  flowers  filled  them  with 
amazement.  The  Bishop  was  apprized  of  the 
facts.  The  Indian  appeared  before  him,  and  re- 
opened the  mantle  which  he  had  endeavored  to 
keep  closed.  There,  to  the  great  surprise  of  all 
present,  and  of  Diego  himself,  an  image  of  Mary 
was  seen  impressed  upon  the  mantle  or  blanket  of 
the  Indian.  The  Prelate  and  his  household  had 
no  sooner  cast  their  eyes  on  this  image,  so  fresh 
and  lovely  that  it  seemed  to  have  just  come  from 
the  hand  of  the  artist,  than  they  fell  on  their 
knees  and  remained  silent  and  immovable,  un- 
able to  do  any  thing  but  admire  the  supernatural 
beauty  of  her  whose  features  they  contemplated. 
Afterward  the  Prelate  arose,  took  the  mantle 
from  the  shoulders  of  the  pious  Mexican,  and  ex- 
posed it  in  his  chapel  until  a  sanctuary  could  be 
raised  for  it.  All  the  people  of  the  city  went  to 
the  Bishop's  chapel  to  honor  the  miraculous  image. 

The  Prelate,  followed  by  a  great  concourse  of 
people,  went  the  following  day,  December  14,  to 
the  hill.  He  interrogated  Diego  in  detail ;  he 
wished  to  know  in  what  place  the  holy  Virgin 
had  appeared  to  him.  Diego  could  not  determine 
with  exact  precision.  However,  a  new  prodigy 
drew  him  from  his  embarrassment — a  spring  sud- 
denly gushed  forth  and  designated  the  spot  of  the 
apparition.  Since  that  time  it  has  not  ceased  to 
flow,  and  its  waters  have  operated  many  cures. 
Diego  had  spoken  of  the  sickness  of  his  uncle, 
and  the  circumstances  which  accompanied  it.  This  _ 
■was  for  the  prudence  of  the  Bishop  a  new  matter 
of  examination.  He  sent  commissioners  to  the 
sick  man  and  they  found  him  well.  He  related, 
that  when  the  sickness  was  most  violent,  Mary  ap- 
peared to  him,  cured  him,  and  told  him  that  she 
wished  to  be  honored  in  a  new  temple,  under  the 
name  of  Our  Lady  of  Guadelupe.  They  remarked, 
not  without  astonishment,  the  impossibility  of 
making  a  painting  on  a  mantle  so  coarse  as  that 
of  Diego's ;  and  had  it  even  been  made,  it  could 
not  have  been  preserved.  Nevertheless,  the  jjic- 
ture  traced  on  this  rough  mantle  was  exquisitely 
finished.  The  concourse  of  people  increasing 
every  day,  the  Bishop  had  the  holy  painting 
carried  to  the  cathedral,  until  the  sanctuary  des- 
tined for  it  should  be  completed.  They  hastened 
to  raise  it  on  the  place  marked  out.  The  edifice 
was  constructed,  and  the  holy  image  carried  there. 
Numerous  miracles  proved  more  and  more  the 
truth  of  the  fact  on  which  was  founded  the  devo- 
tion to  Our  Lady  of  Guadelupe,  in  this  image. 


But  the  new  sanctuary  not  being  ample  enough 
for  the  great  crowd  that  flocked  around  this  image 
of  the  Mother  of  God,  they  thought,  toward  the 
year  1695,  of  building  another.  The  Archbishop 
of  Mexico,  Francis  de  Aguien,  laid  the  foundation 
stone.  It  is  the  superb  church  now  seen  there. 
Two  millions  two  hundred  and  seventy  jjounds 
were  spent  on  it.  On  the  first  of  May,  1709, 
the  holy  image  was  transferred  to  this  church, 
and  placed  on  a  throne  of  solid  silver,  worth 
$80,000.  Gifts  were  multiplied  from  day  to 
day;  altars  of  beautiful  marble  were  constructed, 
and  decorated  with  the  most  costly  ornaments. 
The  large  lamp  of  gilt  silver  weighs  alone  more 
than  G29  marcos,  and  in  the  workmanship  we 
are  assured  that  art  surpasses  the  material. 
Around  the  sanctuary  is  a  railing  of  solid  silver, 
and  this  first  railing  is  protected  by  another  of 
most  precious  wood,  adorned  with  silver  figures 
of  exquisite  workmanship. 

A  Viceroy  of  Mexico,  Don  Antonio  Maria  Buc- 
carelli,  had  the  holy  painting  placed  in  a  frame  of 
massive  gold,  and  enriched  the  high  altar  with 
twelve  candlesticks  of  the  same  metal.  In  1749,  a 
chapter  was  founded  to  serve  this  sanctuary.  A  city 
was  also  built  around  it.  Mexico  was  solemnly 
dedicated  to  Our  Lady  of  Guadelupe,  and  a  feast, 
December  12th,  was  established,  with  a  privileged 
octave.  Benedict  XIV,  extended  this  feast  to  all  the 
states  of  the  Catholic  king.  To  augment  the  devo- 
tion to  Mary,  and  render  it  in  some  manner  perpet- 
ual, a  monastery  of  Franciscans,  whose  sanctuary 
is  contiguous  to  the  church,  was  established.  Gua- 
delupe is  for  America  what  Loretto  is  for  Europe. 
Confraternities  have  been  formed  in  many  pi  aces  of 
Spain,  Italy,  and  in  Rome,  particularly  under  the 
name  of  Our  Lady  of  Guadelupe.  The  image 
represents  the  Immaculate  Conception,  with  the 
inscription — Non  fecit  taliter  omni  mitioni.  We 
may  perhaps  be  astonished  atthis  goodness  of  Mary 
toward  the  pious  Diego,  which  extends  even  to 
familiarity.  But  for  the  good  of  the  Church,  and 
the  interest  of  religion  it  is  necessary  to  strike,  by 
such  prodigies,  nations  newly  converted,  w4io  have 
need  of  the  milk  of  favors  and  the  consolations  of 
grace.  "  We  ourselves,"  says  Saint  Bernard,  "when 
we  plant  young  trees,  water  them  till  they  have 
taken  root ;  but  as  soon  as  they  are  finely  rooted, 
we  cease  to  water  them."  In  going  through  his- 
tories of  nations  recently  converted  to  the  faith, 
we  frequently  find  proofs  of  this  Providence  of 
God  over  them,  and  of  this  maternal  goodness  of 
Mary.  What  is  not  her  tenderness  for  the  faithful, 
and,  above  all,  for  innocent  souls!  Saint  Bernard 
speaks  of  Mary  with  a  kind  of  transport.  In  one 
of  his  missions  in  Germany,  being  in  the  church 
of  Spire,  he  happened  to  repeat  three  times,  with 
great  fervor — "  O  clement !  O  pious !  O  sweet 
Virgin  Mary!"  These  words  were  afterward 
added  to  the  Salve  Regina. 

The  Salve  liegina  is  the  prayer  to  be  addressed 
to  Mary  when  invoking  her  as  Our  Lady  of  Gua- 
delupe. O  let  us,  then,  call  upon  h^r  with  great 
fervor,  that  she  may  turn  upon  us  the  eyes  of  her 
tender  mercy.  With  what  confidence  should  we 
not  invoke  Mary ! 
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LEGENDS  or  THEJLES8ED  VIEGIN. 
No.  4.— Notre  Dame  da  Gavet. 

CHAPTER   IL 

Some  days  after,  as  the  Lord  and  Lady  of  Sostang 
\vere  taking  a  little  morning  exercise  on  horse- 
back, their  horses  brought  them  by  chance  to  the 
deserted  chapel.  Lady  Claudia,  who  was  very 
pious,  dismounted,  and  giving  the  bridle  of  her 
palfry  to  her  husband,  knelt  before  the  altar,  and 
devoutly  oflFered  a  prayer  to  Mary. 

"Do  you  not  think,  my  lord,  that  it  is  shame- 
ful for  us  to  allow  a  chapel,  built  upon  our  hands, 
in  which  our  Lady  has  wrought  so  many  miracles, 
to  be  overgrown  thus  with  brambles  and  weeds? 
As  for  me,  I  cannot  suffer  it,  and  if  you  will  per- 
mit me,  I  shall  begin  collecting  the  money  neces- 
sary for  rebuilding  it." 

"  You  are  right,  I  know,  and  the  same  idea  has 
occurred  to  me  several  times.  But  the  state  of  our 
affairs  precludes  our  thinking  of  so  great  an  ex- 
pense." 

"  This  lawsuit  which  causes  you  so  much  anx- 
iety— will  it  never  come  to  an  end?" 

"  I  fear  not" 

"  It  would  cost  more  money  than  w^ould  suflSce 
to  rebuild  this  sanctuary." 

"  Most  assuredly." 

"  Do  you  know  what  we  ought  to  do?  Let  us 
place  the  affair  in  the  hands  ol  the  Mother  of  God. 
She  will  be  our  advocate  and  plead  for  us.  If 
she  gives  you  the  advantage,  you  will  consecrate  to 
her  the  price  of  my  land.s,  and  restore  her  chapel." 

"With  all  my  heart;  and  I  feel  myself  her 
debtor  already." 

"  You  solemnly  promise  her  this  ?" 

"  I  swear  it." 

"  May  our  Lady,"  continued  Claudia,  "  hear  the 
vow  you  have  pronounced  !  If  she  wishes  her 
chapel  to  be  raised  from  its  niins,  it  U  for  her  to 
give  you  the  means  of  keeping  your  word." 

"May  she  claim  njy  promise  from  this  very 
evening."  • 

The  Lord  of  Sostang  and  his  adversary  were 
connected  by  blood.  The  origin  of  the  lawsuit 
had  displea.sed  the  whole  family  ;  but  when  their 
relations  saw  the  obstinacy  with  which  each  of 
the  parties  maintained  his  right,  and  the  ruinous 
expense  incurred  alxnit  a  matter  of  disproportion- 
ate importance,  they  raised  their  voices  against  it 
on  all  sides. 

Many  efforts  were  made  to  reconcile  them,  and 
to  restore  gf>od  feeling  l)etweon  them  ;  but  both 
were  so  irritated  that  each  refused  alike  to  lend 
an  ear  to  any  proposition  of  arranging  the  mat- 
ter, and  the  attempts  were  friiitlesw. 

"Time,"  thought  the  peace  makers,  "  will  ex- 
haust this  enmity.  They  will  tire  of  going  to  law. 
Weariness  and  care  will  make  them  long  for  a 
settlement.     Let  us  wait !" 

The  moment  appeared  to  have  arrived,  and  new 
steps  were  taken  to  arrange  a  compromise. 

The  I^ady  of  Sostang  tliought  she  saw  in  this 
the  hand  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  energetically 
begge<l  her  husband  to  put  an  end  to  the  quarrel. 
Philip,  indeed,  showed  no  reluctance  to  withdraw 


his  pretensions,  and  accepted,  for  the  sake  of  peace, 
all  the  clauses  that  the  arbiters  deemed  equitable. 

But,  on  the  other  side,  there  was  found  so  much 
obstinacy  and  ill-will,  that  the  design  was  obliged 
to  be  abandoned. 

"You  see  how  it  is,"  said  Philip  to  his  wife, 
"  our  Lady  releases  me  from  my  promise." 

"  It  seems  to  me,  on  the  contrary,"  answered 
Claudia,  "that  she  will  prove  the  part  she  has 
taken  in  the  matter  more  remarkably,  by  causing 
your  right  to  be  declared  by  parliament." 

Few  men  are  capable  of  retaining  within  their 
own  breasts  the  feelings  that  po.ssess  them.  What- 
ever the  state  of  our  mind  may  be,  in  joy  or  sad- 
ness, it  reflects  itself  upon  the  creatures  that  sur- 
round MS,  and  gives  a  new  color  even  to  inani- 
mate objects, 

Thecliffsoverhangingthe  roads  along  which  the 
Lord  of  Sostang  was  riding  had  no  longer  any 
thing  in  his  eyes  of  gloom  or  menace;  the  moon 
shone  in  the  splendor  of  her  light  from  the  midst 
of  a  pure  sky,  and  the  stars  were  pale  in  her 
brightness,  as  in  the  presence  of  the  orb  of  day. 

The  rocks,  broadly  illuminated,  appeared  cov- 
ered with  a  robe  of  white  gauze.  Upon  their 
peaks.  lo.st  in  the  sky,  were  no  longer  the  mons- 
trous figures  of  the  dark  spirit  of  the  night  that 
Philip  liad  formerly  fancied  he  could  trace ;  it 
seems  to  him  rather  that  radiant  angels  were  as- 
sembled there  in  adoration. 

In  the  distant  murmur  of  the  waves,  in  the 
sighing  of  the  breeze,  in  the  ru.stling  of  the  fo- 
liage, he  heard  the  voice  of  jjrayer,  and  the  echo 
of  holy  hymns. 

Even  his  horse,  as  if  a  part  of  his  master's  joy 
had  been  communicated  to  him,  galloped  on  w'ith 
unwearied  bound,  snuffing  the  free  air  with  ele- 
vated nostril. 

When  he  passed  by  the  ruins  of  Our  Lady  of 
the  Cradle,  Lord  Halegoet  uncovered  his  head, 
and  Ixiwed  low;  no  bird  of  the  night  was  awa- 
kened by  the  noise  of  his  horse. 

Before  setting  foot  in  the  court  of  his  castle,  he 
shouted  to  his  footmen  :  "  Run  and  tell  Lady 
Claudia  that  we  have  gained  the  suit." 

"  Yes,  my  lady,"  said  he,  when  they  met,  "  the 
parliament  has  decided  that  the  land  lawfully 
belongs  to  us;  and  it  must  be  that  the  Blessed 
Virgin  has  herself  pleaded  in  my  favor;  for 
neither  has  any  new  proof  or  argument  been  pro- 
duced, nor  have  my  lawyers  uttered  a  8yllal>le." 

"  We  will  not  be  ungrateful,  and  we  will  ac- 
complish our  vow — shall  we  not,  my  lord?" 

"We  will  begin  its  accomplishment  to-morrow." 

When  the  villagers  knew  oi  the  intentions  of 
their  lord,  they  wi.she<i  to  cooperate  accorriing  to 
their  means,  by  devoting  all  their  spare  hours  to 
laboring  uix)n  the  chapel. 

They  undertook  the  building  of  one  of  the 
wings  ;  a  neighboring  monastery  claimed  the  hon- 
or ot  erecting  the  other,  and  the  main  Invly  of  the 
edifice  alone  was  raised  at  the  exix-use  of  Philip. 

The  sum  which  he  had  resolved  to  con.'secrate 
to  it  was  re.«ierved  for  the  embellishment  and  dec- 
oration of  the  sanctuary. 

An  architect  offered  the  benefit  of  his  talents 
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without  asking  any  remuneration  but  the  glory 
of  working  for  our  Lady. 

Animated  by  tlie  gratitude  of  the  Lord  of  Sos- 
tang,  the  work  advanced  rapidly.  Did  the  money 
in  his  hands  begin  to  fail,  his  friends  begged  the 
honor  of  lending  him  even  more  than  he  asked. 
He  had  the  consolation  of  living  to  assist  at  the 
ceremonies  of  the  dedication,  which  was  fixed  on 
the  Nativity  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  patronal 
feast  ot  the  little  church. 

The  principal  altar  is  dedicated  to  the  Mother 
of  God  ;  the  two  others  are  placed  under  the  in- 
vocation of  Saint  Joachim  and  Saint  Anne. 

The  lord  of  Sostang  gave  to  one  of  his  sons  the 
title  of  sacristan  of  Notre  Dame  du  Gavet,  show- 
ing by  this  that  he  deemed  nothing  more  glorious 
thiin  to  be  in  the  service  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven. 

The  faithful  assembled  in  crowds  from  all  the 
neighboring  provinces.  Old  men  told  the 
wonders  of  which  they  had  been  witnesses  in  their 
youth,  and  each  one  hoped  that  the  miraculous 
time  would  come  again. 

Their  confidence  was  not  deceived.  The  Rever- 
end Mother  of  Blemurr  a.sserts  that  at  the  moment 
she  writes,  the  prodigies  have  not  been  inter- 
rupted.   

No.  5 — The  Baptism. 

The  Roman  theater  had  reached  its  last  decline. 
The  histrionic  art  had  never  in  the  queen  city  of 
the  world  reached  the  hight  to  which  it  had 
risen  among  the  Greeks.  Delighting  in  the  san- 
guinary tragedies  of  war,  the  Republic  found  in- 
sipid those  heroic  pictures  that  charmed  the  in- 
habitants of  Attica.  The  comic  muse,  as  por- 
trayed in  Terence  and  Plautns,  was  never  popu- 
lar ;  to  amuse  this  pojjulace  of  freedom  something 
more  pungent  than  witticisms  was  needed.  Even 
in  the  time  of  the  elder  Cato  the  people  loudly 
hooted  obscure  farces,  and  they  loved  neither 
tragedy  nor  comedy,  naval  shows  nor  chariot 
races ;  they  delighted  in  the  sight  of  blood,  flow- 
ing from  the  wounds  of  gladiators,  butchered  to 
make  a  Roman  holiday,  or  streaming  from  the 
mangled  limbs  of  Christians  expiring  in  agonies 
of  torture,  prolonged  until  the  strength  of  their 
tormentors  was  exhausted. 

Nero,  after  having  terrified  the  Romans  by  his 
dramatic  successes,  as  a  rare  holiday  sport,  devo- 
ted their  city  to  the  flames ;  but  his  favorite 
amusement  was  to  make  flaming  torches  of  the 
bodies  of  the  Christians. 

But  at  the  time  of  our  legend,  this  refinement 
of  cruelty  did  not  yet  exist;  yet  the  crowd,  even 
then,  rushed  with  eagerness  to  the  circus  when- 
ever the  faithful  were  to  be  delivered  to  wild 
beasts.  They  were  no  longer  contented  with  hav- 
ing the  holy  martyrs  torn  by  tigers;  but  even 
while  they  were  in  chains,  they  overwhelmed 
them  with  the  most  insulting  revilings. 

The  Christians  were  happy  in  the  midst  of 
these  persecutions  ;  for  God  changed  these  abusive 
words  into  pearls  and  diamonds,  and  formed  of 
them  the  starry  diadems  with  which  His  glorified  • 
saints  were  crowned.  But  what  pained  these  holy 
ones  far  more  than  the  torments  of  martyrdom, 
was  to  see  the  august  ceremonies  of  their  faith 


turned  into  ridicule  ;  not  only  by  freedmen  and 
slaves,  but  by  the  buflfoons  upon  the  stage. 

No  one  was  more  successful  in  acting  this  foul 
part  than  Ardelion  ;  hence  he  stood  high  in  favor 
with  the  po])ulace.  His  very  appearance  on  the 
stage  was  sufficient  to  excite  thie  wildest  shouts  of 
admiration  from  every  tier  of  seats  in  the  amphi- 
theater ? 

Ardelion  possessed  fine  talents,  and  he  had  no 
equal  in  the  art  of  provoking  laughter.  His  con- 
temporaries compared  him  to  Roscius ;  but  he  was 
much  more  learned. 

On  a  certain  day,  the  martyrdom  of  a  band  of 
Christians,  in  the  public  circus,  was  to  be  prelu- 
ded by  a  farce,  composed  expressly  to  ridicule  the 
mysteries  of  our  holy  religion.  Ardelion,  as 
usual,  was  to  play  the  principal.  But  to  write 
this  farce  it  was  necessary  to  know  those  myste- 
ries ;  and  this  was  not  easy,  for  the  faithful  hid 
with  care  their  religious  rites. 
.  Among  Ardelion's  slaves  was  one  called  Tertia. 
He  knew  well  that  she  was  a  Christian  ;  her  mod- 
esty and  dignified  conduct  sufficiently  distin- 
guished her  from  other  women  of  her  condition  ; 
but  he  had  hitherto  feigned  to  ignore  her  religion, 
on  account  of  the  edicts  which  would  have  obliged 
him  to  denounce  her  to  the  j  udges.  He  had  several 
times  sought  to  draw  her  into  conversation  on  the 
subject ;  but  Tertia,  fearing  some  profanation,  had 
always  evaded  his  questions,  and  without  appear- 
ing ashamed  of  her  faith,  had  baffled  his  curi- 
osity by  vague  replies.  Knowing  well  the  constancy 
of  tiie  Christians,  he  felt  assured  that  he  could  not 
obtain  any  information  by  threats  or  severity  ;  he 
therefore  resorted  to  duplicity  and  falsehood. 

"  Tertia,"  said  he  to  the  slave,  "  I  have  heard  of 
the  doctrines  of  the  Christians ;  they  appear  to 
me  to  be  beautiful,  but  I  am  not  yet  sufficiently  ac- 
quainted with  them.  I  do  not  know  why,  but  I 
feel  thoroughly  impelled  to  embrace  their  faith, 
l^ut  can  I  not  first  receive  further  instructions?  I 
fear,  should  I  engage  myself  irrevocably,  without 
a  perfect  understanding  of  tjje  subject,  to  find  my- 
self pledged  to  absurd  and  impious  doctrines." 

*'  Our  enemies,"  replied  the  slave,  "  spread  these 
reports  to  ruin  us ;  you  will  find  in  our  worship 
only  what  is  good  and  pure.  If  your  desire  is 
sincere,  I  will  present  you  to  our  learned  men ; 
and  I  am  sure,  when  you  know^  our  belief,  you  will 
abhor  the  abominations  of  idolatry." 

"  Well,  good  Tertia,  you  will  lead  me  to  them ; 
but  will  they  not  despise  my  profession  ?" 

"  We  despise  no  one.  The  Kingdom  of  Heaven 
is  open  to  all — to  whomsoever  is  able  to  gain  it." 

"  Will  they  not  forbid  me  to  appear  on  the  stage  ?" 

"When  you  have  become  a  Christian  you  will 
regulate  yourown  life;  no  one  will  constrain  you." 

"  After  all,  if  they  should  exact  it,  it  would  mat- 
ter but  little ;  I  am  tired  ofl'ering  myself  every 
day  to  the  laughter  of  the  foolish  crowd.  But, 
then,  if  I  visit  your  learned  men,  I  shall  be 
counted  among  their  disciples.  I  value  my  head, 
and  I  have  no  wish  to  lose  my  life." 

"  Baptism  will  free  you  from  these  fears.  He 
who  has  been  tortified  by  it,  ftfc  from  fearing 
death,  desires  and  implores  it." 
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"  Yes,  that  is  what  I  have  often  seen,  and  I  can- 
not coinprthtnd  it  What,  then,  is  this  baptigiu 
whicii  has  such  ]>ower,and  so  completely  changes 
the  nature  of  men  ?" 

"It  is  the  tlrst  of  our  religious  rite«,  by  means 
of  which  we  are  trunsforiULd  from  children  of 
darkness  into  children  of  light." 

"Ah.  it  is  doubtless  some  grand  feast,  where 
you  arc  served  with  magic  beverages  and  en- 
chanted meats  y" 

"Oh  no!  It  consists  only  in  pouring  pure  wa- 
ter on  the  head,  and  pronouncing  the  sacramental 
words." 

"Cabalistic  words!  I  supposed  so;  invocations 
to  earth  and  hell." 

"We  invoke  God  alone.  Earth  and  hell  are 
the  works  of  His  hands;  we  are  not  permitted  to 
invoke  them.  Wc  are  baptized  in  the  name  of 
the  Triune  God— of  the  Father,  the  Son,  and  the 
Holy  Ghost." 

"Arc  there  no  other  ceremonies?" 
"That  is,  at  least,  the  only  necessary  one." 
*'  What !  is  no  more  needed  to  transform  men, 
and  change  the  weak  and  timid  into  heros?  As 
soon  as  tliey  iiave  thrown  a  little  water  on  my 
forehead,  shall  I  become  capable  of  braving  every 
torture?" 

"  Yes,  and  if  your  faith  should  ever  waver,  you 
could  always  strengthen  and  re-establish  it  by 
our  other  Sacraments." 

"And  what  are  they?  Tho.se  secret  mysterious 
festivals  for  whicli  you  are  reproached?" 

"  The  hatred  of  our  enemies  alone  forces  us  to 
celebrate  them  in  secret." 

"  Do  you  there  drink  rare  wines  which  inspire 
your  courage  ?" 

"We  drink  a  my.sterious  wine;  but  lam  not 
free  to  reveal  our  mysteries.  If  you  seek  the  truth, 
come  :  you  shall  learn  all  our  doctrine."  j 

"Let  us  wait    a  little  while.      T«    become    a 
Christian,  now  a  days,  is  to  seek  death.    It  is  good  i 
to  think  twice." 

"At  least,  I  be.sc'oeh  you  not  to  abuse  the  confi- 
dence, which,  perhaps  too  lightly,  I  have  reposed  i 
in  you."  \ 

"Fear  not.  Tertia;  I  shall  mot  betray  you."  | 
Yet,  in  spite  of  this  i)romise,  Tertia  bitterly  re-  | 
pented  her  indiscretion.  She  vaguely  felt  that  [ 
some  misfortune  would  come  of  it,  and  she  was  I 
filled  with  sad  forebodings,  which  were  soon 
realized. 

She  heard  that  a  magnificent  spectacle  was  to 
be  represente<l    in    the  circus,  where  Christians  i 
were  to  fight  with  wild  beasts ;  an«l,  before  their 
martyrdom,  Arrlelion  and  other  butiToons  were  to  | 
caricature    their    religion.      At   this  intelligence  i 
Tertia  was  overwhelmed  with  grief  and  remorse. 
Hastening  to  the  venerable  priest,  who  had  bap-  ' 
tized    her,  she    confessed    her  fault,  with   many  | 
tears,  and  following  the  good   man's  counsel,  she  i 
fasted  and  prayed  to  e.xpiate  her  guilt.  | 

In  baptism  she  had  taken  the  name  of  Mary,  i 
and  she  now  invoked  with  fervor  the  patroness  to 
whom  she  had  been  given,  conjuring  her  to  en-  i 
lighten  her  ignorance,  and  teach  her  to  repair  the  i 
scandal  ciused  bv  her  involuntary  error. 

[to   be  OONTINl'KI).]  i 


SAINT    JOAOHIM. 

God  rnUfJi  and  conjinnj*. 
Long  had  he  knelt  in  prayer,  this  man  of  God, 
His  soul  was  sorrowful  and  full.     He  thought. 
Had  thought  before  this  hour,  the  hope  was  dead, 
And  grace  with  the  dead  hope,  had  reckoned  won 
And  poured  upon  its  grave  ;  he,  sure,  content 
With  what  Jehovah,  Great,  withheld,  as  gave ; 
But  when  a  neigh lK»r  mocked  him  in  the  gates 
This  morn,  and  called  him  but  a  barren  stock, 
A  withered  root,  a  fruitless  branch  in  Israel, 
The  old  man  felt  a  sudden — no,  not  sting; — 
The  scorner  could  not  reach  his  good  heart  so — 
But  what  upon  the  altar  of  his  faith, 
A  thousand  times  had  bled,  his  whole  soul  moved, 
And  straightway  fled  unto  his  prayer-place  up, 
Far  up  the  mountain-side, — a  little  cleft 
Within  the  hills,  from  all  the  hamlet's  stirs 
Ofi"shut  and  still.     A  very  hermit's  shrine? 
Not  so  ;  it  shut  out  all  the  world  Ix-side, 
But  overlooked  the  cottage  where  his  Anna 
In  the  early  morning  spun.     Dear  prayer-place ! 
Within  the  cleft  an  ancient  laurel  st<M)d, 
Beneath  the  tree,  a  pillar  rose  of  stone. 
Where  he  was  wont  still  in  the  summer  moms 
To  climb  and  pray.     But  winter  winds  are  out 
Today  ;  it  is  of  storms  the  month  ;  cold  rains 
Sift  slowly  over  the  deserted  hills  ; 
His  kine  are  in  the  manger  stalled,  the  sheep 
Are  in  their  fold;  but  he,  poor  scoflfed  old  man, 
Struj^ling  as  one  conscious  of  his  struggle  not, 
So  greater  far  tlie  struggle  in  the  soul 
Than,  'gainst  the.  winds  his  slippery  pathway  up, 
Too  late !  too  late  !  had  not  yet  learned,  and  knelt 
Beside  the  dear  old  stone,  told  simply  out, — 
As  any  poor  child  beaten  in  the  street. 
Might  to  his  father  conje, — at  first  his  wrongs 
And  sorrows  unto  God — as  almost  crushed  ; — 
Then  as  hv  longer  prayed — he  could  not  stay 
His  prayers — Isaiah's  visions,  Daniel's  dreams, 
Messiah's  face,  in  on  his  strugglings  shone. 
"  Years  and  signs  ripen  fast ;  and  i)avid'8  sons 
So  few  !     But  Lf>rd,  my  vine  !     Oh,  I  ould  wait 
A  thousand  years.  Messiah  from  my  loins. 
To  look  from  Abraham's  Bosom  down  and  see! 
When  I  might  hope,  no  human  hope  !  Lord,  Lord, 
What  hath  thy  servant  done?     I  cannot  live 
Reproached!  my  grey  hairs  mocke<i !  last  of  my 
By- word  unto  my  tribe,  a  house  that  first       [race ! 
For  the  Messiah  hxiked  !     Oh,  take  me  where 
The  wicked  cease,  the  disappointed  rest!" 
He  laid  his  head  wynm  the  wet  stone  down! 
And  as  he  ceased  an  angel  by  hiin  stood. 
"  Thy  prayer  is  heard  !  and  Anna  thy  chaste  spouse 
In  full  time  from  this  holy  day  shall  bear 
The  Heir  of  Joy,  the  Child  of  Grace, — a  sig^ 
To  thee,  go  to  the  vineyard  down,  thy  wife 
Shall  meet  thee  with  this  message  in  the  jfates. 
Look  down  upon  thy  house!"  and  he  lix)ked  down. 
The  storm  had  paused — a  rainbow  arches  over — 
Not  far  up  in  the  sky  but  touching  earth 
On  either  side — his  cot.     And  as  he  looked, 
Tlie  angel,  he  was  gone.     And  Joachim 
Wondering  much,  hasted  as  a  young  man  down 
Unto  his  house  ;  and  ere  he  drew  near,  saw 
The  sweetly  serene  matron  of  his  home. 
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Up  from  her  garden  coming  to  the  gates ; 

And  never  in  tlie  first  fair  bloom  of  youth 

Had  she  appeared  so  lovely  in  his  eyes. 

He  would  have  clasped  her  in  his  reverent  arms, 

Or  bowed  at  her  feet,  so  much  of  promise 

In  her  softly  heaven-lighted  face  she  brought. 

So  much  of  glory  had  the  angel  left 

With  her,  but  waited  as  he  had  been  told. 

The  sign — nor  waited  can  it  hardly  yet  [him 

Be  wrote ;  for  straight  her  happy  hands  toward 

She  held — and  told  him — 

What  may  in  our  next 
A  chapter  after  this  be  shown  ;  thus,  on. 
As  these  good  saints  may  help.     So  for  us  pray ! 

-<•»- — 

Our  Lady  of  the  Angels. 

At  the  age  of  twenty  five,  when  it  became  a 
question  with  Francis  of  Assissi  to  choose  between 
the  world  and  God,  without  hesitation  or  reserva- 
tion, he  gave  himself  wholly  and  entirely  to  God  ; 
and  as  he  felt  the  most  tender  and  lively  devotion 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  he  retired  to  a  little  chapel 
consecrated  to  "  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels." 

This  charming  name  arose  from  a  general  belief, 
throughout  the  country,  that  the  voices  of  angels, 
.  in  heavenly  concert,  were  frequently  heard  within 
its  walls.  The  laborers  of  the  neighl)orhood  sol- 
emnly affirmed,  that  they  had  heard  these  celestial 
sounds,  while  the  darkness  of  the  night  was  illu- 
minated by  the  brilliancy  of  the  liglit  that  shone 
through  the  windows,  and  when,  with  fear  and 
veneration,  they  approached  the  sacred  chapel, 
they  saw,  amid  the  floods  of  mysterious  light  that 
filled  it,  the  bright  angels  of  God  grouped  around 
the  holy  image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin !  According 
to  tradition,  this  image  had  been  brought  from 
Palestine  by  four  pious  hermits,  in  353.  They 
obtained  from  Pope  Liberius  permission  to  dwell 
in  the  valley  of  Spolctto,  where  they  built  this 
little  chapel ;  and  as  they  had  enriched  it  with  a 
fragment  of  the  sepulcher  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
it  was  at  first  called  Saint  Mary  of  Josofliat.  In 
the  sixth  century  it  was  enlarged  by  the  monks  of 
Saint  Benedict.  And  since  that  period,  on  account 
of  the  wonders  just  related,  it  has  been  called  Ou,r 
Lady  of  the  Angela.  It  also  bears  the  name  of 
Portiuncida,  because  the  field  in  which  it  was  built 
occupied  a  narrow  strip  of  land  at  the  foot  of  a 
mountain  near  Assissi.  In  this  holy  spot  Francis 
was  favored  with  such  consoling  visions  and  gra- 
ces that  he  frequently  exclaimed :  "It  is  truly  the 
temple  of  angels,  the  dwelling  that  Mary  loves!" 

Francis  was  soon  joined  by  some  pious  com- 
panions, and  they  all  dwelt  together  in  a  poor 
little  cabin.  Although  he  had  possessed  fine  es- 
tates and  worldly  wealth,  yet  he  had  renounced  it 
all  in  favor  of  the  poor ;  and  in  his  new  life  he 
had  been  inspired  to  abandon  himself  entirely  to 
the  care  of  Divine  Providence.  We  may  then 
judge  of  his  joy  and  gratitude  when  the  Benedic- 
tines, one  day,  gave  him  this  little  chapel,  that  he 
loved  so  tenderly,  together  with  the  house  attached 
to  it.  Thenceforth  it  became  his  habitual  residence. 

Six  hundred  years  have  elapsed  since  the  blessed 
Francis  went  to  receive  in  Heaven  the  reward  of 
his  lift;  of  pains,  mortifications  and  intense  love  of 


God.  And  as  a  sweet  perfume  his  memory  still 
embalms  all  the  vallies,  mountains,  towns,  cities, 
and  solitudes  of  Umbria ;  along  the  road  he  so 
often  traveled,  barefooted,  and  clothed  with  his 
cord,  cincture  and  coarse  habit,  it  seems  that  the 
echoes  still  repeat  the  prayers  of  the  seraphic  re- 
ligious, and  the  sweet  words  which  Jesus  Christ 
addressed  to  the  spouse  of  holy  poverty,  this  fu- 
ture prop  of  the  Church. 

After  traversing  the  valley  of  Spolctto  the  pil- 
grim discerns,  in  the  midst  of  the  plain,  a  grand 
monastery  and  a  magnificent  church — this  is  "Our 
Lady  of  the  Angels,"  not  poor  and  humble,  but 
clothed  with  the  mantle  of  a  queen.  Under  the 
great  dome  of  this  church  is  found  the  little 
chapel,  the  dear  Portiuncala,  still  breathing  the 
sweet  perfume  of  the  presence  of  the  spirit  of  St. 
Francis.  It  was  there  he  wept  and  prayed,  there 
he  received  from  God  the  grace  to  found  a  great 
Order  in  the  Church.  The  place  is  truly  blessed. 
All  generations,  during  six  centuries,  have  visited 
it  and  have  there  found  strength,  resignation  and 
hope  ;  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  promised  this  for 
them  to  Francis,  and  His  promise  is  infallible. 

"  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels,"  is  one  of  th«  most 
magnificent  and  venerai)le  sanctuaries  of  Italy. 
Its  glory  is  derived  from  that  wonderful  vision 
granted  to  St.  Francis,  wherein  our  Lord  and  the 
Blessed  Virgin  appeared  to  him — and  through 
the  special  intercession  of  the  Mother  of  God 
our  Saviour  in  person  granted  the  celebrated  in- 
dulgence of  the  Fortiuncula. 

This  indulgence  is  gained  on  the  second  of 
August,  commencing  at  the  first  Vespers  and  end- 
ing with  the  second  Vespers;  during  the  time 
that  elapses  between  these  two  Ofiices,  a  plenary 
indulgence  is  gained  f  )r  every  visit  made  into  the 
church.  It  matters  not  how  often  these  visits  are 
made  during  the  twenty-four  hours,  a  plenary  in- 
di]lgence  is  attached  to  every  one  of  them,  pro- 
vided the  person  is  in  a  state  of  grace,  and  re- 
ceives the  Sacrament  of  Penance  and  the  Holy 
Eucharist  on  the  same  day.    ' 

During  more  than  six  hundred  years,  on  there- 
turn  of  this  festival,  pilgrims  from  every  part  of 
the  world  have  hastened  to  "  Our  Lady  of  the 
Angels,"  to  reap  the  immense  benefits  of  this  fes- 
tival of  grace  and  mercy.  It  has  been  no  surpris- 
ing thing  in  our  century  to  see  twenty  and  thirty 
thousand  pilgrims  arriving  from  every  quarter, 
and  camping  in  the  open  plain  two  or  three  days 
before  the  holy  time  of  the  indulgence.  In  the 
olden  time  there  have  been  as  many  as  a  hundred 
thousand  present  on  this  occasion  of  God's  mercy 

to  man. 

■*» 

WEEKLY  OHROHIOLE. 

Saint  Susanna — Saint  Luarence — Piety  of  th« 
Neapolitans — Figlii  della  Madonna. 

This  week,  our  foreign  files,  as  well  as  our  own 
Catholic  weeklies,  contain  no  religious  items  of 
any  interest ;  but  the  varied  Ecclesiastical  Calen- 
dar, ever  ancient  yet  always  new,  brings  to  us  the 
beautiful  festival  of  Saint  Susanna.  'A  thousand 
years  are  but  an  instant  with  God,  and  in  pro- 
portion as  we  fill  our  hearts  with  the  spirit  of 
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our  holy  fnith,  so  does  the  »weet  inflaence  of  tl»e  t 
saintM  of  tbc  oIiUmi  tiruu  gatlior  iinxitul  us,  an  \ 
though  we  wore  livinji<  among  thciii,  ami  thi-  re-  ' 
turn  of  tijc'ir  feasts  are  gala  (Uys,  ln'inging  juliilo!  ' 
to  the  lii'iirt  aud  frcbh  vigor  to  the  stcp.s,  albeit 
the  way  be  stony,  and  the  air  hot  aud  heavy.  I 

And  we  must  confess  that  it  is  one  of  <»urwoak 
points,  if  so  you  please  to  call  it,  to  prefer  chron- 
icling the  sjiyiiifxs  and  doings  of  the  gloritied 
children  of  our  holy  mother,  the  Church,  than  to 
indite  weekly  items  of  iier  militant  state,  how  e<li- 
fying  soever  they  may  be;  and  since  mitlsummer 
brings  us  no  important  contemporary  event  to 
chronicle,  instead  of  ajiolngizing  for  this  dearth 
of  news  wo  feel  more  like  congratulating  our 
rea«lers.  Anil  as  a  8cho<)ll)oy,  at  an  unexpected 
holiday,  rejoices  with  his  companions  at  the  free- 
dom from  the  daily  routine  of  lessons,  and  in- 
dulges in  glowing  visions  of  birds'  nests  and  rare 
and  juicy  berries  to  i)egatliered  in  the  free  wild 
woods,  so  we,  too,  dear  readers  of  the  Ave  Ma1!IA, 
will  rejoice  at  our  holiday,  and  we  will  go  to  the 
brilliant  pages  of  Ventura,  and  become  a  little 
better  acquainted,  than  we  have  ever  yet  been, 
with  Saint  Susanna.  He  will  tell  us  bow,  as  a 
Roman  virgin  and  martyr,  she  was  not  even  sur- 
passi'd  by  Saint  Cecilia  herself  In  Saint  Susanna  i 
we  find  the  same  elevation  of  heart  and  mind ;  i 
the  same  rare  talents,  beauty  and  nobility;  and  ! 
the  same  holy  enthusiasm  aud  love  for  faith  and 
virginity. 

Her  father  was  the  celebrated  Gabinius,  a  near 
relation  to  the  Emperor  Diocletian,  and  a  brother,  j 
on  the  mother's  side,  to  the  Pope^ Saint  Caius.  j 
By  birth  she  was  consequently  connected  with  all  i 
that  was  most  distinguished  in  the  priesthood  ' 
and  in  the  Empire,  and  she  was  equally  remark-  ! 
able  for  her  marvelous  beauty.  Gabinius  was  not  j 
only  one  of  the  greatest  lords  of  the  Empire,  but  | 
at  the  same  time  a  very  learned  man'.-  Being  con-  I 
verted  to  Christianity,  he  became  a  priest  after  \ 
the  death  of  his  wife.  Susanna,  his  only  child,  ' 
carefully  taught  by  the  most  erudite  masters,  was  I 
thoroughly  versed  in  literature  and  philosophy,  ' 
but  above  all  in  the  Christian  religion.  With  I 
her,  to  know  Jesus  Christ  was  to  love  Him,  and 
this  ardent  love  prompted  her  to  consecrate  her 
entire  life  to  Him  by  the  vow  of  virginity. 

The  Emperor,  having  heard  wonderful  reports 
of  the  highly  cultivated  mind,  and  surpassing 
beauty  of  Susanna,  his  relative,  resolved  tlmt  she 
should  marry  his  son,  Maximin  Caesar,  and  he  sent 
Claudius,  one  of  his  lords,  and  also  a  relation  of 
Gabinius,  to  inform  the  latter  of  the  honor  he  in- 
tended to  confer  upon  his  daughter.  Susanna 
was  present  at  the  interview  ;  and  far  from  being 
flattered,  she  washorrrificd  by  the  proposal.  "Oh 
uncle,"  she  said  to  Claudius,  "  how  could  you 
have  accepted  the  commission  of  making  me  such 
a  proposition  ?  Do  you  not  know  that  I  am  a 
Christian  ?  How,  then,  could  you  dare  speak  to 
me  ot  marrying  a  pagan — the  cruel  persecutor  of 
my  Christian  brethren?  This  circumstance  alone 
should  cause  us  to  disown  any  relationship  with 
him.  Glory  be  to  the  Almighty  God,  who  has 
deigned  to  associate  mo  with  His  saints ;  for  I  am 


confident  that  this  refusal  will  obtain  for  me, 
through  our  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  the  reooni|X'nw 
of  tlie  piilin  of  nmrtynlom.  And,  beBid«f«,  n«y  fa- 
ther well  knows  that  I  am  already  consecrated  to 
God  by  the  vow  oi"  virginity;  and  you, my  father, 
I  am  sure  would  not  wish  me  to  Ik;  faithle«8  to 
the  God  to  whom  you  yourself  have  consecrated 
mc;  I  will  love  and  serve  Him,  and  Him  only 
who  posses.ses  my  faith  and  my  heart." 

"And  I,"  replied  Gabinius,  "am  happy  to  see 
these  dispositions  in  your  soul,  my  daughter.  I 
bless  you  for  them,  and  exhort  you  to  remain 
faithful  to  them.  The  merit  of  your  constancy 
and  offering  will  draw  down  benedictions  upon 
all  the  family." 

Her  uncle,  Pope  Saint  Caius,  being  also  present 
on  the  occasion,  said  :  "  My  niece,  since  you  are 
solemnly  consecrate<l  to  God,  remember  to  be  ever 
faithful  to  His  commandments." 

And  Su.sannn,  bathed  in  tears,  replied  :  "  I  hope, 
with  the  aid  of  your  prayers,  that  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  will  grant  me  the  grace  to  become  the 
temple  of  God,  of  which  Saint  Paul  speaks. 

Claudius,  touched  by  the  words  of  his  little  re- 
lation, stepped  forward  to  embrace  her.  Susanna 
drew  back,  and  her  uncle  said:  "Asa  relation, 
will  you  not,  my  little  niece,  permit  me  to  kiss  you?" 

"  I  could  not  refuse  your  kiss,  because  you  are 
my  uncle ;  but  your  mouth  has  been  defiled  by 
your  sacrifices  to  idols  ;  this  is  why  I  cannot  re- 
ceive your  embrace." 

"  And  what  must  I  do  to  cleanse  ray  mouth 
from  this  defilement  ?" 

"  You  must  do  penance,  and  be  baptised  in  t^ 
name  of  the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost." 

Claudius,  touched  by  grace,  consented  ;  and  re- 
turning home,  said  to  his  wife,  "I  am  going  to 
become  a  Christian;  Caius,  the  Bishop,  and  Ga- 
binius, the  priest,  have-  persuaded  me ;  but  my 
niece,  Susanna,  above  all  has  amquered  me,  and  it 
is  to  the  prayers  of  this  young  virgin  I  owe  the 
grace  of  my  conversion,  and  that  the  Lord  haa 
drawn  near  me  with  His  grace." 

This  announcement  filled  the  mind  of  Prepa- 
digna  with  astonishment;  but  soon  yielding  to 
the  sixme  sweet  inspiration  of  grace,  she  hastened 
to  the  house  of  Susanna,  and  throwing  herself  at 
the  feet  of  the  holy  Pontiflf,  Caius,  bathed  them  in 
tears,  exclaiming — "You  have  saved  my  husband 
— save  now  his  wife  and  children  ;  here  we  are — 
make  all  Christians."  Susanna,  transported  at 
the.se  joyful  tidings,  warmly  embraced  her.  "  Oh, 
dearest  aunt,  how  happy  I  am  to  hear  that  you 
are  a  Christian  ;  may  God  be  blessed  forever" 

Susanna — their  niece  by  nature  but  their  mother 
in  the  faith — took  the  entire  charge  of  this  inter- 
esting family  of  catechumens,  instructing  and 
preparing  them  for  the  reception  of  the  Sacraments. 

The  Emperor,  receiving  no  answer  from  Clau- 
dius, sent  his  privy  counselor,  Maximin,  brother 
to  Claudius,  to  ascertain  the  success  of  his  nego- 
tiations. Claudius  answered — "  3Iy  dear  brother, 
what  could  I  do  ?  I  .spoke  to  my  very  dear  niece, 
whom  I  venerate  as  my  mistress ;  I  informed  her 
of  the  Emperor's  desire,  but  I  find  that  this  mir- 
arcle  of  beauty  and  wisdom  is  a  saint  consecrated 
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to  the  Eternal  Gofl.  It  is  folly  to  speak  to  her  of 
marriage ;  and,  moreover,  I  tell  you  that  it  is  by 
her  in^trim\entality  that  1  have  been  redeemed 
from  my  sins."  In  a  word,  Maximin  also  saw 
Susanna,  and,  with  his  entire  family,  was  eon- 
verted  to  Christianity  through  the  powerful  in- 
fluence of  this  wonderful  virgin. 

Diocletian,  hearing  that  Claudius  and  !Maxi- 
min,  far  from  executing  his  orders  had  themselves 
yielded  to  her  exhortations  and  become  Christians, 
sent  them  and  their  families  to  Ostia,  where  they 
were  burnt  alive  and  their  ashes  thrown  into  the 
sea.  Wonderful  triumph  of  grace  !  Claudius  and 
Maximin,  in  seeking  to  persuade  Pusanna  to  be- 
come the  bride  of  Ca>sar,  king  of  earth,  were  per- 
suaded by  her  to  become  martyrs  of  Jesus  Christ, 
King  of  Heaven,  and  now  she  only  needed  the 
crown  of  martyrdom  herself,  and  this  was  not 
long  in  coming.  Diocletian,  finding  she  was  un- 
changeable in  her  resolution  to  remain  a  Cliristian 
virgin,  caused  her  to  endure  hornl>le  torments,  and 
finally  to  be  beheaded  in  her  own  house,  in  order  to 
avoid  the  public  indignation.  On  the  same  day. 
Pope  Caius  dedicated  her  home  as  a  church, 
which  it  continues  to  be  until  the  present  day. 
It  is  one  of  the  most  ancient  and  venerated 
churches  in  Rome,  both  on  account  of  the  many 
Christian  virtues  it  recalls,  and  the  precious  orn- 
aments of  i>iety  it  contains. 

We  now  pass  to  Saint  Laurence.  It  was  un- 
der the  reign  of  Valerian,  in  the  third  centu- 
ry, that  the  Church  rejoiced  in  having,  as  an 
archdeacon,  one  of  her  most  illustrious  chil- 
dren. Ordered  by  the  prefect  to  hand  over  to  the 
imperial  treasury  all  the  possessions  of  the  Chris- 
tians which  he  held  on  deposit,  lie  hastened  to 
distribute  them  among  the  poor ;  then  assem- 
bling all  the  lame,  the  blind  and  the  infirm,  he 
said  to  the  prefect :  "  Behold  the  wealth  of  the 
Christians."  Irritated  at  what  he  regarded  as  an 
insult,  the  prefect  ordered  the  archdeacon  to  be 
seized,  and  caused  him  to  undergo  the  most  horri- 
ble tortures  for  his  contempt  of  the  Emperor's 
orders.  Laurence  was  thrown  into  prison,  and 
then  roasted  alive  on  a  gridiron.  The  martyr 
laughed  at  the  flames  and  his  executioners,  prayed 
for  the  salvation  of  Rome,  and  expired  singing 
the  praises  of  God.  The  prayer  of  the  martyr  was 
heard ;  Jupiter  was  soon  precipitated  from  the 
capitol,  and  tlie  Roman  eagle  gave  place  to  the 
cross  in  the  diadem  of  Caesar. 

The  Church  has  carefully  sought  to  preserve 
the  memory  of  this  illustrious  drama  of  the  third 
century,  by  erecting  five  monuments  of  art  and 
piety  at  the  different  places  of  the  different  acts — 
the  beginning,  continuation  and  end.  The  Church 
of  Saint  Laurence,  marking  the  spot  where  this 
illustrious  martyr  baptized  Saint  Hyppolitus,  to- 
gether with  all  his  household.  On  the  same  hill 
we  find  Saint  Laurence  in  Panisperna,  where  the 
saint  suffered  the  horrible  torture  of  roasting 
to  death. 

We  should  try  and  gpt  into  our  hearts,  some 
of  the  tendier  devotion  that  is  found  under  the 
warm  sky  of  Italy,  where  the  simple  country- 
woman kneels  at  the  feet  of  her  Madonna,  to  re- 


late with  the  artlcRsncss  of  a  child,  her  domestic 
troubles,  desires,  hopes  and  fears,  finishing  by 
saying :  "  I  have  row  told  you  all ;  it  is  for  you  to 
ad,  dear  Mother ;  I  am  going  away,  but  I  rely  upon 
you.  Do  you  now  understand  me?  Aadio, 
mamma ;  mamma,  addio"  and  with  the  smile  of 
hope  and  confidence,  she  wafts  a  last  kiss  to  her 
Mother. 

In  the  more  elevated  ranks  of  society,  piety,  and 
particularly  filial  confidence  in  Mary,  preserves 
the  same  touching  and  lively  character  of  faith. 
One  of  the  most  distinguished  magistrates  of 
Naples  has  written,  for  his  own  family,  a  highly 
esteemed  work,  in  which  he  speaks  as  follows  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin:  "You  find,  perhaps,  my 
Mother,  that  you  have  already  given  me  a  great 
deal — I  do  not  deny  it ;  but  you  owe  me  much 
more  than  you  have  yet  given  me.  Permit  me  to 
settle  my  accounts  with  you  to-day.  Every  form 
of  government  in  the  world,  and  even  nature  it- 
self, give  children  a  sacred  right  to  the  possession 
oftlieir  mother,  particularly  when  those  posses- 
sions have  only  been  granted  the  mother  in  con- 
sideration of  her  children.  This  point  once  estab- 
lished, see  bow  rich  you  are  !  Your  wealth  consists 
not  merely  in  rare  treasures,  but  in  exhaustless 
mines ! 

"  Now  think,  I  beseech  you,  that  these  riches 
have  not  been  given  you  for  yourself  alone,  but 
for  your  children — for  me,  the  last  of  all.  Would 
you  be  what  you  are  without  me  and  sinners  like 
me  ?  Was  it  not  to  redeem  us  that  the  Son  of  God 
became  man  and  chose  you  for  His  Mother  ?  You 
see,  then,  th^t  all  you  Jiave  belongs  to  me !  Now 
what  you  have  given  me  is  nothing  in  comparison 
with  what  you  possess.  You  are  then  in  my 
debt ! — you  owe  me  a  great  deal !  What  can  you 
reply  to  all  this  ?"  In  another  place  he  says  : 
"  Listen  to  me,  Mother  ;  now  you  really  must  grant 
mfc  my  request.  If  you  refuse,  what  will  be  said 
of  you  ?  Either  that  you  cannot,  or  will  not  grant 
me  my  petitions.  No  one  will  believe  you  can- 
not, for  you  are  too  well  known  for  such  an  idea 
ever  to  gain  credence ;  that  you  will  not — Oh  I 
confess  I  would  rather  hear  that  you  cannot. 
What !  my  Mother,  the  Mother  of  grace  and  clem- 
ency, not  willing  to  hear  favorably  one  of  her 
children  ?  Oh,  Mother,  what  will  become  of  your 
reputation  ?  Think  well  on  it  and  get  out  of  the 
difficulty  if  you  can." 

In  Les  Trois  Rome  we  find  another  interesting 
incident  of  this  tender  piety  among  the  Neapoli- 
tans :  "  As  we  returned  to  our  hotel  an  acquaint- 
ance of  our  guide  invited  him  into  her  house.  He 
accepted,  and  we  followed  him;  and  we  were 
soon  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  children,  who,  re- 
cognizing me  as  a  priest,  came  to  kiss  my  hand. 
We  asked  the  good  woman  if  it  were  possible 
these  children  were  all  her  own  !  '  Yes,'  she  an- 
swered ;  'only  two  of  them  are  ^glidella  Madonna.^ 
It  is  not  rare  in  Naples  to  see  the  poor  adopting 
two  or  three  children  to  fill  the  place,  perhaps 
of  some  of  their  own  who  were  dead,  as  this  vir- 
tuous woman  had  done,  and  in  th6  Neapolitan 
language  they  are  known  by  the  touching  name 
of  children  of  ttie  Blessed  Virgin.'^ 
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THE  APOSTLESHIP  OF  PRAYER.  1 

The  Apostleship  of  Prayer  in  Ohina.  | 

We  Imvc  lately  rcot-ivofl  tho  most  consolinjf  ac- 
counts of  the  reliffioiis  movciin-nts  taking  place 
in  the  immense  C'hineso  Empire.  Our  Associates 
will  not  lu'sitntc  to  attribiit*'  this  to  the  Ajxistlc- 
ship  of  Prayer,  and  it  will  he  another  motive  to 
redouble  our  zeal  ami  confi<lencc  in  the  association 
of  prayer. 

Mission   OF   KOUI-TCnEOU. 

"Ml/  Ri'V.  FiUher:  T^le  dear  Associates  will  be 
happy,  I  am  sure,  to  know  the  admiral)le  results 
obtained  by  their  pious  and  holy  league;  and  I 
am  hai)py  to  make  it  known  to  them,  at  tlie  com- 
mencement of  this  month  consecrated  to  the  Di- 
vine Heart  of  Jesus.  Among  tho  twenty-two  apos- 
tolic vicariates,  confided  to  tho  foreign  missions, 
there  is  one  which  particularly  attracts  the  atten- 
tion of  the  missionary — the  vicariate  of  Koui- 
Tcheou.  This  vicariate  is  governed  by  Mgr.  Faurie, 
from  Bordeaux.  Two  or  three  years  ago  it  contained 
only  a  few  tlunisand  Christians;  this  was  not 
enough  for  the  Divine  Heart  of  Jesus.  To  augment 
this  number,  we  cjilled  for  the  assistance  of  your 
admirable  work,  which  has  indeed  met  with  won- 
derful success.  You  would  scarcely  helieve  it,  did 
you  not  know  what  the  Divine  Master  can  do.  •  In 
the  one  year  of  1864,  sixfy  thnusntul  injideln,  in  this 
mission  alone,  were  ranged  under  the  standard  of 
the  Cross.  Decidedly,  the  moment  of  this  grand 
harvest  has  arrived.  Courage,  then,  dear  Associ- 
ates of  the  Apostleshij).  Courage ! — see  what  your 
prayers  and  good  works  can  do.  But  tliis  is  not 
all.  God  has  already  deigned  to  grant  our  dear 
Associates  a  magnificent  rccom])en.si\  Among 
these  crowds  of  infidels  who  have  come  into  the 
pale  of  the  Church,  the  Divine  blaster  has  select- 
ed two  whom  He  has  crowned  with  "the  palm  of 
martyrdom. 

"  In  1858,  the  chief  of  the  National  Guard,  of  a 
village,  in  hatred  of  the  faith  having  put  to  death 
several  Christians,  all  the  faithful  of  the  place  fled 
away  except  the  Hoa  family,  who  were  still  neo- 
phytes. Soon  af^er,  the  Viceroy  having  published 
an  edict  in  favor  of  religion,  they  all  returned 
to  the  village,  to  the  great  displeasure  of  their 
persecutor. 

"Against  Hoa,  in  particular,  he  nourished  a  bit- 
ter hatred.  He  could  not  pardon  the  courage  he 
had  shown  ;  and  for  this  he  was  frequently  men- 
aced. In  reply,  this  courageous  man  nailed  to 
his  door  the  edict  of  the  Viceroy,  hoping  by 
this  means  to  be  .secured  from  all  violence.  But 
it  was  useless.  On  the  morning  of  the  Feast  of  the 
Holy  Innocents,  1864,  at  daybreak,  this  mon.ster 
entered  Hoa's  home,  drew  him  and  his  wife  from 
their  beds,  dragged  them  into  the  street  and  cut 
off  their  hcad.s.  At  this  news,  all  the  inhabitants 
ran  to  see  their  mangled  bodies,  and  a  heart-rend- 
ing sight  met  their  eyes.  These  generous  mar- 
tyrs had  two  children — one  a  little  babe  not  yet 
weaned,  and  the  elder  scarcely  three  yearsold.  AtVer 
having  in  vain  called  their  parents,  these  poor 
little  ones  went  out  of  the  house  and  there  found 


them  lying  in  the  street,  dead,  and  bathed  in  their 
blood.  Weeping,  they  threw  themselves  upon  the 
lifeless  bodies.  The  youngest  tormented  with 
hunger,  sought  the  breast  of  his  mother; 
the  other  with  piercing  cries  called  his  father. 
All  the  spectators  were  moved  to  tears.  Sud- 
denly the  cruel  butcher  appeared,  frantic  with 
fury  and  carrying  a  sword  in  his  hand."  *Ah!' 
he  exclaimed,  'if  you  disappmve  of  what  I  have 
done,  so  nmch  the  worse  for  you  all.'  No 
one  dared  brave  the  rage  of  this  tiger,  and  the 
poor  children  remained  alone  by  the  dead  bodies 
of  their  parents,  sometimes  calling  tliem,  some- 
times clasping  their  arms  around  them,  or  embrac- 
ing their  bliMxly  heads.  In  the  evening,  the  elder 
dragged  himself  to  the  door  of  the  chapel,  where 
his  father  was  accustomed  to  go  to  pray  every  even- 
ing. There  seated  on  the  threshold,  he  sobbingly 
cried  :  "  Papa,  finish  your  prayers — come  give  me 
something  to  eat.  I  am  hungry!  Come,  papa,  come.' 
"  Dear  child. — at  these  cries  the  catechist  could 
restrain  himself  no  longer;  he  caught  the  poor 
little  one  in  his  arms,  and  running  to  the  dead 
bodies,  siezed  also  his  baby-brother,  and  fled  to  the 
mountains  with  his  precious  treasure.  The  rest 
of  the  Christians  soon  followed  him,  but  their 
exile  did  not  last  long;  and  the  murderer  has  al- 
ready learned  that  the  times  are  past  when  the 
enemies  of  religion  can  give  vent  to  their  hatred 
against  Christians  He  has  been  arre.sted,  and  the 
Viceroy  ha,s  forbidden  the  Bishop  to  intercede  for 
him,  his  Grace  having  once  betore,  in  1858,  ob- 
tasned  pardon  for  this  miserable  wretch.  May 
the  blood  of  his  victims  obtain  grace  for  him  to 
detest  his  crimes  and  abjure  his  errors,  and  may 
it  hasten  the  hour  of  regeneration  for  all  of  this 
immense  Empire." 

MI.SSIOX   OF   KIANO-X.\N. 

Later  from  Father  Olire,  dated  8hnn<jhni,  Ffb.  16^A. 

"Rev.  F.\tiiek;  In  my  turn,  I  come  to  make 
known  the  consoling  fruits  which  the  admiral>le 
work  of  the  Apostleship  produces  here.  Father 
Adinoffii  wrote  to  you  on  the  same  subject  la.et 
August.  Since,  then  our  work  progresses,  and 
God  daily  bles.ses  it. 

"  Our  first  and  greatest  success  has  been  the  in- 
crease of  piety  and  zeal  among  our  Christians. 
Their  prayers  are  frequent,  and,  with  some,  almost 
continual.  A  large  number  mo.st  edifyingly  assist 
every  day  at  the  Holy  Sacrifice ;  many  even  hear, 
daily,  two  and  three  Masses.  Every  Sunday,  and  on 
minor  feasts,  confessions  and  amununions  are  num- 
erous. But  on  the  firat  Sundays  of  the  month,  and 
on  grand  festivals,  the  confessionals  are  literally 
besieged  from  morning  till  night.  It  is  but  sel- 
dom that  we  can  hear  all  who  present  themselves, 
even  when  four  or  five  priests  are  occtipied  in  the 
sacred  ministry.  I  could  also  speak  to  you  of 
many  other  gotni  works,  practiced  in  private  or  in 
common,  by  our  Christians;  of  the  self-imposed 
penances;  of  their  generous  alms,  to  Pagans  as 
well  as  Christians;  and  all  this  to  enlarge  the 
treasury  of  the  Apostleship,  to  offer  a  sweet  and 
holy  violence  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  and 
by  so  doing  to  obtain  the  conversion  of  sinners 
and  Pafrans. 


206 


AVE    MARIA 


"Another  good,  ])roduced  by  tliis  holy  work,  not 
less  precious  and  encouraging,  is  the  zeal  mani- 
fested by  our  Christians  for  the  propagation  of 
the  faitii,  and  the;  baptism  of  the  Pagans.  As  we 
mentioned  last  year,  we  do  not  find  in  the  Chinese 
nature  that  warmth  of  soul  and  spirit  of  pros- 
elytism  which  characterizes  the  nations  of  Europe. 
We  must  not  expect  often  to  find  among  tliera 
those  beautiful  examples  we  admire  in  other  na- 
tions. But  "we  have  among  us  Christians,  who 
show  most  edifying  zeal  and  devotedness,  which 
is  certainly  susceptible  of  great  deveIoi)ment ; 
and  I  am  convinced  that  your  magnificent  w^ork 
of  the  Apostleship  is  calculated  to  obtain  this 
result.  The  fiicts  are  there  to  prove  it ;  we  in- 
struct and  frequently  Iniptize  the  Pagans.  Since 
last  August,  we  have  had  eighteen  hundred  hap- 
thms  in  this  parish,  among  whom  thirteen  hundred 
were  adults,  and  ail  tiiese  conversions  we  owe,  in 
a  great  measure,  to  the  members  of  the  Apostleship. 

"  You  arc  already  informed  of  the  arganization 
of  the  work  in  our  parish.  Once  every  month 
we  distribute  to  the  members  tickets  indicating 
the  general  and  particular  intentions,  and  the 
different  works  that  may  be  acomplished  for 
these  ends.  *****  Last  Octoijer,  our 
Rev.  Father  Superior  and  Father  Carr^re  made 
an  ai)ostolic  excarsion  into  the  grand  centers  of 
the  west,  and,  notwithstanding  our  small  num- 
ber, if  God  permits,  we  will  establish  permanent 
missions  in  those  far  distant  regions. 

"  You  see  then.  Rev.  Father,  how,  more  than  ever, 
we  need  the  prayers  of  the  Apostleship.  They 
will  not  be  wanting,  I  am  sure,  when  it  is  a  ques- 
tion of  gaining  for  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  forty 
or  Jifty  million  infidels,  whose  dispositions  Avere 
never  more  encouraging. 

"  What  a  beautiful  triumph  for  the  Divine  Chief 
if  all  these  people  were  ranged  under  His  stand- 
ard !  What  a  consolaticm  for  our  tender  Mother, 
the  Holy  Church,  now  so  afflicted  and  cruelly 
tried  !  What  an  ample  compensation  f  )r  the  sad 
losses  she  sustained  by  impiety  in  old  Europe." 
m¥ 

Principal  Montlily  Intentions  for  the  Apostleship. 

First.  The  Ace  Maria  for  the  conversion  of 
America.     Second.  The  Associations  of  Charity. 

During  six  months  our  prayers  have  been  espe- 
cially ofixjred  for  the  Capital  of  the  Church,  the 
preservation  and  independence  of  its  Head.  Al- 
though we  have  not  yet  obtained  all  we  desire,  we 
can  nevertheless  bless  God  for  the  encouraging 
signs  that  glimmer  on  the  horizon  ;  and  for  some 
time  past  we  have  seen  many  reasons  to  be  hope- 
ful for  the  future.  Although  we  continue  to  have 
this  great  object  constantly  in  our  prayers,  never- 
theless we  recoumience,  for  our  monthly  intentions, 
the  series  of  the  general  interests  of  tiie  Church, 
which  have  been  tor  some  time  interrupte<l ;  and 
during  the  coming  month  we  recommend,  in  a 
special  manner,  to  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  all  persons 
devoted  to  tlie  corporal  workn  of  charity. 

First.  These  works  are,  without  doubt,  one  of 
the  most  powerful  weapons  we  can  use  to  obtain 
the  triumph  of  God's  cause ;  they  furnish  religion 
a  demonstration  more  eloquent  and  more  persua- 


sive than  all  written  apologies.  In  our  day, 
particularly,  the  stnn^fli  of  this  argument  is 
irresistable,  and  while;  minds  arc  closed  to  all 
proofs  of  reason,  and  pay  but  little  attention  to 
the  most  C(»nclu>iive  testimony,  tlie  I'aith  of 
Ciiristians,  as  displayed  in  their  works  of  chari- 
ty, touch  their  hearts,  and  incline  them  to  em- 
brace a  faith  which  bears  such  fruit.  We  bless 
God  for  this  disposition  of  our  age,  for  the  arms 
of  l)enevolence  are  those  l)est  adapted  for  the 
servants  of  tiie  Heart  of  Jesus,  After  having 
used  them  Himself  to  gain  souls,  this  Divine  Mas- 
ter bequeathed  them  to  His  disciples,  as  the  most 
certain  pledge  of  their  triumpii.  . 

Follow  this  Divine  Saviour  during  the  whole 
course  of  His  pul>lic  life,  and  you  will  see  Him 
dividing  His  time  l)etween  preaching  and  the  care 
of  the  sick.  In  seeing  Him  act,  it  would  seem 
that  He  attached  more  importance  to  tiie  second 
work  than  to  tlie  first.  It  is  true  that  He  did  not 
stop  with  the  cure  of  the  body,  but  that  He  also 
remitted  sin  ;  but  it  was  almost  always  by  the 
body  that  He  passed  to  the  soul;  His  benevolence 
was  the  precursor  of  His  zeal.  His  career  is 
summed  up  in  a  few  words  by  Saint  Peter :  He 
passed  His  time  in  doing  good,  curing  tne  sick  and 
those  possessed  by  the  devils.  The  more  thoroughly, 
then,  that  we  participate  in  the  spirit  of  Jesiis 
Christ,  the  more  Ave  will  feel  His  compassion  for 
those  who  suffer  and  His  desire  to  assist  them.  The 
love  of  the  sick,  the  poor  and  the  atflicted  will 
become  for  our  heart,  as  it  was  for  His,  a  veritable 
passion.  Our  greatest  joy  will  be  to  alleviate  the 
sorrows  of  our  brethren,  and  we  will  prefer  rather 
a  thousand  times  go  to  the  house  of  mourning 
than  of  feasting. 

Second.  Nothing  is  more  calculated  to  make 
us  love  our  brothers  than  devotion  to  the  Sacred 
Heart  of  Jesus.  Seen  by  the  light  of  this  Divine 
Heart,  the  most  degraded  souls  will  appear  sov- 
ereignly precious;  and  how  did  not  Jesus  Christ 
Himself  esteem  them?  Was  it  not  for  each  one 
of  those  souls  He  descended  from  Heaven,  suffend 
and  died?  Do  they  not  all  appear  to  us  tinged 
with  His  blood?  Are  not  these  souls  destined  to 
reign  in  Heaven,  and  may  they  not  become,  to- 
morrow, the  temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost?  Nothing 
is  better  calculated  to  sustain  in  the  weariness 
and  disgust  which  surround  the  works  of  charity, 
nothing  more  calculated  to  insure  constancy  and 
good  fruits,  than  this  profound  respect  for  the 
souls  who  are  their  object.  But,  for  this,  frequent 
recourse  must  be  had  to  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  which 
is  its  source.  Withdrawn  from  this  Divine 
source,  influenced  by  natural  sentiments,  we  would 
soon  see  in  these  souls  nothing  but  the  vices 
Avhich  degrade  them,  and  we  would  weary  of 
our  almost  useless  labors  to  regenerate  them. 

May  all  the  apostles  of  this  Divine  Fleart  rival 
each  other  in  their  zeal  and  generosity  in  the  cor- 
poral works  of  charity.  By  their  active,  constant, 
and  indefatigable  devotedness,  far  better  than  by 
words,  will  they  defend  the  cause  of  religion,  and 
contribute  to  its  triumph.  To  hasten  these  happy 
results,  the  Associates  will  particularly  pray  dur- 
ing the  present  month.    , 
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The  Little  Scholar  of  the  Bos&ry. 

As  all  our  little  child  rin  of  the  Ave  Maria  are 
now  enjoying  high   holidiiy,  wu   think  it  a  very 
good  time  to  tell  tliem  the  pretty  story  of  the  Lit- 
tle Scholar  and  the  Rosary,  so  when  they  return 
to  their  schools  in   September,  and  their  lessons 
seem  hard  to  them,  they  must  not  be  discouraged, 
and  grow  homesick,  and  be  tempted  to  write  sad   i 
letters  to  their  dear  parents  at  home  ;  but  rather  | 
remembering    Bernard,   our   little   scholar,   they   . 
will  turn  to  their   dear  Blessed    Mother,  and  beg   j 
her  to  listen  to  all  their  little  troubles   and    help 
them  with  all  their  hard  Ussons.     So  now,  all  of 
you  take  your  stats  around  the  Ave  Maria,  while   ' 
she  tells  you  about  Bernard's  troubles — and  about 
his  good  mother  on  earth  and  his  Blessed  Mother 
in  heaven,  who  will  help  you  all  just  as  she  did 
this  little  l)oy,  provided   you   please   her  Divine 
Son  by  your  g(x>d  conduct. 

Bernard  lived  a  great  many  years  ago.  lie  was 
the  only  son  of  a  very  wealthy  widow  lady,  and 
she  was  exceedingly  anxious  than  her  son  should 
grow  up  and  Ue  a  very  learned  as  well  a.s  a  very 
go«Kl  man.  She  sent  him  every  day  to  a  school  in 
the  neighborh(K)d  ;  for  as  he  was  vei7  young  she 
did  not  like  to  part  with  him  to  go  away  to  a  great 
distance.  Bernard  was  an  angelicchiltl,  good  and 
innocent ;  but  he  was  not  very  quick  at  writing  bis 
compositions,  and  the  Latin  verses,  which  was  one 
of  the  school  tasks  of  his  class,  became  an  insur- 
mountable difficulty.  Many  a  weary  hour  did 
the  p(K)r  Ixjy  spend,  striving,  by  hard  labour  and 
toilsome  perseverance,  to  accomplish  what  many  a 
thoughtless,  quick  witted  scapegrace  had  finished 
in  a  few  minutes ;  the  more  he  tried,  the  harder 
and  more  hopeless  it  seemed  to  get  either  ideas 
or  verses  out  of  his  dull  and  tired  bririn. 

One  evening,  when  he  returned  home,  after  a 
day  of  unusual  trouble,  he  sat  down  in  tlisconso- 
late  mo<Ml  on  the  steps  leading  into  the  garden, 
and  leaning  his  head  on  his  hand,  he  gave  him- 
self up  to  very  sorrowful  reUections.  lie  knew 
how  much  his  mother  cared  that  he  should  grow 
up  a  learned  man,  and  then  he  was  at  the  foot 
of  his  class,  with  the  reputation  of  being  the 
dunce  of  the  school ,  and  all  Itecause  he  was  not 
born  a  poet :  it  was  certainly  a  little  hard.  Verses, 
he  thought,  were  sucii  unnecessary  things :  he 
could  be  a  doctor,  a  soldier,  or  even  a  preacher, 
and  still  keep  to  simple  prose  ;  he  could  save  his 
soul  and  the  semis  of  other  |K*oplc,  and  never 
have  made  two  linesrliymc  ;  "  What  can  Ix;  the 
use  of  it  all  f  he  muttered;  "if  they  would 
but  have  kept  to  grammar  !"  Now,  when  he 
had  come  to  this  point  iii  his  melancholy  medita- 
tion, he  was  joined  by  his  mother,  whose  quick 
eye  had  caugiit  a  glimpse  of  her  darling,  and  re- 
cognized in  his  attitude,  and  the  heavy  sorrowful 
way  that  his  head  lay  on  his  clasix'd  hands,  that 
something  unusual  was  the  matter. 

"Bernard,"  she  said, — and  at  the  sound  of  that 
gentle  voice  the  poor  boy  started  to  his  feet — 
"what  is  the  matter  ?    Your  hair  is  hanging  about, 


your  cap  'w  on  the  ground,  and  I  see  something 
very  like  tears  on  those  white  checks:  moreover, 
this  is  not  the  first  time  that  you  have  come  home 
in  the  same  way  ;  but  for  many  weeks  past  I  have 
wat<'hed  you  with  an  aching  heart,  and  witli  a  sore 
misgiving  lest  the  trouble  should  be  in  your  own 
conscience."  Bernard  hung  his  head,  Imt  did  not 
sav  a  word.  "  What  is  it,  my  child  ?  Have  you 
fallen  into  some  greivous  fault  at  school,  and  fear 
to  declare  it  to  mey"  No,  mother,"  replied  Bernard, 
"they  call  me  dunce,  and  fool,  and  they  speak 
truly  ;  but  though  now  I  could  cry,  as  though  my 
heart  would  break,  it  is  for  no  fault  that  you  would 
deem  a  grievous  one  :  it  is  that  I  am  not  a  poet." 
And  with  these  words,  Bemanl  hid  his  face  on  his 
mother's  knee,  and  sobt)ed  aloud. 

"  A  poet,  child  !"  said  his  mother ;  "is  that  your 
only  trouble?  Heard  you  ever  that  poets  were 
happier  or  l)etter  than  other  men,  tliatyov  should 
crave  a  gift  that  brings  little  ease,  and  ofttimes 
less  of  grace  ;  covet  the  better  gifts,  Bernard,  lor 
this  is  hardly  worth  your  tears  ;  a  holy  heart  and  a 
spotless  faith  were  fitter  things  to  weep  after." 

"But,  mother,"  replied  Bernard,  earnestly, "you 
know  not  how  the  case  stands  with  Iwys :  we  have 
to  learn  so  many  things  you  would  marvel  to  find 
the  use  for;  and  among  them  all  there  is  none  so 
strange  to  fit  a  meaning  to  as  the  making  of  these 
verses.  And  yet  Master  Roland  says  I  am  a  dunce, 
if  I  do  not  make  them;  and  shall  abide  as  I  am, 
the  laggard  of  the  school,  till  1  better  know  how 
to  scan  my  lines,  and  have  learnt  the  difierence 
between  a  trochee  and  a  spondee;  and  that,"  he 
added,  with  a  heavy  sigh,  "I  shall  never  learn." 

"  And  so  you  are  in  disgrace  with  .Mivster  Roland 
because  you  write  bad  verses,  is  that  the  case  r" 
said  his  mother  ;  "perhaps  it  rather  is,  that  you 
do  not  try  to  write  them  better." 

"Oh,  mother,"  exclaimed  Bernard,  in  a  pitiful 

voice,  "you  know  not  what  it  is.     For   first  there 

is  the  toil  to  find  the  words,  and  that  is  net  .so  easy  ; 

for  what  sounds  brave  enough  in  plain-six-aking 

prose,  will  never  do  for  verse  :  then  there  are  lines 

both  short  and  long,  and  syllables  and  feet4o  be 

counted  on  your  fingers,  and  seldom  c<iunted  right ; 

moreover,  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but  when  I  think 

I  have  them  in  their  right  number.  Master  Roland 

is  sure  to  tell  me  they  are  all  in  the  wrong  place." 

"  Bernard,"  8ai<l  his  mother,  "  I  do  not  think  I 

can  help  to  mend  your  verses,  but  I  may  chance 

to  be  able  to  mend  your  aturage.     It  was  but  the 

other  day  that  Master  Alan  told  mo  of  a  student 

I  whose  bo(»ks  were  as  grievous  to  him  as  any  verses 

I  of  yours  can  l>e,  and  yet  he  found  the  way  not  only 

;  to  read  them,  but  to  write  them  too;  and  died  a 

great  doctor  and  pn»fessor  of  the  university." 

"And  what  was  his  way?"  asked  Bernard. 
"Perhaps  his  books  were  written  in  pn>se;  it 
might  have  been  different  if  they  had  been 
l>oetry." 

"  His  way  was  a  very  simple  one,"  replied  his 
mother;  "he  asked  our  dear  Lady's  help,  atid 
every  dav  said  the  Rtvsarv  in  her  honor.  I  think 
there  is  little  to  hinder  you  from  doing  the  same. 
Master  Alan  has  given  you  a  Ros:iry.  though  I  do 
not  see  that  you  often  use  it ;   take  it  before  her 
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altar  every  morning  before  you  go  to  school,  and 
say  the  prayers  as  he  has  taught  you  ;  and  remem- 
ber that  no  one  ever  prayed  to  Mary  without  ob- 
taining relief." 

Bernard  was  not  slow  in  following  his  mother's 
counsel ;  and  not  content  with  saying  part  of  the 
Rosary,  he  every  day  recited  the  entire  fifteen 
mysteries,  on  his  knees,  before  the  image  on  our 
Lady's  altar.  Nor  was  it  long  before  a  singular 
change  was  observed  in  the  boy ;  not  only  did  his 
former  dullness  and  heaviness  of  capacity  gradual- 
ly disappear,  but  a  certain  depth  of  feeling  and 
gracefulnessof  imagery  was  displayed  in  his  school- 
verses,  that  placed  them  far  above  all  the  ordi- 
nary standard  of  such  productions.  How,  indeed, 
should  it  have  been  otherwise?  His  soul  was 
drinking  at  the  very  sources  of  spiritual  beauty  ; 
and  in  the  mysteries  of  joy  and  sorrow  and  glory 
whicli  flamed  his  daily  occupation,  he  penetrated 
to  the  very  depths  of  that  divine  life  and  passion, 
which  supplied  him  with  a  profounder  pathos 
than  could  be  caught  by  the  study  of  any  human 
emotion.  Moreover,  the  gracious  names  which 
were  thus  constantly  on  his  lips  sank  into  his 
heart,  and  brought  their  sweetness  with  them ;  the 
presence  of  Mary  was  with  him  like  an  unseen 
companion;  and  all  day  long  he  felt  shining  on 
his  beart  the  earnest  gaze  of  those  "merciful  eyes" 
he  so  constantly  invoked :  it  refined  his  rudeness, 
and  warmed  the  sluggish  intellect  with  tlie  flame 
of  spiritual  love;  and  whilst  others  would  praise 
their  favorite  poets  for  their  airy  images  and  lively 
fancy,  Bernard  was  happy  in  the  thought  that  the 
inspiration  of  his  pen  was  caught  from  no  phan- 
tom of  earthly  imagination,  but  from  the  influ- 
ence of  his  Blessed  Mother. 

The  masters  marveled  at  the  change,  and  said 
many  learned  things  about  the  develoj^ment  of  the 
understanding;  and  when  they  praised  and  ques- 
tioned him  as  to  whence  he  drew  his  thoughts,  he 
was  wont  to  answer,  with  wondering  simplicity, 
that  any  one  might  do  the  same,  for  he  found  it 
all  in  the  Rosary.  This  reply,  which  he  con- 
stantiy  gave,  soon  became  talked  about  among 
the  rest,  and  gained  him  the  title  among  his  com- 
l)anions  of  the  Scholar  of  the  Rosary. 

Every  one  now  predicted  great  things  of  Bernard ; 
he  was  the  head  of  his  class  and  of  the  school ;  and 
the  highest  awards  of  learning,  he  was  told,  were 
now  within  his  grasp.  But  their  hopes  and  ex- 
pectations were  not  to  be  realized  ;  for  the  Scholar 
of  Mary  a  higher  and  very  diflfijrent  distinction 
was  in  store.  One  day  he  came  home  as  usual, 
and  complained  of  an  aching  pain  in  his  eyes ; 
before  the  morning  the  inflammation  had  increased 
to  such  a  degree,  that  he  could  not  bear  the  light, 
and  was  obliged  to  keep  his  bed  in  a  darkened 
room,  where,  spite  of  every  care  and  remedy 
which  his  mother's  tenderness  could  bestow,  he 
suffered  the  extremity  of  pain.  For  two  months 
hie  lay  in  this  state,  whilst  the  disease  gradually 
assumed  a  more  dangerous  character.  The  phys- 
icians desired  that  every  ray  of  daylight  should  be 
excluded  from  his  room,  and  the  utmost  care  taken 
to  keep  the  slightest  object  from  irritating  the 
eye ;  an  order  which  was  strictly  obeyed. 


Nevertheless,  in  spite  of  his  pain  and  increas- 
ing weakness,  nothing  prevented  Bernard  from 
fulfilling  his  customary  prayers.  Every  day,  as 
usual,  he  recited  the  fifteen  mysteries  of  the  Ros- 
ary, and  comforted  his  mother,  when  she  grieved 
over  the  blindness  that  threatened  him,  by  saying 
his  devotion  was  one  which  needed  neither  book 
nor  daylight  to  help  it,  but  only  the  familiar  touch 
of  those  dear  beads  that  never  left  his  neck.  Alas, 
blindness  was  before  hmg  not  the  only  evil  she 
had  to  dread  ;  it  was  soon  evident  that  the  mal- 
ady had  reached  a  fatal  form,  which  no  human 
skill  could  avail  to  remedy.  Bernard  was  to  die. 
All  the  great  hopes  excited  by  his  newly-displayed 
talents  vanished  into  thin  air;  and  those  whose 
tongues  had  been  so  busy  with  his  precocious  ge- 
nius, were  now  loud  in  deploring  the  loss  of  one 
from  whom  so  brilliant  a  career  might  have  been 
expected.  As  to  his  mother,  she  thought  little 
of  such  things;  and  if  she  mourned  her  own  loss, 
her  grief  had  its  consolation  too ;  for  she  knew 
the  innocence  of  his  soul,  and  had  the  sure  hope 
that  she  was  but  trusting  him  to  the  arms  of  a 
more  loving  Mother  than  herself.  But  there  were 
the  last  death-bed  duties  to  be  performed ;  the 
priest  was  in  the  house;  and  before  administering 
the  Viaticum  and  the  Holy  Unction,  he  was  to  re- 
ceive the  last  confession  of  the  dying  child. 

His  mother  entered  the  room  to  prepare  him 
for  the  coming  of  the  priest;  and  as  she  did  so, 
she  desired  the  attendant  to  bring  a  caudle  into 
the  still  darkened  chamber. 

"  W  hat  need  of  a  candle  ?"  said  the  boy ;  "  tell 
them  that  it  is  not  wanted." 

"  It  is  for  the  priest  my  child,"  she  replied. 
"You  will  try  and  bear  the  light  for  a  few  min- 
utes ;  for  the  good  father  is  come  to  hear  your 
confession,  and  he  could  not  see  to  enter  without 
a  light." 

''  But  there  is  light,"  he  replied  ;  "  the  room  is 
full  of  it,  and  has  never  been  dark  to  me.  I  won- 
der that  you  do  not  see  it." 

"What  light  v"  asked  the  priest,  who  was  by 
this  time  liending  over  him.  "  Your  mother  and 
I  are  standing  here,  but  to  our  eyes  the  room  is 
darkened  still." 

"It  is  from  our  Lady,"  replied  the  boy;  "she  is 
here  by  my  bedside,  and  the  rays  are  shining  from 
her,  and  make  it  day.  There  has  never  been 
darkness  here  since  I  have  been  ill." 

The  priest  felt  an  awe  stealing  over  him,  and 
involuntary  bowed  his  head  toward  the  spot  indi- 
cated by  the  child. 

"And  does  that  light  hurt  your  eyes  ?"  he  asked ; 
"you  could  not  bear  the  daylight." 

"It  is  joy,"  answered  Bernard  faintly, — "joy 
and  glory;  the  sorrow  is  all  gone  now!"  and  the 
priest  saw  that  in  his  last  words  he  was  still  think- 
ing of  the  Ros!ii*y.  And  so  he  died  ;  and  those 
whom  he  left  needed  not  the  evidence  of  miracles 
to  assure  them  that  the  Scholar  of  Mary  had  been 
taken  to  the  fullness  of  that  glory,  something  of 
whose  radiance  even  then  rested  over  his  dying 

bed. 

«> 

Sweet  Heart  of  Mary,  be  my  Salvation. 
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DEATH  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 

The  day  and  the  hour  were  come ;  the  Paints  of 
Jerusiileni  once  more  behold  the  daughter  of  Da- 
vid, fttill  poor,  still  fair,  still  hunil^le,  for  one 
would  have  said  that  this  admirable  and  holy 
creature  escaped  the  destroying  action  of  time, 
and  that,  prerlestincd  by  birth  to  a  complete  and 
glorious  immutability,  nothing  in  her  was  to  per- 
ish. Mary  ahme  was  calm,  though  the  vast 
chamber  was  crowned  with  the  old  disciples  and 
new  Christians,  all  equally  anxious  to  see  and 
hear  her. 

The  night  had  fallen,  and  lamps  with  many 
branches  seemed  to  shed,  with  their  pule  light, 
sometliing  solemn  and  mysterious  over  that  sad 
and  silent  assembly.  The  Apostles,  deeply  moved, 
stood  close  around  the  bed  of  death.  Saint  Peter, 
who  had  so  dearly  loved  the  Son  of  Go<l  during 
His  life,  contemplated  the  Virgin  Mother  with 
profound  sorrow,  and  his  speaking  glance  seemed 
to  say  to  the  Bishop  of  Jerusalem — "  How  much 
she  resembles  Christ !"  In  truth  there  was  a  re- 
markaltle  likeness,  and  the  bowed  head  of  Mary, 
recalling  that  of  the  Saviour  during  the  Last 
Supper,  finished  the  effect.  Saint  James,  who 
haa  received  from  the  Jews  themselves  the  sur- 
name of  the  Just,  and  well  knew  how  to  subdue 
his  feelings,  8t<'ruly  represses  the  tears  which 
moisten  his  eyelids. 

The  Prince  of  the  Apostles — a  frank  and  im- 
pulsive man — was  deeply  affected,  and  strove  not 
to  conceal  his  emotion  ;  Saint  John  had  wrapped 
the  folds  of  the  Greek  mantle  around  his  head, 
but  his  sobs  betrayed  him.  There  was  not,  in  all 
the  crowd,  a  heart  unmoved,  or  an  eye  unmoistened 
with  a  tear.  Mary,  sympathizing  in  the  general 
emotion,  and  almost  forgetting  the  splendor  which 
awaited  her  on  high,  in  order  to  wipe  away  the 
tears  of  those  that  lovfsd  her,  applied  herself  to 
confirm  the  faith  of  her  children,  to  revive  their 
pious  liopi'S  and  to  inflame  their  charity  ;  she  told 
them  with  uiiequaled  ehxjuence  of  those  mighty 
and  sublime  thing-*  which  people  hold  their  breath 
to  hear,  which  raises  man  above  himself  and  ren- 
ders him  capableof  any  undertaking.  Her  speech, 
so  mild,  that  the  Scripture  has  compared  it  to  a 
honey  comb,  became  gradually  strong ;  the  daugh- 
ter of  Daniel  and  of  Solomon,  the  inspired  proph- 
etess who  had  extemporaneously  composed  the 
triumphal  hymn  of  the  3/</«7n//iV«i^  soared  up  to 
considerations  so  high  that  the  listeners  forgot  in 
their  ecstasy  that  death  was  to  close  their  mystic 
strains.     But  the  fatal  hour  approached.     Mary 


extended  her  protecting  hands  over  the  poor 
orphans  whom  she  was  alx)ut  to  leave,  and,  rais- 
ing her  beautiful  eyes  to  the  stars,  which  shone 
brightly  in  the  firmament,  she  saw  the  heavens 
open,  and  the  Son  of  Man  extending  His  arms  to- 
ward her  from  amidst  a  luminous  cloucL  At  this 
sight  a  rosy  flush  overspread  her  face;  her  eyes 
sjmrkled  with  maternal  love,  joy  attained  its 
hight,  adoration  b<'came  ecstatic,  and  her  soul 
disengaged  itself  without  an  effort  from  its  fair 
and  virginal  covering  and  fell  gently  into  the  bo- 
som of  God. 

Mary  was  no  more  ;  but  her  countenance,  which 
had  assumed  the  appearance  of  a  tranquil  slum- 
ber, was  so  sweet  to  look  upon  that  it  seemed  as 
if  death  hesitated  to  set  his  .seal  on  that  trophy 
which  he  was  to  retain  only  for  a  day.  The 
death-lamp  was  lit :  the  windows  were  all  thrown 
open,  and  the  summer  breeze  made  its  way  into 
the  room  with  the  flickering  beams  of  the  stars. 
One  would  have  said  that  a  miraculous  light 
filled  the  room  where  Mary  drew  her  last  sigh; 
it  was,  perhaps,  the  glory  of  God  which  sur- 
rounded the  soul  of  the  predestined  Virgin. 
When  the  death  of  Mary  was  no  hmger  doubtful, 
there  was  nothing  heard  at  first  but  tears  and 
lamentations;  then  the  funeral  chant  arose  on  the 
stillness  of  the  night,  the  angels  chimed  in  with 
their  golden  harps,  and  the  echoes  of  David's 
mouldering  palace  sadly  repeated  the  wail  over 
the  tombs  of  the  kings  of  Juda. 

The  faithful  brought  in  profusion  the  most 
precious  ])erfumes  and  the  richest  stuffs  for  the 
burial  of  the  Queen  of  virgins.  They  embalmed 
her  according  to  the  custom  of  her  people,  but  her 
blessed  remains  exhaled  a  sweeter  odor  than  the 
perfumed  bands  wherewith  she  was  bound.  The 
preparations  being  duly  completed,  the  sacred 
body  of  the  Mother  of  God  was  placed  in  a  port- 
able litter  filled  with  aromatics  and  covered  with 
a  sumptuous  veil.  an<l  the  Apostles  bore  it  on  their 
shouUlers  to  the  valley  of  Josaphat.  The  Chris- 
tians of  Jerusalem,  hearing  lightetl  tapers  and 
chanting  hymns  and  psalms,  followed  sadly  and 
reverently  the  remains  of  Mary. 

Arrived  at  the  place  of  sepulture,  the  mournful 
procession  st«)pped.  Through  the  care  of  the  holy 
women  of  Jerusalem  the  tomb  was  deprived  of  its 
gloomy  aspect,  and  the  sepulchre  case  presented 
to  the  view  only  a  flowery  arbor.  The  AprtetUs 
gently  laid  down  the  mortal  remains  of  Mary, 
and  in  doing  so  they  wept.  Of  all  the  panegyr- 
ics pronounced  on  that  occasion,  that  of  Hirotheus 
was  the  most  remarkable.     Saint  Denis,  the  Areo- 


210 


AVE    MARIA. 


pagite,   relates  that    as  he  praised  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  the  orator  seemed  as  one  inspired. 

For  three  days  the  Apostles  and  the  faithful 
watched  and  prayed  beside  the  sepulchre,  where 
they  heard  distinctly  the  sacred  concerts  kept  up 
by  heavenly  spirits.  One  of  the  Apostles,  return- 
ing from  a  distant  country,  and  not  having  been 
present  at  the  death  of  Mary,  arrived  just  then  ; 
it  was  Thomas,  the  same  who  had  placed  his 
hands  in  the  wounds  of  His  glorified  Master.  He 
hastened  to  take  a  last  look,  and  to  water  withhis 
tears  the  cold  remains  of  the  privileged  woman 
who  had  borne  in  her  chaste  womb  the  Supreme 
Master  of  nature.  Overcome  by  his  tears  and  en- 
treaties, the  Apostles  removed  the  block  of  stone 
from  the  door  of  the  sepulchre  ;  but  they  saw 
within  only  the  still  fresh  flowers  whereon  Mary's 
body  had  reposed,  and  her  white  shroud  of  Egyp- 
tian linen,  which  shed  a  delicious  fragrance.  The 
pure  body  of  the  Immaculate  Virgin  was  not  a 
prey  for  worms ;  during  her  life  earth  and  Heav- 
en had  each  a  share  in  that  wondrous  creature ; 
after  her  death,  Heaven  took  all  and  glorified  all. 

4» 

The  Assumption. 

Unfold,  unfold,  ye  living  gates  of  Heaven, 

She  comes,  the  Queen  of  all  the  shining  host, — 
The  moon  beneath,  her  crown  twelve  stars  of  even. 

The  sun  above  in  her  great  glory  lost ! 
Behold,  the  Lamb,  delighted,  has  gone  down 

To  meet  this  fair  one  !     Leaning  on  the  arm 
Of  her  Beloved,  flowing  with  sweets,  her  crown 

Gemmed  with  a  holier  glow,  every  charm 
Hightened  to  full  perfection  by  His  light. 

She  advances,  greeted  with  the  acclaim 
Of  all  the  Heavenly  powers :  "  O  vision  bright. 

Whom  God  has  given  holiest  creature's  name. 
Mother  of  Jesus  !  Hail,  our  Heavenly  Queen  !" — 

Ten  thousand  harps  swell  high  the  azure  dome — 
"O  blessed  Earth,  where  one  so  fair  was  seen; 

More  blessed  Heaven,  to  which  our  Queen  has 
come !" 
Up  the  Mount,  even  to  the  throne  of  God, 

Her  Son  has  led  His  Virgin  Mother — "Fair 
Daughter,  well  hast  thou  done  My  will.  The  rod 

Of  justice  blooms  a  branch  of  olive  rare. 
Man,  of  thy  flesh,  sitteth  upon  the  Throne, 

United  unto  God.     He  ruleth  Heaven 
And  Earth,  angels  and  men ;  to  Him  alone 

Are  Justice,  J  udgment.  Power  and  Mercy  given." 
"  Dear  Mother,  thou  didst  give  Me  flesh  of  thine 

Wherewith  mankind  was  freed  from  sin  ;  I  place 
For  thee  the  Throne  of  Mercy."  "Fair  Spouse  mine. 

Forever  I  o'ersbadow  thee  with  grace." 
"Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord  ;  be  it  done 

To  me  according  to  tliy  Holy  Will." 
The  choirs  salute  their  Queen  beside  her  Son, — 

Let  Earth  be  glad,  there  reigns  our  Mother  still ! 
Hail  Mary,  Queen  of  Mercy !  grant  our  Lord 

May  look  with  pity  on  thy  children  here, 
That,  humbly  trusting  in  His  holy  word, 

Our  souls  may  have  some  part  in  thy  blest  cheer. 
We  walk  the  vale  of  sorrow  thou  hast  known. 

Give  us  from  Him  the  grace  to  walk  as  thou 


Hast  done.     The  seed  along  thy  pathway  sown 
Brought  lowly  flowers ; — bright  garlands  are 
they  now. 

So  grant  to  us  thy  dear  Humility, 
That  every  act  may  spring  from  God's  pure  Love ; 

Then  all  thy  glory  we  may  hope  to  see, 
Where  He  assumed  thee,  in  His  home  above. 


LEOENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 
No.  5— The  Baptism. 

It  was  on  the  eve  of  the  day  marked  for  the 
triumph  of  the  saints.  Ardelion,  standing  before 
a  mirror  of  brass,  was  practising  his  comic  ges- 
tures, when  Tertia  entered  his  apartment,  and 
without  uttering  a  word  threw  herself,  bathed  in 
tears,  at  his  feet. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  impatiently  exclaimed 
the  .actor.  "  If  you  have  been  guilty  of  a  fault, 
be  resigned  to  receive  the  lash  and  leave  me  in 
peace." 

"  I  have  committed  a  great  fault — alas,  would 
that  I  could  repair  it  by  submitting  to  any  bodily 
pain  whatever!     Only  listen  to  me,  my  master. 

"  Not  now,  not  now  ;  do  you  not  see  that  I  am 
engaged  ?" 

"  What  I  have  to  say  to  you  cannot  be  delayed; 
and  it  concerns  my  salvation." 

The  actor  had  neither  heart  nor  soul,  and  his 
natural  insensibility  was  increased  by  a  wilful 
hardening  of  his  conscience  ;  but  there  was  in  the 
accents  of  Tertia  a  grief  so  profound,  so  real,  that 
in  spite  of  himself  he  pitied  her.  "  Speak,"  said 
he,  "  but  be  quick  ;  what  do  you  want  ?" 

"  I  implore  you  not  to  perform  in  derision  our 
holy  mysteries.  I  should  be  guilty  of  your  sac- 
rilege." 

"  Humph  !  and  is  that  all  you  had  to  say  to  me  ?" 

,"  Oh,  my  master — I  entreat  you  !" 

"  Why,  you  should  be  grateful  to  me  for  mak- 
ing your  mysteries  known.  Perhaps,"  he  con- 
tinued, mockingly,  "  I  shall  gain  many  proselytes." 

"Alas,  if  you  could  but  represent  our  faith  in 
truth." 

"  Never  fear ;  your  God  will  be  enchanted  with 
the  glory  I  shall  throw  around  Him." 

"Beware,  my  master  ;  He  is  not  deaf  and  power- 
less, as  your  idols  are.  When  He  rises,  He  is  ter- 
rible. And  to  this  hour  no  one  has  mocked  Him 
without  punishment." 

"  Ha,  indeed !  He  has  then  become  powerful 
since  His  death  !  for  it  is  certain  that  He  was  not 
able  to  save  His  own  life.  Besides,  what  is  there 
to  fear?  He  will  laugh  at  my  jests ;  and,  if  He  is 
a  wise  God,  He  will  know  how  to  turn  them  to 
advantage." 

"  He  has  power  to  do  so.  But  you  will  still  be 
guilty  of  the  blasphemies  you  pronounce.  Oh,  I 
beseech  you,  do  not  provoke  Him.  Renounce  this 
applause,  which  may  cost  you  too  dear  ;  you  have 
fame  enough.  God  will  reward  you  for  this  little 
sacrifice,  and  in  recompense.  He  may  even  open 
your  eyes  and  admit  you  among  His  children." 

"Well,  well,  Tertia,  that  isenougfli  for  the  pres- 
ent.    Lpave  me,  and  I  will  think  over  it." 

Mary  retired  in  despair ;  she  passed  the  night 
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in  prayer,  accusing  herself  and  imploring  pardon 
of  G<hI. 

When  the  hour  arrived  at  which  Ardolion,  in 
his   litter,    was  carried  to  tlie  theater,  the  Hlave 

f)laced  herself  in  his  patli.  81»c  Hp<ike  no  word  ; 
)ut  by  her  attitude,  her  imploring  look,  the  actor 
knew  what  she  would  have  said.  But  the  litter 
hearers  passed  on,  and  he  soon  forgot  his  Chris- 
tian slave,  and  thought  only  of  his  part.  Once, 
in  looking  l>ack,  he  fancied  he  perwived  in  the 
distance  a  woman  whose  figure  resembled  Tertia's. 

lie  entered  the  circus  and  hastened  to  his  cham- 
ber, where  the  slaves  nyoined  him  and  aided  in 
robing  him. 

Meanwhile,  Mary,  urged  by  despair,  became 
reckless  of  her  life.  She  fled  from  her  master's 
house,  without  knowing  whither  she  was  going.  | 
Quided,  doubtless,  by  an  instinct  from  on  high, 
she  arrived,  in  hurrying  through  the  streets,  at 
the  house  of  the  manager  of  the  games. 

A  sudden  resolution  seized  her,  and  entering 
she  addressed  him :  "Sir,  1  too  am  a  Christian, 
and  I  come  to  combat  the  wild  beasts." 

"  Unhappy  wretch,  what  fury  leads  you  to  des- 
truction ?     Who  are  you  ?" 

"  I  am  a  servant  of  Jesus  Christ ;  open  the  lists 
for  me,  that  I  too  may  win  a  crown  with  my 
brethren." 

"  Take  back  your  words,  else  I  cannot  refuse 
your  demand." 

"  Hesitate  no  longer !  I  have  trampled  under 
foot  the  orders  of  your  Emperor,  and  despise  the 
gods  of  the  Empire." 

"  Kcflect  a  little  longer.  You  are  young ;  life 
is  sweet.     You  may  repent  when  it  is  too  late." 

"  I  have  already  reflected,  and  am  now  ready  ; 
I  worship  Jesus  Christ  and  Him  only."     ' 

"Since  you  will  die,  you  shall  take  the  place 
of  her  who  died  last  night.  This  will  stop  the 
people  from  murmuring  about  being  cheated  out 
of  one  of  their  victim.s,  for  the  number  will  then 
be  complete.  So  saying,  he  caused  Mary  to  be  led 
into  the  prison,  where  were  already  assembled 
the  elect  of  God — those  whom  His  mercy  had 
selected  to  enter  that  day  the  Kingdom  of  their 
Xord,  and  share  the  royalty  of  Christ. 

Four  victims  were  found  in  that  dreary  dungeon, 
Mary  made  the  fifth.  On  entering,  she  saluted 
them :  "The  Lord  aid  you  with  His  strength.". 

"  This  day,"  answered  an  old  man,  "  we  shall 
bless  Him  together.    Who  art  thou,  my  daughter  ?" 

"My  brethren  call  me  Mary;  in  the  world  I 
am  Tertia,  the  slave  of  the  actor  Ardelion." 

"  Give  thanks  to  the  Son  of  Gml,  O  Mary,  for 
thou  art  not  far  from  victory,  and  thy  brethren 
shall  envy  thy  triumpti.  How  has  Heaven  brought 
thee  into  the  arena  ?" 

"Alas,  father,  I  here  seek  an  expiation.  Mar- 
tyrdom is  a  reward  which  thou  hast  merited.  I 
beseech  thee,  pray  for  me." 

"Whatever  thy  crime  has  been,  thou  canst  hope 
it  is  pardoned  thee,  since  thou  hast  l)een  led  here." 

At  this  moment  their  jailor  entered  to  lead 
them  to  the  arena.  He  conducted  them  to  its 
utmost  limits,  close  to  the  barriers,  that  the  cruel 
populace  might  feast  their  eyes  on  their  destined 


victims.  Shoutu  and  cries  of  savage  joy  saluted 
the.se  meek  saints.  The  wild  bcastn  in  their  cells 
echoed  the  roars  of  human  lx>ing  as  cruel  and 
merciless  as  thentselves;  Mary  shuddered,  but 
she.  lifted  her  heart  in  prayer.  After  having  in 
this  manner  presented  tliem  to  the  crowd,  their 
executioners  led  them  to  the  center  of  the  circos. 
Then  the  old  man  s|}<)ke  to  them  : 

"  My  children,  we  are  blessed  among  men,  that 
God  has  thought  us  worthy  to  shed  our  blood  lor 
Him,  who  died  for  our  sins.  We  trust  not  to  our 
own  strength ;  Jiray  the  Lord  to  give  us  courage, 
and  defend  us  from  all  weakness. 

He  T>cgftn  to  recite  the  prayers  ot  the  Church, 
and  with  lowered  voic-es  the  others  followed  him. 
At  this  moment,  the  confused  sounds  of  the  eager 
crowd  were  suddenly  hushed,  and  all  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  the  stage.  Ardelion  appeared,  and  a 
tumultuous  burst  of  applause,  from  all  parts  of 
the  theater,  saluted  the  favorite  of  the  populace. 

Around  the  sanded  space  which  bore  the  name 
of  arena,  was  erected  an  iron  balustrade,  too  high 
to  be  cleared  by  beasts  of  prey  in  their  most  furi- 
ous bounds.  A  wide  gallery,  pierced  with  several 
doors,  separated  the  spwtators  from  this  inclosure. 
Beyond  this  gallery,  and  overlooking  it,  the  seats 
arose  in  regular  terraces,  forming  au  immense 
horseshoe,  the  two  ends  of  which  touched  the 
stage.     The  whole  building  was  open  to  the  sky. 

The  throne  of  the  emperor  was  prepared  in  the 
center  of  the  seats,  opposite  the  stage.  His  gild- 
ed chair  was  placed  upon  a  magnificent  platform, 
covered  with  gold-embroidered  purple  cloth.  On 
seats  below  the  emperor  were  grouped  his  prin- 
cipal officers. 

It  was  at  the  foot  of  this  throne  that  the  fatal 
blow  was  given,  after  their  defeat,  to  those  un- 
fortunate gladiators  whom  the  people  in  their 
caprice  condemned  to  death  by  the  well  known 
signal  of  turning  down  their  thumbs,  and  here  it 
was  that  the  little  band  of  Christians  stood. 

Notwithstanding  the  immense  dimensions  of 
the  circus,  it  scarcely  sufficed  to  contain  the  eager 
and  impatient  crowd  which  thronged  every  tier 
of  seats  in  the  amphitheater,  and  there  was 
not  an  empty  place  in  the  ranks  of  the  consulars 
or  patricians.  The  martyrs  remained  standing  in 
modest  but  fearless  attitudes,  and  they  sustained 
with  a  holy  courage  the  insulting  jeers  and  the 
malignant  frowns  of  the  ferocious  multitude. 
Conspicious  among  the  little  group  was  their 
priest  and  leader,  Aritus.  He  was  an  old  man, 
and  familiar  with  suffering.  He  had  already  un- 
dergone the  apprenticeship  of  the  combat,  and 
the  glorious  scars  of  the  tortures  he  had  suffered 
were  not  yet  healed ;  his  body  was  maimed  and 
bruised,  but  his  soul  was  invincible.  He  con- 
fronted with  a  calm  countenance  the  dreadful 
fate  now  approaching  him ;  a  fate  which  he  had 
long  desired  and  implored.  Two  brothers,  whom 
he  had  baptized,  and  who  had  shared  the  labors 
and  fatigues  of  his  ministry,  had  been  found 
worthy  of  also  sharing  his  triumph.  They  were 
still  in  the  bloom  of  youth,  and  they  would  have 
regretted  being  called  so  soon  from  the  vineyard 
of  the  Lord,  were  they  not  about  to  confess  Him 
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so  gloriously  before  men.  The  fourth  victim  had 
been  the  iii'st  highly  favored  of  God.  A  laborer 
called  at  the  eleventh  hour,  lie  had  been  baptized 
on  the  eve  of  his  arrest,  and  now  he  was  to  ex- 
change tlie  white  robe  of  the  catechumen  for  the 
empurpled  garment  of  the  martyr,  with  no  higher 
claim  to  this  grace  of  Heaven  than  bis  fei"vor  and 
his  innocence.  [to  be  coNTiiixJED.] 


Onr  Lady's  Burial  Place. 

"  Maria  assumpta  est  in  cwlum." 
Amid  the  groves  of  Notre  Dame  is  one  shrine 
called  "  The  Blensed  Virgin's  Tomi."  It  stands 
almost  at  the  entrance  of  a  little  religious  wood. 
Outwardly,  it  is  of  modest  pretensions ;  one  old 
patriarchal  tree,  a  similitude  of  Saint  Joseph 
guarding  the  door,  towers  comparatively  as  high 
above  the  other  tress  of  the  grove  as  Saint  Jo- 
seph above  other  holy  men.  A  wooden  harp  and 
a  circular  bed  of  pinks  find  repose  under  the  tree; 
a  curtain  of  blue — Mauy's  banner — drapes  the 
door — 

Within  ; — eight  are  its  sides,  and  concave- verged 
Its  roof,  a  tranquil  blue,  lifts  up  into  the  gold, 
As  some  soft  sky  into  a  crown,  twelve  stars 
Dropped  as  the  crown-rim  in  the  bine.     I  rest, 
Tlie  footstool  of  a  quiet  ]>rayer-desk  on. 
As  privileged  beneath,  and  having  prayed. 
Am  lost  in  gazing  up,  dear  hopeful  roof!    [where 
Yet,  keep  remind  its  like,  this  shrine,  that  other 
As  Heaven,  as  earth,  between,  ere  she  passed  up, 
Rested  from  all  the  weariness  of  earth. 
Fresh  from  her  lasting  morn,  our  mother  slept. 
It  was  like  a  poet's  thought, — and  devout 
As  fair,  this  monument  ol  her!  dear  house! 
The  candles  among  its  flowers  are  seven  ; — 
I  trace  with  reverent  eye  the  shrine  whose  altar 
Is  vault.     There  lies  the  snowy  pillow  left. 
As  sanctified, — anear,  two  saint-boys  come, 
With  flower-baskets  on  their  heads,  look  down 
In  marble-wonder  there — "  She  is  not  here  !" 
And  yei,  once  looking  up,  we  all  else  lose. 
Save  that  one,  representative  face  that  beams 
As  though  it,  too,  stood  waiting  to  ascend  ; 
Dear  image  fair  of  her  at  such  an  hour ! 
O,  holy  imaginga,  born  in  the  dreams 
Of  those  old,  haloed  artists  of  the  Church, 
Who  never  moved  a  hand  until  in  prayer 
Theirsoul  they  steeped  ;  and  brow.  Madonna  calm, 
And  tender  lid,  cheek  of  the  angel  mould 
And  mouth  of  purity  in  marble  bloomed! 
No  more  may  goddess  fonns  in  marble  lure. 
Or  other  face  for  Mary's  child  on  canvas  glow  ! 
Assumed  Marin,  pray  for  us ! — "  She  hears      [one 
Thee  no !" — Who  says  ?     Peace  soul !  'twas  only 
Who  never  knew  the  givings  of  that  love. 
"  Not  here !  who  sits  a  Queen  in  Heaven,  not  liereV 
The  sun  sits  in  the  heavens,  yet  he  is  here. 
The  moon  slips  never  from  her  seat,  yet  hangs 
Her  silvery  presence  round  the  mountain's  brow. 
Imprints  herself  within  the  seas  and  holds  their 
Figures  in  the  poor  lunatic's  touched  brain,  [tides, 
Or,  tender  as  a  mother,  slants  a  beam 
Over  the  babe's  brow  in  slumber  at  the  breast ; 
And  Mary  is  our  moon,  our  own  fair  light ; — 


Shine  ever  o'er  ns  in  our  night,  sweet  Queen  ! 

Ye  windows  of  my  Jlother's  burial-house, 

Anon,  slow  for  the  burden  of  content 

That  dnigs  these  airs,  my  eyes  to  ye  oflf  drift ! 

No  color  contrast  puzzles  here,  nor  seam 

Within  the  one  smooth  vision  cuts, — 

As  two  round  rubies  opposite  inwalled, 

The  afternoon  is  looking  through  to  her. 

Shedding  your  crimsonings,  ye  worship  well, 

Painting  the  air  round  Mary's  tomb.     Pour  out 

Your  tides,  the  gold-flowers  at  the  altar  drink, — 

Thick  metal  stalk  and  flower  in  stiff  brightness 

Rustling  stand,  each  sparkle-grained  leaf  catching 

Scintillations — shine  overflows  each  cup. 

Here,  lilies  of  gold  to  first  catch  the  sun, 

There,  red  roses  of  charity  whose  hearts 

Burn  in  the  shadow  of  the  golden  bush; 

And  last,  flowers  immaculate,  or  white, 

Our  Lady's  pure  boquet,  on  either  side 

The  thought,  image,  or  memory  of  her. 

That,  veiled  in  its  snow-lace,  stands  in  dream 

Of  mornings  in  the  skies.     How  dear  a  place 

To  say  "  Who  thee  assumed" — those  mysteries, 

Decades  of  glories — it  is  the  very  place. 

"We  have  our  Rosary  of  the  full  day  told." 

It  is  for  having  been  once  said  less  sweet, 

Or  more  'i  Our  Mother's  blessed  beads,  where  hearts 

Too  sad  for  other  prayer,  or  happier,  ladeu 

But  with  the  weariness  of  summer  noons, 

Leaned  worshipfully  down,  Aves  over 

And  now  drop  into  Maria's  worshipped  hand, — 

Sweeter  than  all  new  prayers  under  the  sun! 

Dear  gift !  It  was  a  mother's  thought,  that  prayer, 

That  we  may  alway  say  and  alway  love. 

Ah,  now  again  those  red  transparencies! — 
And,  those  warm  windows  are  to  me  a  heart, 
Whereftn  one  drop  of  Passion -blood  hath  dropped, 
One  that  perhaps  was  very  dark  before. 
With  the  softly  difl'used  sun  in  that  great  drop. 
Illuminated  slowly  up  for  God  ; — 
Where  the  trees  shadow  as  ghosts  of  old  sins. 
Withdraw  not,  O  sweet  fire !  sweet  blood !  sweet 
And  I  am  often  to  these  windows  drawn,  [life ; — 
1  love  the  lingering  look  into  the  woods, 
That  through  them  stand  in  such  vermilioned  airs; 
And  whether  the  trees,  as  enshadowed,  now 
Condense  against  the  sky  that  equal  gold 
As  vermeil  burns,  and  lean  as  ecstasied 
Uj^on  the  airless  vault — a  heart  entranced. 
Or  time,  some  wind  is  in  the  woods  without 
And  brings  the  stir  of  leaves  out  on  the  glass. 
It  is  yet  the  pulses  that  dear  blood  feeds 
That  leap  to  shine  as  from  His  garden  wafts 
Some  South  wind  bearing  sweets  to  His  beloved. 

A  soul  being  saved  so  sees  the  world. 
As  those  tossed  trees  are  sunned,  His  hazy  air 
Of  gold.  His  breath  tangling  its  wilderness. 
Yet  distanced  and  strange — and  as  some  vision, 
And  so  it  cares  to  go  no  more  out  there. 
But  what  is  ticking  oft  among  those  flowers? 
Is  it  a  spirit-watch  so  I  may  learn 
To  heed  the  hours  ?  or  rustle  of  a  wing, 
The  brush  of  an  alighted  angel's  wing. 
Against  a  rose?  or  Mary's  sanctus-li«ll? — 
Mother,  I  love  thee  !     Mother,  I  love  th^e  ! 
What  veils  us,  celestial  dew  and  blending  light  ? — 


AVE    MARIA 


213 


It  were  the  sweetest  tliiDg  in  all  the  worhl 
To  alwuy  work  for  thee!     1  will. 

THE  ASSUMPTIOK. 

Jennn  Imd  cme.  The  plorifieil  body  of  the 
risen  Saviour  Tin< I  pnssc<i  from  tlie  theater  of  His 
mortal  sufferings;  i  lis  humanity  hn(n>eenas.sum(>tl 
hy  the  Divinity.  An«l  altliough  this  was  one  of  the 
joys  of  Ills  liles.sed  .Mother,  it  also  had  its  shade  of 
sorrow,  for  she  was  then  left  alone  on  the  earth. 
With  uplifted  eyes  she  followed  the  soaring  figure 
of  her  Divine  Son,  e.xvlaiming :  "Oh  remember 
me,  when  Thou  comest  to  Thy  Kingdom!  Leave 
me  not  long  after  Thee,  my  Son!" 

And  yet,  for  the  consolation  and  Imppincss  of 
the  Church,  He  left  her  many  years  upon  the 
earth.  But  her  long  exile  and  ])iigriniag(!  Iiad  its 
end.  Tradition  tells  us  that  when  she  had  the 
consolation  of  knowing  that  the  doctrine  of  her 
Son.  His  works  and  name,  were  well  known,  she 
•was  filled  with  an  ine.xpressible  longing  to  hehold 
His  Divine  face,  and  she  besought  Him  to  deliver 
her  from  her  body  and  tninsport  her  to  Heaven. 
An  angel  appeared  before  her,  saluting  her  as  of 
yore — "  Hail  Mnry,  blessed  i)y  Him  who  gave  sal- 
vation to  the  world,  I  bring  thee  a  palm-branch 
from  the  garden  of  Paradise,  that  on  the  day  of 
thy  death  it  may  be  carried  before  thy  bier.  Re- 
joice, O  full  of  grace  ;  for  in  three  days  thy  soul 
shall  U  ave  thy  b(Mly,  and  thou  shalt  enter  Heaven, 
where  thy  Son  awaits  thy  coming." 

What  joy  to  the  heart  of  our  Illcsscd  Mother 
were  these  glad  tidings!  She  thanked  her  Di- 
vine Son,  and.  kneeling,  she  prayed  that  the  dis- 
ciples might  be  reunited  around  her,  so  that  she 
might  give  up  her  soul  in  their  presence.  We  know 
that  this  recpiest  was  not  refused,  and  He  who 
in  former  times  transported  the  prophet  ll:il)ak- 
kuk  from  Judea  to  Jerusalem,  with  the  Siime  power 
^ithered  around  His  Mother's  couch  the  Apostles 
trom  their  far-distant  missions.  The  noise  of  the 
approaching  event  reached  the  ears  of  all  the 
Christian  of  Jeruriisem  and  the  neighboring  coun- 
tries, and  they  also  assembled  in  crowds  to  be  pres- 
entat  thedeathof  theirgreatand  goo<l  Mother.all 
bearing  liglit.s,  perfumes  and  aromatics.  And  from 
Ephesus  came  John,  his  face  of  virginal,  angelic 
purity  gl<»wingand  beautiful  with  divine  love, 
yet  wearing  a  sadilened,  stdrtle<i  look  at  the  un- 
expected news;  she  had  been  with  them  so  long, 
he  had  almost  learned  to  think  she  would  not  go 
before  them.  J'rom  Antioch  came  Peter;  deep 
furrows,  caused  by  contrite  tears,  marked  his 
cheeks,  and  his  noble  brow,  formed  for  tlie  tiara, 
was  cl«»uded  with  sorrow  at  this  new  and  great 
loss.  And  the  other  Ajjostles,  dispersed  in  iliffer- 
ent  parts  of  the  world,  were  sudiienly  caught  up 
by  a  miraculous  jxiwer,  and  found  themselves  in 
Mary's  dwelling.  Philip  from  Egypt  and  James 
from  Spain,  Bartholomew  from  Ijeyond  the  Red 
Sea  and  James  the  Younger — he  who  in  his 
beauty  was  so  often  thought  to  resemble  the  Sa- 
viour—and Matthew,  Andrew,  Jude  and  Simon, 
Thaddeus— all  save  Thomas,  were  present 

The  palm-branch,  which  the  angel  had  left,  shed 


light  from  every  leaf  and  sparkled  up  as  the  stars 
of  morning,  an<l  tradition  says  that  when  all  were 
awi'Uibled,  from  the  humble  couch  where  she  was 
>eate<l,  Mary  blessed  them,  and  giving  Saint  John 
the  shining  palm,  desired  that  he  should  bear  it 
before  her  to  the  tomb.  Then  this  Holy  Virgin, 
who  in  times  gone  by  had  intoned  the  triumphal 
MiKjnijicat,  spoke  works  of  sublime  import,  and 
they  who  heard  them  held  their  breath  in  wonder 
and  delight.  The  face  of  Mary  was  fresh  and 
brilliant  as  in  early  youth;  her  eyes,  beaming 
with  heavenly  joy,  were  turned  toward  Heaven. 
And  then  the  house  seemed  filled  with  a  mysteri- 
ous sound;  a  delicious  o(h)r  perfumed  the  air, 
and  Jesus  Himself  appeared,  accompanied  by  a 
brilliant  eorUye  of  angels  and  saints,  and  the  soul 
of  Mary,  leaving  her  mortal  tenement,  ascended 
with  her  Son  to  Heaven.  But  her  body  remained, 
and  the  Apo.stles  gently  and  lovingly  Ixire  it  to 
the  valley  of  Josaphat,  and  laid  it  reverently  in 
the  sepulchre.  For  three  days  the  faithful 
watched  and  prayed  Ix'side  it,  hearing  distinctly 
the  .sacred  concert  of  celestial  harmonies,  soothing, 
as  it  were,  the  last  sleep  of  Mary.  On  the  tliird 
day  Thomas  returned,  and  hastened  to  take  a  last 
look  at  the  cold  remains  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
and  water  them  with  his  tears.  The  stone  of  the 
sepulchre  was  moved — and  behold,  the  coffin  was 
empty  !  Lilies,  emblems  of  purity,  were  growing 
in  the  place  that  had  been  touched  by  her  pure 
remains ;  but  the  imnmculate  IJo<ly,  too  8acre«I  to 
be  left  in  the  tomb,  had  been  borne  away  on  the 
wings  of  angels  as  s<x>n  as  the  voice  of  God  had 
awakened  it  from  its  slumber.  Perfumes  filled 
the  air — the.  fragnmcc  of  the  Mystical  Hose  that 
hail  been  transplanted  from  earth  to  Heaven. 
With  arms  extended  and  eyes  raised  toward  her 
Divine  Son,  the  Virgin  in  ecstasy  ascends,  while 
the  c<»urts  of  Heaven  resounded  with  the  glorious 
refniin — "  Ace  Mitria,  gratia  pl^na  ;"  and  the 
Tiirones  and  the  Dominati(m.s,  the  Virtues,  the 
Powers  and  the  Principalities,  the  Cherubim  and 
the  Seraphim,  the  Angels  and  Archangels,  and 
that  crowd  of  .saints  which  no  man  can  number, 
bow  down  and  pnx;laim  her  their  Queen.  In  an 
instant  she  has  pas.setl  the  highest  spheres,  leav- 
ing far  below  the  most  exalted  hierarchy  of  celes- 
tial spirits;  on — on — even  to  the  throne  of  God 
Himself — and  the  Three  Divine  Persons  receive 
her,  and  bind  her  radiant  brow  with  a  diadem  of 
twelve  stars,  more  brilliant  than  rubies  or  dia- 
monds ;  then,  placing  her  on  a  throne  at  the  right 
hand  of  Jesus,  they  proclaim  her  Queen  of  Heaven 
and  Earth,  and  the  praises  of  Mary,  joined  to 
those  of  Jesus,  henceforth  sound  forever  through 
the  Heavenly  Jerusalem.  Ave  M.\ria! — the  glo- 
rious anthem  of  triumph  in  Heaven;  the  battle 
cry  of  the  Church  militant  against  the  jiowers  of 
hell,  and  the  plaintive  minor  modulation,  the  sad, 
low,  sweet  tone  of  love  and  suffering  sounding 
through  the  purifying  flames  of  purgatory. 

Kingdoms  and  empires  have  their  limits  but 
from  the  date  of  that  first  Assumption,  the  heav- 
ens and  the  earth  are  Mary's.  And  now,  on  this, 
the  anni  'ersary  of  our  Mother's  triumph,  millions 
of  voicej  bless  her  name,  and  Av£  Maru  echoes 


and  re-echoes  throughout  the  highest  Heaven. 
On  this  day  her  banner  floats  o'er  every  clime : 
Europe  bows  with  joy  beneath  her  sceptre,  Asia 
honors  and  loves  her,  Constantinople  raises  her 
statue  and  venerates  her  with  love,  Smyrna  in- 
vokes her  with  confidence,  Nazareth  and  Betlile- 
hem  live  in  her  souvenirs,  Jerusalem  can  never 
forget  her  sorrows  and  joys,  China  has  opened 
her  jealously-guarded  gates  to  the  victorious 
Queen,  Thibet  and  the  Corea  bend  to  receive  her 
maternal  blessing,  and  Our  Lady  of  Africa  claims 
the  homage  of  the  children  of  the  desert.  The 
two  Americas,  from  the  east  to  the  west  and  the 
north  to  tlie  south,  show  their  loyalty  by  erecting 
temples  and  monuments  to  Mary,  Queen  of 
Heaven  andEartli ;  and  our  own,  once  more.  United 
States,  more  emphatically  than  all  other  nations, 
pledges  her  fealty  to  the  Immaculate  Conception 
of  Regina  Ca'li. 

Behold  our  Sovereign  Queen  venerated  in  all 
regions,  reigning  in  all  hearts,  receiving  all  hom- 
age! Morethan  two  hundred  million  souls  for  her 
dominion  in  the  Church  militant.  An  humble 
virgin  of  that  far  land  in  Galilee,  unknown  in 
her  days  of  exile,  to-day  receives  the  prayers  and 
homage  of  the  entire  world !  Unheard  of  prod- 
igy !  but  one  word  explains  all.  It  is  the  Divinity 
of  the  Son  surrounding  the  Mother  with  the  re- 
splendent magnificence  of  His  glory.  It  is  by  the 
power  of  His  divine  grace  that  the  Blessed  Virgin 
reigns  in  all  hearts — living  image  of  sanctity, 
mirror  of  justice,  and  model  of  perfection.  Tlie 
Church  itself,  in  ecstasy,  as  it  were,  to-day,  unable 
to  praise,  as  they  deserve,  her  inexpressible  virtues 
and  her  ineffiible  grandeur,  unites  them  all  in 
three  words — OBenigna!   0  Regina!   0  Maria! 

"  All  generations  shall  call  me  Blessed."  The 
graces  that  descend  from  heaven  this  day,  the 
sorrows  consoled,  the  passions  vanquished,  the 
triumphs  of  faith  and  virtue,  the  communicms  re- 
ceived, the  clouds  of  incense  which  ascend  to 
heaven  and  return  to  earth  in  torrents  of  bless- 
ings, all  go  to  show  our  love  and  confidence  in 
the  Queen  of  Heaven  and  Earth  ;  these,  all  these, 
are  living,  breathing  testimonies  of  the  truth  of 
that  wondrous  prophecy. 

4»- 

How  to  say  the  Hail  Mary. 

Extract  from  Cardinal  Wisemari's  Review  on  Chal- 
loner's  version  of  the  Four  Oospels. 

"  There  is  another  alteration,  of  more  impor- 
tance, especially  when  considered  in  reference  to 
the  present  times,  and  the  influence  it  has  had 
upon  established  forms  of  Catholic  speech.  In  the 
first  edition,  in  conformity  to  Catholic  u.sage  in 
England,  the  word  ' Dominus'  is  almost  always 
translated  by  '  our  Lord.'  The  amended  text 
changed  the  pronoun  into  an  article.,  says  '  The 
Lord: 

"  In  the  '  Am  Maria,'  Catholics  have  always,  till 
lately,  been  accustomed  to  say,  '  Our  Lord  is  with 
thee,'  as  it  is  in  that  version,  and  ag  it  was  always 
used  in  England,  even  before  that  translation  was 
made.  But  in  conformity  with  the  change  of  the 
text,  we  have  observed  of  late  a  tendency  to  in- 
troduce in  the  prayer  a  similar  variation,  and  to 


say,  '  The  Lord  is  with  thee ;'  a  change  w^hich  we 
strongly  deprecate,  as  stiff',  cantish,  destructive  of 
the  unction  which  the  prayer  breathes,  and  of 
that  unction  which  the  jrronoun  inspires  between 
the  reciter  and  her  who  is  addressed.  We  have 
no  hesitation  in  saying  that  this  difference,  trifling 
as  many  will  consider  it,  expresses  strongly  the 
different  spirits  of  our,  and  other  religions.  It 
iiecer  has  been  the  custom  of  the  Catholic  Church 
to  say  '  The  Redeemer — the  Saviour — tlie  Lord — 
the  Virgin.  '  Redtmptor  nodef — '  Dominus  noder^ 
and  so  'our  Saviour,' — 'our  Lord,' — 'our  Lady,' 
are  the  terms  sanctioned,  and  therefore  consecra- 
ted by  Catholic  usage  since  the  time  of  the  Fathers. 

"  We  own  it  grates  our  ears,  and  jars  upon  our 
feelings,  to  hear  the  former  essentially  un-Catholic 
forms  used  by  preachers  and  writers  :  they  want 
affection ;  they  are  insipid,  formal ;  they  remind 
us  of  Geneva  caps,  and  smack  of  predestination. 
The  Rheims  translators  have  explained  their  rea- 
son for  their  translation  in  a  note,  page  585,  as 
follows :  '  We  Catholics  mu.st  not  say  the  Lord, 
but  our  Lord  ;  as  we  say  our  Lady  for  His  Mother, 
not  the  Lady.  Let  us  keep  our  forefather's  words, 
and  we  shall  easily  keep  our  old  and  true  faith, 
which  we  had  of  the  first  Christians. 

"  Nor  is  such  a  modification  of  the  word 
^ Dominuii  peculiar  to  the  English  Catholics;  the 
Syriac  version,  and  after  it  the  Syriac  Church, 
calls  Christ  not  simply  '  the  Lord,'  but  '  our  Lord,' 
even  where  the  Greeks  has  '  0  Kurios:  If,  there- 
fore, it  be  too  great  a  departure  from  accuracy  in 
translation  to  restore  the  pronoun  in  the  text  of 
our  version,  let  us  at  least  preserve  it  in  our  in- 
structions, and  still  more  in  our  formularies  of 
prayer." 

The  Assumption  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

A  j;omb  adorned  with  flowers  all  rare, 
Hung  round  with  tapestry  as  fair 
As  loving  hands,  and  hearts  that  grieve, 
In  their  devoted  sky  can  weave. 
Stands  by  the  rock  beneath  the  grove 
Where  Jesus  prayed  for- man  in  love; 
Prayed  with  his  tears  and  bloody  sweat 
Till  rock  and  sod  were  warm  and  wet. 
'Tis  here  the  Blessed  Virgin  sleeps  : 
No  more  she  sighs,  no  more  she  weeps. 

Silent  along  the  track 

Paved  by  the  golden  stars, 

A  mighty  angel  casting  back 

Light  in  majestic  bars. 

Swept  from  the  blue  inane,  adown, 

A  dazzling  cross  upon  His  crown : 

He  kneels  in  awe  beside  that  tomb, 

Inhaling  odor  of  its  bloom. 

The  portals  softly  turn  aside. 

And  Mary's  tomb  is  open  wide. 

Ave  Maria  !  born  of  light. 

Death  cannot  hold  a  form  so  bright. 

With  pallor  like  the  rays 

Of  light  on  drifted  snow. 

With  upward,  clear,  and  constant  gaSe, 

With  gesture  calm  and  slow. 

Behold  the  Blessed  Virgin  rise  ! 
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Nay.     Droop  your  lids,  presumptuous  eyes: 

But  list  in  awe,  and  lu-ar  the  tone 

From  choir  to  choir  in  gramleur  thrown, 

As  holy  Qaltricl  raptured  glides 

Through  ranks  where  changeless  lovo  presidefl. 

"Ave  Maria"  o'er  ond  o'er, 

Surges  along  the  sapphire  shore. 

Tlic  choir  of  angels  greet  her  first, 
And  melodies  mclliniieut  burst. 
Like  organ  notes  diffused  with  thought, 
More  high  than.sage  of  earth  e'er  taught. 
They  rise  and  swell,  as  fountains  fair 
Throw  water-drops  upon  the  air; 
And  graceful  wings  bend  low — more  low ; 
Bright  tresses  kiss  her  feet  of  snow, 
As  rolls  the  greeting — "  Come,  O  come ! 
Ate  Maria  !  welcome  home !" 
And  the  sweet  refrain  they  still  retain, 
^*Ace  Maria — welcome  home !" 
On,  in  her  path  of  light. 
The  sinless  Virgin  rides: 
Archangels  dazzled  by  the  sight. 
Each  one  his  forehead  hides. 
And  fervent  cries,  with  trembling  tongue, 
Res|>onsive  to  his  harp  fresh  strung — 
•'  O  Queen  of  charity  divine, 
We  bow — we  are  forever  thine. 
We  long  to  speed  at  thy  behest. 
To  execute  what  seemeth  best. 
For  love  of  thee,  earth  is  our  care — 
Are  Maria!  send  us  there." 
And  th«y  still  rejieat  the  words  so  sweet  : 
"Ace  Maria  I  send  us  there !" 
Gracious  but  rapt,  her  eyes  intent. 
On  on*  dear  object  only  bent. 
The  Bride  of  Go<l  the  Paraclete 
Stays  not  uiwn  the  crystal  street. 
The  Principalities  behold. 
And,  prostrate,  everj*  crown  of  gold< 
"  O  Queen  of  Purity  !"  they  cry, 
"  Welcome  thou !  welcome  to  the  sky ! 
Ave  Maria  !  'tfe  from  thee 
The  clean  of  heart  learn  purity. 
We  honor  thee  for  God  alone. 
To  whom  the  secret  heart  is  known." 
And  they  still  rei)eut  the  words  so  sweet, 
"Ace  Maria! — God  alone!" 
Now  prostrate  Powers  cry  out  aloud, 
"Queen  of  defense,  dispersi-  the  crowd 
Of  fallen  angels  that  each  hour 
Exert  on  man  malignant  p()wer — 
Are  Maria  !  drive  them  far. 
Ate  Maria  !     Morning  Star !" 
And  they  still  repeat  the  words  so  sweet, 
"Ate  Maria!     Morning  Star!" 
A  thrill  goes  through  the  universe- 
Hell  reels  with  her  unfruitful  curse, 
As  Mary  on,  triumphant,  speeds 
Where  the  sublime  archangel  leads; 
The  holy  Virtues  humbly  fall. 
And  on  the  spot  less.  Virgin  call, 
"Ate  Maria  !     Queen  of  strength ! 
O  welcome  to  thy  throne  at  length ; 
The  elements  above,  below. 
Thy  sway  through  us  henceforth  shall  know ; 


Air,  water,  grains,  and  fruits  shall  prore 

The  mystic  agents  of  GchI's  love," 

And  they  still  re)H-at  th(»se  words  so  sweet, 

"Ae«  Maria  !  of  Go<r8  love !" 

The  Dominations,  choir  of /x'al, 

At  her  approach  in  homage  kneel, 

And  in  deej)  reverence  they  rejiest, 

"Ate  Maria!  wing  our  feet 

To  teach  poor  man  God's  will  to  meet !" 

And  holy  Thrones  with  folded  hands. 

Surround  the  path  whereon  she  stands ; 

Angels  of  Peace,  bowed  low  they  wait 

In  worship  half  annihilate. 

"Ave  Maria  !     Queen  of  peace ! 

Bid  wars  and  strife  forever  cease  !" 

And  the  calm  refrain  they  still  retain, 

"Ave  Maria  !     Queen  of  j)eace !" 

But  Mary  will  not  pause  her  here. 

Although  the  blis.'«tul  goal  is  near. 

The  Cheruljim  and  Seraphim 

Veil  their  bright  brows,  their  l>eauty  dim 

Before  the  beauty  of  her  face, 

Long  since  pronounced  as  "  full  op  orace  !" 

Her  Son  divine  clasps  to  His  heart 

That  form,  of  His  own  life  a  part: 

Mary  is  crowned  at  last  on  high 

As  Sacred  Empress  of  the  sky, 

Angels  of  love,  of  light,  of  peace. 

Chant  the  glad  hymn  that  ne'er  will  cease, 

"Ate  Maria  !  born  of  light, 

Death  cannot  claim  a  form  so  bright !" 

And  the  words  so  sweet  they  still  repeat 

"Ace  Maria!  born  of  light." 

FEAST  Of  THE  ASSUMPTION. 

The  magnificence  of  the  kingdom  of  Mary  on 
earth  is  a  sublime  and  touching  proof  of  the  Di- 
vinity of  Jesus  Christ. 

•'And  a  throne  was  set  for  the  King's  Mother, 
and  she  sat  on  His  right  hand."     (3  Kings,  ii). 

"My  soul  doth  magnify  the  Lf)rd.  *  ♦  ♦ 
All  generations  shall  call  me  blessed."     (Luke,  i). 

Behold  a  great  wonder!  Millions  of  men,  peo- 
ple and  kings  are  on  their  knees  before  the  altars 
of  a  simple  daughter  of  Eve !  On  this  ever-mem- 
orable (fay — on  this  almost  eighteen  hundredth 
anniversary  of  the  celestial  triumph  of  the  sacred 
Virgin — the  vast  mass  of  humanity,  from  pole  to 
pole,  and  on  every  spot  of  the  two  hemispheres, 
is  prostrate  with  respect  and  overflowing  love 
betore  the  immortal  throne  of  the  august  Queen 
of  the  universe.  She  is  .surrounded  by  the  splen- 
dor of  incomparable  majesty;  in  her  virginal 
hands  she  wields  tht  st*eptcr  of  grace  and  glory, 
and  her  brow  is  encircled  with  the  railiant  diadem 
of  time  and  eternity.  Such  a  phenomenon  is 
more  than  human.  It  takes  pos.se.ssion  of  the  soul 
by  its  overpowering  grandeur.  How  great,  then, 
must  not  that  woman  be !  She  is  more  elevated 
than  the  heavens,  purer  than  the  angels,  more 
beautiful  than  the  Cherubim,  more  holy  than  the 
elect,  more  i)ovverful  than  kings,  stronger  than 
conquerers,  more  admiral)le  than  the  concentra- 
tion of  all  virtues,  the  most  marvelous  of  all  prodi- 
gies! Her  glory  is  surpassed  by  only  one  other 
— that  of  the  Most  High  God.     She  is  the  Mother 
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of  the  King  of  the  Eternal  Hills,  and  sits  at  His 
right  hand,  amid  the  dazzling  splendor  of  the 
saints:  "And  a  throne  was  set  for  tlie  King's 
Mother,  and  she  sat  on  His  right  hand."  From 
the  bosom  of  the  ineffable  delights  of  our  true 
home,  she  looks  down  graciously  upon  this  land  of 
exile,  and  beholds,  with  inexpressible  sjitistactitm, 
tlie  long  series  of  human  generations  bowed  down 
in  humble  posture,  offering  her  their  homage  in 
the  countless' shrines  set  apart  for  her  especial 
veneration.  She  sees  the  fervor  and  devotion  with 
which  they  chant  her  praises,  extol  her  power, 
and  rejoice  with  her  in  her  bliss  and  exaltation. 
At  the  sight,  her  whole  soul  is  inundated  with  ex- 
tatic  joy,  and  she  again  breaks  forth  in  her  own 
prophetic  words  of  thanksgiving:  My  »oul  doth 
mngnifij  the  Lord.  *  *  *  All  nations  shall 
call  VIC  blessed. 

Let  us  look  around  us  here  on  earth.  The  spec- 
tacle presented  to  our  view  provides  us  with  am- 
ple matter  for  admiration,  and  to  every  reflecting 
mind  must  bring  the  conviction  that  the  kingdom 
of  Mary  is  the  sacred  work  of  an  Almighty  Power. 
Thci'e  never  has  been,  and  there  never  shall  be  a 
kingdom  here  below  which  can  bear  comparison 
with  that  of  the  Virgin,  the  beloved  of  nations. 
Regal  splendor  sinks  into  insignificance  in  pres- 
ence of  her  sovereign  grandeur.  Impiety  calls 
for  miracles,  and  yet  Vjefore  its  very  eyes  it  has 
one  which  is  at  once  stupendous,  actual,  perpetual, 
unparalleled  in  the  annals  of  nations ;  it  beholds 
the  universal,  splendid  and  prodigious  kingdom 
of  one  of  the  lowliest  of  God's  creatures;  it  sees 
this  creature  honored,  invoked  and  blessed  as  the 
great  and  powerful  Queen  of  all  the  empires  and 
states  which  rule  the  world,  of  all  the  tribes  and 
races  which  populate  the  earth.  Kings  and  con- 
quering nations  have  long  dreamt  of  universal 
monarchy,  but  we  now  see  that  which  was  consid- 
ered a  chimera  has  become  a  magnificen  t  reality. 
A  woman  wonderfully  privileged  can,  even  like 
God  Plimself,  claim  the  entire  universe  as  her  em- 
pire. This  is  a  marvelous,  a  palpable,  an  over- 
powering and  indestructible  fact,  which  the 
contracted  limits  of  human  wisdom  shall  never  be 
able  to  explain,  except  by  the  hypothesis  of  di- 
vine interventicm.  Our  conclusion  must  therefore 
be,  that  the  Catholic  Church,  which  proposes,  en- 
courages, and  consecrates  devotion  to  Mary,  is  a 
religion  instituted  by  Heaven.  Our  conclusion  must 
be  that  Jesus  Christ,  the  Founder  of  the  Church,  is 
truly  the  God-^^an,  to  whom  suijreme  adoration  is 
due  in  Heaven  and  on  eartii.  It  is  in  vain  that 
incredulous  philosophers  combat  us  witli  the  ri- 
diculous pride  of  their  supreme  contempt ;  it  is  in 
vain  that  they  despise  a  stern  truth  which  crushes 
them,  the  fact  still  remains  an  overwhelming  real- 
ity, stamped  with  the  glorious  impress  of  divinity. 

But  this  is  not  all.  If  we  descend  to  details, 
and  make  a  special  study  of  each  of  the  constitu- 
ent parts  of  this  phenomenon,  we  shall  find  that 
the  undertaking  presents  difficulties  of  a  very  for- 
midable nature.  The  kingdom  of  Mary  is  the 
most  beautiful  and  the  most  illustrious  which  the 
world  has  ever  seen.  Such  is  the  case.  But  why 
and  how?    What  constitutes  the  greatness  of  a 


kingdom?  What  are  the  principal  conditions 
requisite  in  order  to  assert  the  superiority  of  any 
particular  kingdom  over  all  others?  Our  answer, 
dictated  by  religion,  history,  reason,  the  voice  of 
mankind,  is,  that  that  kingdom  is  superior,  which 
stands  forth  pre-eminent:  first  by  the  eminent 
qualities  of  the  sovereign;  sec<md,  i)y  the  extent 
of  its  dominion  and  the  number  of  its  subjects; 
third,  by  the  wisdom  of  its  laws,  and  the  benefi- 
cence of  the  government;  fourth,  by  the  a'csn- 
dancy  of  power  which  the  prince  exercises  over 
the  hearts  of  his  people,  and  the  reciprocal  love  of 
the  people  toward  their  ruler ;  fifth,  by  the  du- 
ration of  the  reign.  These  are,  we  think,  under 
favor  of  Heaven,  the  fountain-heads  and  inviola- 
ble laws  of  supreme  greatness.  Considered,  then, 
under  these  aspects,  the  kingdom  of  Mary  here  on 
earth  is  more  magnificent  and  more  admirable 
than  all  other  kingdoms.  Hers  stands  alone 
among  all  created  empires.  It  crowns  Catholic- 
ism ;  it  is  its  glory,  and  decks  its  brow  with  a 
splendid  and  undying  halo  of  divinity.  Her 
kingdom  is  an  immense,  triumphant  acclamation 
of  the  glory  of  Christ,  the  victorious  and  ever 
blessed  God. 

Let  us  first  examine  the  kingdom  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  with  regard  to  the  qualities  of  the  sover- 
eign. Here  the  task  is  overpowering.  Her  riches 
and  merits  are  so  eminent  that  the  human  tongue 
becomes  powerless  in  the  eflFort  to  repeat  them 
and  describe  them  as  they  deserve.  Nothing  short 
of  eternity  and  divine  illumination  is  required  in 
order  to  understand  the  unspeakable  excellence 
of  this  creature,  who  is  in  herself  more  wonder- 
ful than  all  the  combined  wonders  of  the  natural 
and  supernatural  order.  What  can  equal  the 
glory  of  her  royal  birth?  She  was  announced  to 
the  universe  from  the  beginning  of  the  world. 
She  was  typified  by  the  celebrated  women  of  the 
old  Covenant,  and  snng  by  the  seers  of  Israel. 
She  is  the  daughter  of  patriarchs  and  kings,  and 
appears  before  us  in  all  the  luster  of  an  unexam- 
pled pedigree.  Her  pedigree  is  an  entire  people — 
that  people  to  whom  was  made  the  promise  of  Re- 
demption ;  that  people  to  whom  God  fspoke  on  the 
bights  of  Sinai,  amid  the  flashing  of  lightning; 
that  people  who  heard  the  voice  of  the  prophets, 
and  who  were  themselves  a  nation  of  prophets  and 
precursors.  No  royal  cradle  was  ever  surrounded 
with  splendor  like  that  which  environed  Mary's. 
This  Blessed  Virgin  alone,  of  all  the  human  race, 
holds  in  her  hand  a  golden  chain,  which  passes  in 
an  unbroken  series  of  links  through  forty  centu- 
ries, and  unites  her  with  the  very  origin  of  things 
at  the  throne  of  God  Himself  But  in  the  spirit- 
ual order  of  things  this  august  Princess  has 
claims  to  even  higher  distinction.  From  the  very 
dawn  of  her  exi.stence  she  was  unsullied  ;  her  soul 
was  decked  with  the  most  sublime  original  sanc- 
tity, and  all  favors  were  lavished  upon  this  chosen 
Virgin.  It  would  almost  seem  that  the  Great  King 
kept  a  constantly  jealous  eye  on  the  beauty  of  this 
illustrious  Queen.  He  would  not  have  even  the 
Seraphim  compared  to  her;  she  was*o  stand  alone, 
unapproached  in  perfection.  What  shall  we  say 
of  her  other  privileges?     They  are  unheard  of. 
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After  licr  Imnmculate   Conception    she   was   no 
longer  the  slave  of  sin  ;  her  senses  were  no  longer 
swayed  toward   rebellion;  slie  did   not   feel  the 
wcukness  of  the  flesh  ;  she  coneeived  and  remain- 
ed a  virgin  ;  she  brought  forth  without  pain;  she 
became  the  Mother  of  God  ;  she  was  glorified  with 
unprecedented  honors,  and  vested  with  unlimited    | 
power.     God  showered  down  upon  this  favored 
Virgin  the  plenitude  of  His  gl•a^^c.  the  fullness  of 
Mis  might.     Who  shall  recount  her  virtuesr    Hu-    j 
inan  intilligence  cannot  grasp  them.     Her  living 
faith,  her  firm   hope,   her  burning   charity,   her   , 
heavenly    purity,    her   marvelous   humility,   the   j 
holy  ardor  of  her  union  with  God,  her  continual 
ecstasies  in  prayer, — all  these  sim|)ly  baffle  human 
expression.     In  her  soul,  as  in  a  radiant  minor, 
was  refle<ted  all  the  dazzling  majesty  of  the  sanc- 
tity of  God. 

Such  is  Mary !  Look  at  the  princes  and  poten- 
tates  of  the  earth,  wh<mi  we  view  with  awe,  and 
l>ehold  how  they  recede  and  dwindle  into  obscu- 
rity in  the  presence  of  so  much  real  granduer! 
They  cannot  boast  of  such  an  inseparable  union 
of  the  highest  birth,  fortune,  power  and  virtue.  \ 
That  their  authority  is  saereil,  we  admit  and  be- 
lieve, notwithstanding  the  feverish  independence 
of  modern  times;  yet,  in  the  face  of  history,  we 
cannot  deny  that  their  many  weaknesw's  have 
often  done  much  to  dim  the  prestige  of  their  power. 
We  see  them  robed  in  purple  and  moving  in 
pomp  for  a  brief  period  on  the  stage  of  this  world. 
Thev  mav  play  their  parts  brilliantly,  and  elicit 
the 'admiration  of  the  people;  but  they  vanish, 
never  to  return.  Many  of  them  have  for  a  time 
spread  the  fame  of  their  conque.>«ts  and  gigantic 
deeds,  l)ut  death  CJime  and  claimed  them.  Those 
fleeting  representatives  of  royalty  have  entered 
upon  their  last  sleep,  and  now  repose  under  the 
cold  .slab  of  a  fiirgotten  grave.  Oall  forth  their 
memory  from  the  tomb,  and  what  is  itr  An  emp- 
ty phantom  !  Oh.^iow  dim  does  not  sucli  trans- 
itory glory  l>ccome.  when  compared  with  the  daz- 
zling mag'nifieence  of  the  imperishable  Kingdom 
of  the  aiigust  Sovereign  of  the  universe  1*  The 
raviiges  of  ages,  like  the  furious  bliu t  of  the  storm, 
have  swept  away  every  thing,  royal  houses  not  ex- 
cepted ;  but  the  Blessed  Virgin  stands  firm  and 
erect,  still  glorious,  still  triumphant  in  the  midst 
of  the  successions  of  generations,  still  proclaimed 
holy  and  blessed.  In  all  nations,  in  all  eras,  her 
eminent  qualities  must  a»mmand  respect,  praise 
and  love.  Her  glorious  kingdom  shall  co-exist 
with  that  of  her  Divine  S<in.  Et  ngni  ejut  iion 
eritjinis.  The  splendor  of  the  first  of  these  two 
kingdoms  is  nothing  more  than  the  rays  of  the 
divinity  of  the  sec<»nd.  It  is  God  drawing  near 
to  man,  and  saying  to  him :  "  It  is  I." 

•Like  God  Himself,  she  claims  for  her  domain  all  space,  all 
time  (.duraiion]. 

Fear  the  judgment  of  God;  dread  the  an^cr 
of  the  Almighty  ;  but  presume  not  to  examine 
the  works  of  the  Most  High,  but  search  into 
thine  own  iniquities,  how  many  ways  tlnm  hast 
offeniled,  and  how  much  good  thou  hast  neg- 
lected. 


[At  the  urgent  request  of  several  friends  we 
publish  in  our  regular  issue,  the  beautiful  letter 
from  Uockford,  Illinois,  which  we  gave  an  inser- 
tion among  the  letters  of  the  "Clients  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin."] 
Very  Rec.  Editor  of  the  Ave  Maria  : 

Today,  in  pas.singover  the  beautiful  country, 
whose  ocean  like  grandeur  seemed  to  me  an  en»- 
bodied  MuynifiaU,  I  tlnmglit  of  your  Avk  Makia. 
This  morning  I  clipped  fri»m  a  newspaper  a  little 
M^nipamUiiningCount  Montalemlx-rt  seulogiumof 
America.  "It  Ukes  its  place  to  day."  says  he.  "oo 
the  higlie.st  step,  among  the  great  people  of  the 
world."  Tlie  Count's  most  admirable  biography  of 
St.  Elizabeth  of  Hungary,  in  which  he  shows  him- 
self so  well  qualifieil  to  stand  as  the  champion  of 
the  Church  against  the  invasion  of  fashionable 
modern  ideas,  distinguishes  him  as  (me  who  can 
appreciate  the  capaljilitiesof  our  lovely  Republic. 
His  opinions  are  untramineled,  are  just.  Could 
he  have  looked  from  our  carriage,  to-day,  and 
marked  the  vast  swell  of  the  emerald  sea;  (the 
grains  and  gras.se3)stupendousundulationsstretch- 
ing  for  leagues  before  the  unlabored  sweep  of  the 
vision,  interspersed  with  rich  groves,  bright 
glimpses  of  the  river,  and  .stately  water-elms,  I  am 
sure  he  would  say:  "Americans,  to  be  worthy  of 
their  grand  patrimony,  should  stand  first  among 
nations  in  their  moral  and  religious  character.i' 

''Ave  yfdria  gnUia  pkiui .'"  siiid  I,  in  my  heart, 
"to  whom  should  these  peerless  estates  belong  but 
to  thee  V"  Then  the  remembrance  of  your  holy 
enterprise,  so  broad,  so  silent,  so  significant,  fell  as 
naturally  upon  my  heart  as  the  answer  io  a  prayer. 

In  the  publicaticm  of  your  Ave  Mahia,  Very 
Rev.  Sir,  there  appears  something  far  beyond  the 
ordinary  issue  of  anew  journal;  an  interest  in- 
dicating great  results.  The  very  name  is  the  syno- 
nym of  lol'ty  success,  and  to  honor  its  name  what 
may  we  not  expect  from  the  Ave  Makia? 

It  is.  Sir,  my  uue.vaggerted  conviction  that  the 
American  world  of  literature  will  contract  a  debt, 
in  your  regard,  that  Heaven  alone  can  cancel.  A 
new  current  of  thought  and  sentiment,  toward 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  must  be  the  response  to  yoirf 
undertaking;  for  to  know  Mary  is  to  love  her, 
and  to  instruct  the  people  in  her  devotion  is  to 
instill  those  virtues  which  are  like  the  foundation, 
the  security,  and  the  perfection  of  Christian  so- 
ciety. Indeed,  your  respcmsible  office  might  well 
cause  you  to  tremble,  were  not  the  Blessed  Virgin 
herself  the  patroness  of  the  enterprise,  your 
strength,  your  inspiration.  The  interesting  points 
att raiting  ray  attention  in  your  late  numbers,  have 
buen,the  tlepartment  for  children  and  that  of  the 
Apostleship  of  Prayer,  forming  two  unobtrusive 
but  most  poweifd  means  of  wielding  an  influence 
wide  as  the  world,  lasting  as  time,  and  involving 
c»)nsequences  to  be  felt  throughout  eternity. 

If  wc  sec  little  active  faith  among  many  who 
are  Catholics,  we  will  find  two  causes  have  been 
brought  to  bear  upon  them  :  first,  that  in  child- 
hood the  heart  had  l)een  diverted  from  practices 
promotive  of  faith,  and  further,  that  the  spirit  of 
un!>elief,  characterizing  the  eigbUcnth  century. 
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has  infected  all  society,  and  rendered  it,  I  am 
ashamed  to  say,  almost  a  puerility,  to  the  minds  of 
some,  to  avow  a  strong  belief  in  the  efficacy  of 
prayer.  To  illustrate  my  meaning,  in  the  first 
point :  trashy  reading,  we  know,  is  scattered 
broadcast  over  the  land,  and  when  children  are 
oflFered  non-Catholic  story  books,  tales  of  bandits, 
the  villianous  heroes  gilded  with  false  traits  aping 
virtue  and  seducing  the  youthful  imagination, 
they,  in  their  experience,  contract  a  taste  for  these 
vile  things.  The  journals  of  the  day — the  news- 
papers— what  true  votary  of  Mary  would  not 
shudder  to  see  a  child  peruse  them  ?  The  very 
advertisements  should  put  the  type  to  blush.  Yet 
pure  minded  children  are  irievital)ly  exposed,  so 
long  as  they  are  left  without  a  substitute.  No 
wonder,  in  their  natural  and  harmless  desire  for 
inviting  reading,  that  they  take  in  deadly  poison, 
if  no  wholesome  food  be  offered  in  its  stead.  In 
the  children's  department  of  the  Ave  Maria,  we 
shall  look  for  the  antidote  to  this  frightful  virus. 
How  joyfully  must  every  parent  who  is  intelligent 
enough  to  see  the  danger,  and  pious  enough  to 
fccognize  the  remedy,  greet  the  advent  of  this 
feature.  May  the  angelic  protectors  of  innocence 
inspire  you  in  carrying  forward  this  department, 
as  they  certainly  must  have  prompted  you  to  its 
establishment. 

Of  the  second  point,  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer, 
I  wish  I  might  speak  worthily,  or  as  I  feel.  It 
seems  to  me  the  most  perfect  response  to  the  ne- 
cessities of  a  counti-y  which  had  almost  complete- 
ly unlearned  the  faith  of  our  forefathers  over  the 
sea,  of  three  centuries  ago.  The  world  accomp- 
lishes its  cold  prodigies  by  strong  physical  agen- 
cies. No  one  doubts  the  result.  No  one  is  laughed 
at  for  believing  in  them,  though  he  may  be  quite 
unable  to  explain  the  intricacies  of  scientific  oper- 
ations. Shall  a  like  strong  spiritual  force  be  de- 
nied to  exist,  subject  to  the  piety  and  constancy 
of  souls  who  desire  much  at  the  hands  of  God, 
and  who,  to  gain  their  desire,  have  but  to  ask 
with  a  strength  proportioned  to  the  momentons 
results  they  seek  ?  Shall  associated"  power  here 
be  spurned  ?  I  trust  not.  The  delicate  chain  that 
binds  heart  to  heart,  the  golden  chain  kept  bright 
and  beautiful  by  the  breath  of  angels,  who  come 
to  telegraph  the  prayers  of  the  just  along  this 
line,  finds  its  terminus  in  the  Sacred  Heart,  the 
source  of  all  power  and  life.  Alas,  shall  the  trust 
of  the  world,  in  its  hard  mechanical  skill,  be  more 
lively  and  earnest  than  our  faith  in  the  Adorable 
Heart,  which  shed  its  last  drop  for  us?  The 
wings  of  your  Ave  Maria  bear  the  indignant  de- 
nial to  such  a  question  far  over  the  land. 

Very  Rev.  Father,  if  huml)le  words  of  mine  be 
one  ray  of  encouragement  upon  your  path,  happy 
am  I  to  cheer  you  on,  and  to  unite  my  intention 
to  the  grand  tide  of  supplication  ascending  to 
God,  through  the  holy  channel  which  it  is  your 
good  fortune  to  promulgate.  M.  H.  8. 

RocKFORD,  Illinois,  July  10,  1865. 


How  happy  and  prudent  is  he  who  strives  to 
be  such  now  in  this  life  as  he  desires  to  be  found 
at  his  death. 


The  Assnmption. 

Lo !  Angel  troops  descending. 
With  glad  song  and  radiant  mien, 
Round  the  Virgin  lowly  bending, 
Welcome  to  her  throne  their  Queen. 
The  Earth  resigns  its  treasure, 
Yields  to  Heaven  its  Mystic  Rose ; 
In  exile  long  it  blossomed. 
Now  in  clime  celestial  blows. 
Bright  spirits  fill  the  mansion, 
Jeweled  crown  and  palms  they  bear, — 
For  the  fairest  flower  of  Jesse, 
Queen  of  Heaven  they  now  declare. 
Oh,  long  had  been  her  waiting, 
Waiting  for  the  blessed  time  ; 
Waiting  for  that  blissful  ending. 
Of  Earth's  cares  in  Love  Divine. 
Since  Jesus  left  her  dwelling. 
Who  her  sorrow  could  express  ? 
The  heart's  fond,  eager  longing. 
And  the  spirits  deep  distress — 
The  days  so  long  and  dreary. 
The  years  that  slowly  fled ; 
For,  when  passed  without  her  Jesus, 
Heavy  weighed  they  on  her  head. 
But  the  deep  joy  of  that  ending, 
Still  less  a  theme  for  mortal  skill : 
Who  can  tell  the  blessed  transports, 
That  today  her  bosom  fill ? 
Jesus  comes  in  haste  to  meet  her, 
In  a  blaze  of  wondrous  light ; 
Divine  Son  of  Blessed  Mother, 
Glorious  with  the  Godhead  s  might. 
While  Angel  choirs  rejoicing, 
Loud,  triumphant  anthems  ring ; 
And  glad  hosannas  sounding, 
Praise  the  Mother  of  their  King. 
Hail,  Blessed  Queen  of  Heaven  ! 
Hail,  Mary,  full  of  grace! 
The  solace,  through  dark  ages, 
"Given  to  Adam's  suffering  race. 
Hail,  Queen  of  Saints  and  Angels  ! 
Queen  of  Prophets,  Virgins  bright ! 
Of  Confessors  and  all  Martyrs, 
Who  in  Jesus  won  the  fight. 
Lo,  the  gates  of  Heaven  open  : 
Thrones  and  Virtues  bow  to  thee, — 
Saints,  Angels,  and  Archangels, 
And  Dominions  bend  the  knee  ; 
The  Cherubim  and  Seraphim 
And  Powers  swell  the  glad  refrain. 
And  our  own  Blessed  Alot/ier, 
Queen  of  Heaven  they  now  proclaim  ! 


WEEKLY  CHBONIOLE. 

Rome. — It  may  not  be  uninteresting  to  present 
occasionally  to  our  readers  a  few  sketches  of  Ro- 
man manners,  wherein  are  portrayed  the  customs 
of  Catholicity  itself,  and  for  this,  I  shall  make  use 
of  a  little  personal  adventure  to  illustrate  these 
charming  and  venerable  customs. 

Saturday,   June  24,  feast  of  Saint  John,  as  I 
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was  waiting  in  the  hall  of  the  "Vatican  for  the 
honor  of  kissing  the  foot  of  his  Holiness,  quite 
an  aged  priest  entered.  His  deportujent  was 
humlile  without  affectation  ;  he  was  t:ill,  and 
slightly  stooped  ;  thick  silvery  lf)cks  fell  in  gen- 
tle waves  beneath  his  l)li»ck  cap.  I  respectfully 
saluted  him  as  he  seated  himself  near  me,  on  one 
of  thoec  wooden  seats,  whose  traditional  form  is 
found  in  the  paintings  of  the  first  ages  uf  the 
Church. 

Pennit  a  digression,  if  you  please.  Here, 
changes  arc  very  rare;  all  that  regards  the  ex- 
terior, such  as  furniture  or  costume,  has  been  reg- 
ulated by  a  profound  wi.sdom  and  exquisite  taste, 
by  a  wonderful  union,  as  it  were,  of  art  with  the 
immutability  essential  to  faith  and  Catholic  dog- 
mas. This  immutability,  applied  to  exterior 
forms,  has  an  important  signification.  It  proves 
a  posteriori  to  the  enemies  of  Rome,  that  far  from 
having  modified,  as  they  accuse  her  of  doing,  the 
worship  of  the  true  faith,  she  has  remained  even 
scrupulously  attentive  to  the  Apostolic  Traditions. 

It  is  sufficieut  to  glance  at  the  riches  of  Chris- 
tian antiquity  accumulated,  by  Pius  IX,  in  the 
Lateran  museum,  to  be  convinced  that  the  sacer- 
dotal vestments  of  the  four  first  ages,  the  sacred 
vessels,  the  ornaments  of  the  Church,  the  symbols 
as  well  as  the  rites  and  dogmas  of  faith,  have 
passed  through  the  diflferent  ages,  even  to  our 
day,  without  the  slightest  modification.  Whence 
it  is  evident  that  the  foundation  of  Protestantism 
is  falsehood,  a  truth  which  an  analysis  of  history 
proves  most  conclusively.  The  marble,  the  paint- 
ings, the  inscriptions  in  the  catiicoml>s,  the  an- 
tique basilicas  of  Saint  Laurence  and  Saint  Clement 
fully  attest  it,  and  doubt  is  no  longer  possible. 
In  my  letters  I  have  frequently  iasisted  upon  tliis 
point,  which  is  not  the  lAst  glory  of  the  pontifi- 
cate of  Pius  IX.  I  am  never  weary  of  dwelling 
on  thir  fact,  because  it  will  mark  in  ecclesiastical 
history  a  return  of  souls  to  truth  and  unity.  But 
my  digression  is  finished,  and  I  return  to  my  sub- 
ject. The  door  leading  into  the  apartment  of  the 
Holy  Father  had  not  yet  been  opened ;  there 
were  neither  private  offirers  nor  the  Noble  Guard 
present,  so  that  the  venerable  priest  and  myself 
were  to  be  admitted  as  exceptional  ca.ses.  It  was 
a  feast  day,  and  the  Pope — not  having  affairs  of 
the  state  nor  of  the  Church  to  di.scuss — would 
simply,  before  going  out  in  his  carriage,  pass 
through  the  library  to  bless  the  Christian  women 
and  lamilies  who  were  assemblcl,  according  to 
custom,  outside  of  the  pontifical  inclosure.  Five 
o'clock  in  the  at^moon  rang  on  the  great  bell  of 
Saint  Peter's.  "  It  is  getting  late,"  murmured  the 
priest.     "  Is  your  Kcverence  in  a  hurry  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir ;  I  belong  to  the  Chapter  of  Saint 
John  Lateran,  and  I  should  regret  not  being 
present  at  the  solemn  vespers,  to-day." 

"  In  that  case,  take  my  turn  of  admission ;  it 
will  give  you  a  few  minutes  more." 

"  Oh,  my  audience  will  not  be  long.  Every 
year  I  have  had  a  similar  one,  for  the  last  half  a 
century;  and  each  time  I  bring  the  same  tribute 
to  the  Pope,  receive  the  same  paternal  reception 
and  benediction." 


»  "May  your  Reverence  still  continue  for  many 
years  to  honor  our  great  Pius,  and  enjoy  his  pa- 
ternal smile  and  amial>le  words." 

"Ah,  this  is  the  nineteenth  time  I  have  saluted 
our  siiintly  Pius  on  the  feast  of  St.  John.  He  has 
entered  the  twentieth  year  of  his  glorious  pontifi- 
cate, and  notwithstanding  the  popular  adiige,  non 
vidthitannoH  IMri,  I  am  sure  he  will  receive,  for  at 
least  ten  more  good  years,  if  not  from  my  hand — 
tor  lam  much  older  tlian  he  is — at  least  from  the 
hands  of  another,  the  little  tribute  from  the  ba- 
silica. In  an  extraordinary  epoch,  such  as  oura, 
do  we  not  need  an  extraordinary  Pontiff?  I  feel 
sure  of  the  long  life  of  Pius  IX." 

"  May  God  grant  it.  And  you  have  brought 
an  annual  tribute  since  the  cummencement  of  the 
2J<mtificate  of  His  Holiness?" 

"  Yes,  and  during  Gregory's,  those  of  Leo  XII, 
Pius  V'lII,  a  great  imrt  of  that  of  Pius  VU,  and 
twice  under  Pius  V'l." 

My  curiosity  and  interest  were  both  excited. 
The  priest  held  in  his  right  hand  a  white  hand- 
kerchief of  fine  linen  cambric,  which  evidenly 
contained  an  object  of  price  or  devotion  ;  my  cu- 
riosity getting  the  adventage,  I  said :  "  Excuse 
the  question — but,  Father, does  that  handkerchief 
conceal  the  tribute  you  are  bringing  the  Holy  Fa- 
ther r"     "  Precisely." 

"  And  would  it  be  an  indiscretion  on  my  part 
to  ask  to  see  it  ?" 

The  priest  smiled,  and  slowly  unfolding  his 
handkerchief,  handed  me  a  round,  flat  purse, 
made  of  silver  cloth,  the  Pope's  arms  beautifully 
emiiroidered  with  gold  in  the  center,  and  a  golden 
embroidery  around  it.  Ii  was  fastened  with  white 
silk  cords,  terminated  with  golden  tassels,  and  it 
emitted  a  very  pleasant  perfume. 

"  Ah,"  I  exclaimed — "  is  that  the  tribute  ?  what 
perfume  does  the  purse  contain?" ' 

'■^  Dei  garofani  benedetti — blessed  cloves,''  seri- 
ousfy  replied  my  pious  companion. 

"  Blessed  !  and  why  ?  on  what  occasion  and  for 
what  puriK)se  ?" 

"  It  is  a  very  ancient  and  touching  tradition, 
sir,  and  I  am  astonished  that  you  do  not  know  it. 
In  former  ages  the  churches  of  the  East  Indies 
were  in  the  habit  of  sending  to  the  ba.silica  of 
St.  John  Lateran,  the  head  and  mother  of  churches, 
— caput  et  nutter  eccU$iarum — tributes  from  na- 
ture; some  sent  rice,  others  coffee,  cinamon.  gin- 
ger, vanilla,  etc. ;  spices  of  all  sorts — including 
cloves — arrived ;  they  were  blessed  and  distrib- 
uted to  the  priests  and  to  the  faithful.  In  order  to 
perpetuate  the  memory  of  the  homage  from  those 
churches  which  at  thai  epoch  were  so  far  distant 
•from  U.S  but  which  have  almost  become  our  ntigh- 
Ixjrs  by  the  progress  of  modern  improvements,  the 
basilica  of  the  Lateran  continues  to  receive  cloves. 
An  elegant  temple  is  erected  in  the  sanctuary,  and 
on  the  eve  of  Saint  John  the  people  bring  spices 
in  baskets,  which  the  clergy  bless  and  return  to 
them.  And  this,"  added  the  old  priest,  Ukin^ 
the  purse  from  my  hand,  "  is  the  Pope's  portion. 

At  this  moment  the  door  opened,  and  the  priest 
from  the  Lateran  passeii  into  the  Pope's  n¥>m.  He 
soon  returned,  with  tranquil,  happy  amntcnance. 
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ilU>minatecl  by  the  interior  light  whose  source  is  | 
in  tlu;  lienrt  of  Peter's  successor.  I  siilutcd  him 
profoundly,  and  entered  in  my  turn.  I  may  not 
rehite  the  details  of  the  interview  with  which  the 
holy  Father  honored  me  ;  the  most  ordinary  sen- 
timents of  Christian  etiquette  teach  tlie  faithful 
to  preserve  preciously,  for  themselves,  such  details, 
or  nierely  to  use  them  to  illustrate  liis  generosity 
and  paternal  kindness.  I  shall  confine  myself  to 
merely  saying  that  Pius  IX,  seeing  me  look  at  the 
purse  \vlii(?h  he  had  just  received,  and  perhaps 
sus)>e"ting  my  desire,  had  the  extreme  kindness 
to  give  me  a  portion  of  its  contents.  I  took  tlie 
clove-!  MS  a  treasure,  and  I  am  disposed  to  make 
use  of  them  in  the  Roman  fashion,  by  distributing 
them  to  any  of  my  friends  who  would  like  to  have 
thim.  After  leaving  tlie  pontifical  chaml)er  I  re- 
mained a  few  moments  in  the  halls  of  the  Vatican 
and  saw  the  holy  Father  pass  through  these  halls 
to  the  library,  where  the  females  wait  to  render 
him  filial  homagp.  He  walked  with  that  easy, 
simple,  noble  step  which  characterizes  his  atti- 
tude ;  two  Prelates  of  his  household  accosted  him, 
and,  at  the  moment  he  entered  the  gallery  of  Ra- 
pliael,  he  must  have  felt  the  fresline!-sof  the  air,  for 
the  Prelate  on  his  right  offered  him  the  large  red 
hat  worn  by  the  l^opes.  The  red  color  of 
this  contrasting  so  strongly  with  his  white 
robe,  recalled  to  my  mind  the  signification 
which  the  Church  attaches  even  to  the  smallest 
things.  The  white  robes  of  Pius  IX,  I  said  tf)  my- 
self, mark  the  purity  of  his  life,  the  candor  of  his 
soul,  the  sanctity  of  his  intentions  and  his  acts. 
His  feet  are  covered  with  red,  which  indi- 
cates that  the  road  he  walks  is  thorny,  strewn 
with  sharp  stones  that  wound  the  feet.  So  it  is 
that  our  lips  press  with  tenderness  on  those  blessed 
feet  which  recall  our  Saviour  and  Calvary,  the 
nails  and  the  wood  of  the  cross.  His  head  is 
covered  with  red  to  direct  our  thoughts  to  the 
sufferings,  injuries,  outrages,  injustice  and  ingrati- 
tude which  overwhelm  him;  the  crown  of  thorns 
is  hidden  under  tlie  hat  of  the  Vicar  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  martyrdom  waits  for  the  successor  of 
Peter.  If  this  martyrdom  is  nol  always  bloody, 
it  is  no  less  painful ;  the  long  history  of  pontifical 
vicissitudes  is  before  us  to  proveit.-Mo^iierde  Marie. 

Corpus  Chhisti  in  Rome. — The  celebration  of 
Corj^us  Christi  took  place,  as  usual,  on  Thursday. 
The  Pope  said  Mass  at  an  early  hour  in  the  Six- 
tine  chapel,  and  the  procession  was  formed  in 
the  Scala  Regia,  immediately  after  descending 
the  niHgniticent  stair  case  known  by  that  title, 
and  traversing  the  entire  length  of  the  colonnade 
of  St.  Peter's.  Tapestries  of  arras  and  gobelins 
were  displayed  all  down  the  sides  of  the  Vatican 
gallery,  alternating  with  rich  silk  draperies.  The 
colonnade  was  closed  in  by  white  awnings.  The 
"orphans"  headed  the  procession,  and  were 
fallowed  by  the  religious  orders,  mendicant  or 
monastic,  the  canons  regular,  the  secular  clergy, 
the  scholars  of  the  Roman  Seminary,  the  parish 
clergy,  the  chapters  of  the  minor  and  major  ba- 
silicas, preceded  by  their  respective  crosses  and 
tents,  representing  the  cupolas  of  the  churches. 

These  were  followed  by  the  cantors  of  the  Pon- 


tifical Chapel,  the  procurators  of  colleges,  the 
apustolic  preachers,  the  Generals  of  the  mendicant 
Orders,  the  Papal  chaplains,  carrying  the  tiaras 
and  mitres  l)elonging  to  the  treasury,  the  Prelates 
and  consistorial  advocates.  Then  came  the  Cardi- 
nals walking  two-and-two,  in  mitre  and  cope,  each 
bearingatorch,and  followed  by  his  household,  then 
the  senator  and  magistracy  of  the  city,  and  lastlj', 
the  Pope  himself  l)orne  on  the  "  7V/^<wo,"  or  port- 
able altar,  on  which  he  appeared  kneeling  and 
bearing  in  his  hands  tiie  remonstrance  containing 
the  Adorable  Sacrament.  X(me,  who  have  ever 
assisted  at  this  ceremony,  can  ever  forget  his  ex- 
pression of  rapt  devotion,  or  the  halo  of  sanctity 
that  seems  to  surround  Pius  the  Ninth  when  en- 
gaged either  in  celebrating  Mass  or  giving  Bene- 
diction, or  any  other  office  that  brings  him  in 
contact  with  the  greatest  of  Christian  mysteries. 
The  procession  was  closed  by  the  papal  household, 
the  Swiss  and  Palatine  Guard,  the  French  and 
Pontifical  generals  with  their  staffs,  and  the  hus- 
sars and  mounted  gendarmerie. 

Nothing  could  be  more  l>eautiful  than  the  ben- 
ediction from  the  high  altar,  given  by  his  Holi- 
ness, the  countless  religious  and  clergy  kneeling, 
circle  behind  circle,  round  the  Confession  of  St. 
Peter,  with  their  lighted  torches,  and  the  glori- 
ous music  of  the  Tiintum  Ergo  swelling  full  and 
clear  from  the  choir  of  the  Sixtineand  Julian  Chap- 
els. No  one  could  assist  at  the  great  act  of  faith 
which  Rome  annually  consecrates  to  the  Adorable 
Sacrament  without  a  feeling  of  bitter  grief  at  the 
narrow  circle  the  "liberty  of  public  worship"  is 
reduced  to  while  we  are  kneeling  for  the  triumph- 
ant passage  of  the  Host.  In  how  many  towns  of 
United  Italy  was  it  insulted  by  the  liypocritical 
Government  whose  professions  are  believed  by  its 
overt  acts'?  In  Naples,  that  day,  when  above 
twenty  thousand  persons  assembled  to  accompany 
the  procession  of.  the  Duomo,  including  all  the 
leading  nobles  and  bourgeoisie,  some  dozen  wm- 
morrixti  in  the  pay  of  the  Questura  obstructed  the 
passage  and  attacked  the  assistants  with  sticks, 
raising  the  cry  of  Viva  r  Italia  ;  nhhasno  i  Boar- 
honisti.  (Every  Neopolitan  who  worships  God 
as  the  Church  teaches  him,  is  a  Bourbonist  ac- 
cording to  the  Questura),  and  various  other  in- 
sults. The  gentlemen  comjjosing  the  procession, 
however,  stood  firm,  and  with  the  people,  replied, 
by  a  shout  of  Viva  Chrido  ;  Viva  Dio  ;  Viva 
la  Santa  Vhiesa ;  Viva  la  fede  dei  vostri  avi. 
"  Long  live  Christ ;  Long  live  the  Holy  Church ; 
Long  live  the  faith  of  our  ancestors,"  and  forced 
their  way  through  the  assailants.  The  Questura 
then  arrested  several  of  the  most  zealous  of  the 
confraternity,  though  the  attitude  of  the  crowd 
was  so  menacing,  they  were  obliged  to  be  liber- 
ated the  same  evening,  by  order  of  the  prelect. 
The  ceremony  then  proceeded — every  balcony 
hung  with  tapestry  or  silk  draperies — every  win- 
dow raining  flowers — every  voice  joining  in  the 
rich  chant;  and  when  Mgr.  Tipaldi,  who  officia- 
ted, turned  on  the  steps  of  the  Duumo  to  give  the 
final  benedicti<m,  the  popular  emotion  was  at  its 
highest  point,  and  found  vent  in  tears,  cries,  and 
shouts  of  enthusiasm." 


AVK    MARIA. 


221 


THE  AP08TLESHIP  OF  PEAYEE. 


THE  FEIENDS  OF  THE  HEAET  OF  JESUS. 
Saint  Angela,  Oarmelite,  Virgin. 

Those  who  know  how  aflmirfthle,  and  often  un- 
foH'si-en,  (Joil  is  in  His  dealings,  will  not  In- aston- 
ished Ity  the  following  remarkable  history.  Dis- 
tinguishing in  the  lives  of  the  saints  what  is  pecu- 
liar front  w.iat  is  suitable  for  all,  they  will,  we<ioul)t 
not, seek  thevirtucMwliicli  everyt'hristian  ought  to 
practice,  leaving  the  ch<»iee  and  inspiration  of  the 
means  to  God;  they  will  leirn  to  distinguish  be- 
tween uierely  interesting  details,  and  the  lessons 
which  tend  to  cilidcation. 

Saint  Angela  was  born  in  the  second  half  of 
the  twelfth  century.  Her  father  is  suppo-ed  to 
have  been  Wladislas,  Ivinjr  of  Bohemia.  Her  coun- 
tenance was  beautiful,  and  breathed  chastity — 
chastity  enhanced  by  the  integrity  of  her  faith 
and  purify.  In  her  early  youth  she  was  instruct- 
ed by  Religious  ladies,  whose  name  has  not  reach- 
ed us.  Heitig  very  intelligent  and  possessc-d  of 
great  purity  !»f  soul,  Angela  mide  rapid  i)r()gress  in 
sacred  learning  and  the  love  of  God.  and  re- 
solved to  have  no  sp>use  but  .Jesus  Chri.st.  Thus 
she  lived  until  her  fourteenth  year. 

One  evening,  as  she  was  in  prayer  before  the 
high  altar  of  the  on  vent,  she  fell  insensibly  into 
a  gentle  sleep  and  had  the  following  vision  :  she 
saw  the  glorious  Virgin,  Mother  of  God,  surround- 
ed by  a  multitude  of  angels,  who  sang  beauti- 
fully for  their  Queen.  Angjela  awoke,  but  the  ap- 
parition continue'l.  The  angels  sang  the  anti 
phon  of  the  Church:  "Are,  ll'gin<i  (''vlor'tm.  * 
*  *  Ave,  Dtminu  Angd  irum."  When  it  was 
finished,  one  of  the  heavenly  chanters  approached 
Angela  and  said:  "Flee  immediately;  gi»to.Jeru- 
salem,  and  there  consecrate  yourself  to  (iod  in  the 
Orderofthe  Bles.setl  Virgin  of  Mount  Cannel.  Vour 
father  intends  to  give  you  a  spouse,  but  not  the 
Spouse  whom  you  desire."  That  same  day  a  young 
prince,  the  son  and  future  heir  of  the  King  of 
Hungary,  had  arrived  at  the  Court  of  Wladislas, 
in  order  to  sue  for  the  hand  of  Angela. 

She  obeyed  the  angel,  and  abandoned  the  con- 
vent that  night,  whilst  its  inmates  were  asleep. 
On  her  work  table  she  left  a  note,  stating  her 
flight  and  the  motives  which  induced  her  to  take 
such  a  step.  On  her  way  she  began  to  consider 
how  she  could  escape  her  father's  pursuit,  and  how 
she  might  best  shun  the  inevitable  dangers  of  a 
long  journey.  Having  reached  a  poor  pea.sjint'3 
hut,  she  bartered  her  costly  purple  robes  for  some 
rough  male  attire,  and,  in  order  to  remove  all  sus- 
picion of  dishonesty  from  the  family,  she  left  the 
following  in  writing:  "I,  Angela,  take  the  clothes 
■which  you  have  given  me,  and  in  return  give,  you 
my  garment ;  you  may  sell  it,  or  dispose  of  it  as 
you  please."  In  the  morning  the  king's  officers 
apjxared  at  the  mona-stery,  and  demanded  the 
daughter  of  their  royal  master.  Every  place  was 
searched  in  vain.  All  in  the  monastery  were  in 
ctintjtcrnation.     A  messenger  having  made  his  re- 


port to  tl»e  king,  he  l)ecame  furi'»u<«.  ran  to  the 
convent,  and  straightway  to  Angela's  cell,  where 
he  found  the  note  she  had  left :  "You  shall  seek  me 
and  shall  not  find  me.  For  this  reason  I  now  let 
you  know  the  resolution  I  have  taken.  I  love 
Jesus  Christ  above  all  things;  to  Him  I  have 
pledged  my  faith  and  heart ;  I  have  fled  l)ecauae 
my  soul  ardently  desires  to  see  and  contemplate 
closely  the  sacred  spot  where  my  Spouse  lies  in  the 
midday.  You  now  know  where  I  am;  if,  then, 
you  desire  to  be  my  father,  and  have  me  for  your 
daughter,  do  not,  I  beseech  you,  dare  to  separate 
me  iroiu  my  Heavenly  Father.  You  are  my  father, 
but  in  Heaven  I  h:ive  another  Father,  who  is  the 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords.  I  have  His 
message,  and  it  says  to  me :  'Hearken,  O  daughter, 
and  see.  and  incline  thy  car,  and  forget  thy  peo- 
ple and  thy  father's  house,  and  the  King  shall 
greatly  desire  thy  beauty.!" 

The  surprise  and  affliction  of  the  king  were  un- 
speakable; his  grief  was  too  mucli  for  him.  His 
otHcers  conducted  him  back  to  his  palace,  and 
tried  to  coasole  him.  "Royal  m.-vster."'  they  said 
to  him,  "e.ilm  your  sorrow.  If  a  divine  inspira- 
tion has  urged  her  to  flee,  the  will  of  man  must 
yield  to  that  of  God.  If  it  is  a  whim,  you  will 
soon  be  consoled  by  seeing  her  here  again." 
Messengers  were  sent  in  every  direction,  but  in 
vain;  the  love  of  .Jesus  Christ  lent  wings  to  the 
royal  fugitive.  Toward  evening  she  found  a  rest- 
ing place  in  the  dwelling  of  a  poor  pagan,  and  in 
return  for  his  hospitality  she  expounded  the  holy 
Scripture  to  him  and  converted  him  to  Chris- 
tianity. 

Resimiing  her  journey  early  on  the  following 
day,  she  struck  into  a  dark,  wild  forest  of  terrify- 
ing appearance.  Three  travelers  observing  her, 
and  not  being  able  to  account  for  a  maiden  of  her 
appearance  being  in  such  a  place,  hastened  their 
pace  and  addressed  her.  This  meeting  was  the 
work  of  Pr«)vidence.  One  of  the  three  was  a 
knight,  on  his  way  to  the  Holy  Ljind,  there  to 
ombat  the  enemies  of  Christ  and  defend  His  Sep- 
ulcher  "Sir  knight,"  said  Angela,  "will  you 
kindly  allow  me  to  make  this  journey  with  you  y" 
The  warrior  made  inquiries  about  her  name  and 
family.  "Sir,"  said  she.  "I  shall  tell  you  when 
we  leave  the  kingdom  of  Bohemia.  My  name  is 
great  and  illustrious.^'  The  soldier  asked  no  more 
(juestions.  In  consideration  of  the  youth  of  his 
companion  he  bought  two  horses  in  a  neighlx>ring 
village,  and  they  rode  to  the  frontiers  of  Bohemia. 
Then  tlie  knight,  turning  to  Angela,  said:  "Tell 
me  seriously,  why  do  you  wear  such  clothes?  They 
do  not  seem  to  have  been  made  for  you;  they  are 
not  in  keeping  with  your  figure,  your  mien,  your 
hands."  "Listen,  good  knight,"  she  replied.  "To 
satisfy  you,  I  shall  tell  y«)U  my  history  in  a  few 
words.  When  but  a  child,  my  noble  father  placed 
me  in  a  convent,  there  to  be  brought  up  m  the 
fear  of  the  Lortl.  Through  love  for  Jesus  Christ, 
I  have  a  great  desire  to  see  Jerusalem,  and  venerate 
the  spots  sanctified  by  our  Rtnlemption.  Fearing 
to  l)e  recr)gnized  and  overtaken,  I  exchanged  my 
costly  rol)es  for  these  you  now  see  on  me."  Tbese 
words   satisfied   the  gtHxl    knight,  and   he  .«aid 
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nothing  more ;  God  watched  over  the  secret  of 
His  servant. 

Having  reached  Constantinople,  Angela  went 
to  pray  in  the  church  of  Saint  Sophia.  There  He, 
wliom  the  Scripture  names  the  Eternal  Wisdom, 
appeared  to  her  in  the  form  of  a  beautiful  child.' 
He  spoke  to  her  of  Heaven,  and  impressed  her 
soul  with  a  sublime  knowledge  and  ardent  love 
of  the  happiness  wJiich  never  perishes.  Before 
leaving  her,  He  gave  her  a  Carmelite  manual,  in 
order  that  she  might  sing  the  praises  of  God,  and 
by  anticipation  begin  the  life  she  was  to  lead  at 
Carmel.  She  always  preserved  this  gift  of  Heaven 
with  great  veneration. 

We  cannot  follow  the  two  holy  travelers  through 
all  the  details  of  their  journey.  A  vessel  conveyed 
them  to  Tyre.  It  was  there  that  Angela  met  Saint 
Brocard,  who  admired  the  ways  of  God  in  her  re- 
gard, and  gave  her  permission  to  put  on  the  Car- 
melite habit  on  her  arrival  in  Jerusalem.  With 
what  love  and  tears  did  Angela  and  her  protector 
greet  the  Holy  City!  They  devoutly  visited  all 
the  places  memorialized  by  Jesus,  whether  in  the 
city  or  outside  the  walls.  Angela,  having  returned 
her  thanks  to  him  who  had  been  to  her  an  instru- 
ment in  the  hands  of  God,  put  on  the  dress  of  her 
sex  and  presented  herself  at  the  convent  of  the 
Carmelites.  The  Prioress  met  her  with  a  smile, 
as  if  she  had  been  e.xpecting  her.  And  such  was 
really  the  case ;  for  during  the  night  she  had  had 
a  dream,  in  which  a  young  virgin  came  to  her, 
with  a  breviary  in  her  hand,  and  on  her  knees  re- 
quested to  receive  the  habit.  In  Angela  she  recog- 
nized the  virgin  in  her  dream.  It  is  useless  to 
dwell  upon  Angela's  joy  as  the  doors  of  the  clois- 
ter opened  before  her ;  the  joy  of  the  Sisters,  and 
their  questions,  and  their  tears,  as  they  heard  her 
relate  her  history.  Here  the  new  spouse  of  Christ 
began  another  journey  of  a  very  different  kind;  a 
journey  of  which  God  alone  knows  the  mysterious 
progress  and  the  sublime  termination,  and  of  which 
man  can  say  only  a  few  words.  To  her,  Carmel 
is  only  the  starting-point  of  a  career  of  abnegation 
and  love,  called  sanctity.  She  runs  along  with 
giant  strides.  At  the  termination  of  her  novitiate, 
she  was  the  model  of  her  companions ;  her  love  of 
discipline,  her  assiduity  in  prayer  and  meditation, 
her  continual  mortification,  earned  for  her  the  repu- 
tation of  bei ng  very  holy  even  among  the  sanctified. 
The  love  of  Jesus  Christ  was  the  soul  of  all  her 
virtues ;  for  Him  she  had  trodden  under  foot  the 
grandeur  of  the  world,  the  luxury  of  worldlings; 
for  Him  she  had  abandoned  father,  country  and 
wealth ;  her  only  desire  was  to  be  closely  united 
with  Him  in  the  retirement  in  which  she  had 
found  Him. 

So  great  was  the  opinion  of  her  virtue  and  pru- 
dence that,  after  the  death  of  the  Prioress,  she  was 
appointed  her  successor.  Heaven  directed  the 
choice.  Such  was  the  sanctity  of  the  house  that 
no  fewer  than  six  were  deemed  worthy  of  the 
office,  and  this  gave  rise  to  some  difficulty  in 
coming  to  a  decision.  They  had  recourse  to  the 
prayers  of  Saint  John,  formerly  Carmelite,  then 
Patriarch  of  Jerusalem.  During  the  celebration 
o£the  Holy  Sacrifice,  and  whilst  making  the  me- 


mento of  the  living,  the  holy  Bishop  was  suddenly 
wrapt  in  ecstasy.  Six  virgins  passed  before  him. 
Five  of  them  bore  in  ther  hands  burning  lamps, 
which  spread  a  brilliant  light;  the  sixth,  who 
was  Angela,  carried  a  crystal  ciborium.  An  angel 
stood  by  her  side,  and  said  to  the  Patriarch : 
"Choose  her  wiio  walks  last,  and  who,  in  her 
humility,  carries  her  light  in  the  crystal  in  order 
that  it  may  not  be  seen  by  men."  The  Sisters 
were  overjoyed  with  the  will  of  God  as  announced 
to  them  by  the  Saint. 

The  dignity  of  Prioress  made  no  change  in  the 
life  of  Angela  ;  in  her  zeal  and  demeanor  she  re- 
mained the  humblest  of  all.  She  was  a  mother 
to  the  poor,  the  infirm  and  the  suffering ;  her  zeal 
for  the  house  of  God  and  the  honor  of  His  wor- 
ship knew  no  limits;  day  and  night  her  only  study 
was  to  please  Jesus  Christ,  and  offer  Him  the 
most  perfect  love  and  abnegation.  Our  Saviour, 
on  His  side,  refused  her  nothing.  This  was 
known,  and  many  had  recourse  to  her  with  confi- 
dence, a  confidence  which  God  often  rewarded 
with  miracles.  She  governed  the  monastery 
of  Jerusalem  during  twenty  five,  or,  as  some 
say,  thirty-five  years,  and  lived  to  a  great  age. 
When  Heaven,  outraged  by  the  sins  of  the  Chris- 
tians, resolved  to  deliver  Palestine  into  infidel 
hands  for  several  centuries,  it  was  revealed  to 
Angela.  It  was  Saturday,  a  day  which  she  de- 
voted in  a  particular  manner  to  devotion  to  Mary. 
The  august  Mother  of  God  appeared  to  her  and 
said;  "My  daughter,  flee;  leave  this  land,  which 
the  sins  of  the  Christians  have  rendered  an  abomi- 
nation in  the  sight  of  my  Son.  He  will  use  the 
enemies  of  His  name  as  instruments  against  them. 
Return  to  your  native  land ;  your  people  need 
prayers,  for  the  wrath  of  God  threatens  them." 
Thus  did  God  guard  His  faithful  servant. 

We  have  no  particulars  concerning  the  last 
years  of  her  life.  We  merely  know  that  she.went 
to  Bohemia,  and  in  .prophetic  words  announced 
the  menaces  of  God  to  her  countrymen.  It  is 
probable  that  she  there  founded  a  monastery,  and 
chose  a  retired  cell,  in  order  to  conceal  the  secret 
of  her  heavenly  vision ;  and  there,  in  divine  con- 
templation, she  awaited,  like  Saint  Anne,  the 
coming  of  her  Lord.  When  He  did  come,  great 
was  her  joy.  With  singular  devotion  she  re- 
ceived tlie  last  Sacraments  of  Holy  Euchsrist  and 
Extreme  Unction.  Then,  with  a  radient  counte- 
nance and  a  heart  inundated  with  joy,  Angela, 
the  sister  of  angels  in  her  innocence,  and  the 
spouse  of  Jesus  in  her  love,  breathed  forth  her 
soul  to  her  Lord  amid  choirs  of  angels,  who  cele- 
brated her  entrance  into  Heaven,  and  conducted 
her  to  the  company  of  those  virgins  "  who  follow 
the  Lamb  whithersoever  He  goeth." 

And  now,  that  she  is  in  bliss,  may  she  not  for- 
get those  who  are  still  making  the  journey  and 
fighting  the  battle  of  this  life.  May  she  obtain 
for  us  the  grace  to  hear  the  voice  of  Jesus,  and 
follow  it  as  she  did,  in  order  that,  having  removed 
every  obstacle  to  His  reigning  in  our  souls,  we 
may  live  by  Him  and  for  Him,  who  ie  our  only 
wealth — our  only  real  happiness  in  this  world 
and  the  next. 


OHILDSEH'8  DEPABTMEVT. 


The  Assumption. 

Dear  little  children  of  Mary,  we  had  intended 
to  give  you  a  beautiful  story  in  this  paper,  all 
about  the  glorious  Assumption.  There  would  not 
have  l)een  grown-up  people  in  it^-only  our  dear 
Blessed  Mother  and  little  children.  But  the  pen 
that  promised  to  write  it,  either  took  a  holiday  to 
itself,  or  was  busy  writing  something  else;  all,  at 
least,  that  the  Ave  Makia  knows  is,  that  the  ex- 
pected story  never  came,  and  today  the  printer  is 
calling  for  the  Children's  Department,  so  we  shall 
have  to  give  yrm  that  pretty  story  of  the  little  boy 
who,  in  the  quiet  meadow,  where  his  good  mother 
sent  him  to  play,  so  learned  to  love  his  Blessed 
Mother  and  the  holy  Child  Jesus,  that  he  was  al- 
ways thinking  of  them,  and  when  he  grew  sick,  it 
was  not  hard  for  him  to  die.  It  was  only  going 
home — home  to  his  heavenly  Mother,  home,  to  his 
dear  Lord  Jesus — and  he  knew  his  good  father 
and  mother  on  earth  would  soon  follow  him. 

But  listen  to  the  pretty  story  ;  learn  it  by  heart, 
and  sin^  it  at  your  little  plays ;  it  will  keep  you 
from  Ix'ing  peevish  or  <lisobedient ;  it  will  teach 
you  to  be  ever  good,  kind,  pure,  gentle,  and  truth- 
ful ;  and  these  virtues  will  be  the  beautiful  fruit 
you  will  offer  our  Blesstd  Mother  and  the  Child 
Jesus;  and  so,  my  little  children,  whether  you  die 
young,  or  liv«,  as  I  hope  you  will,  to  be  good  men 
and  women  for  the  happiness  and  consolation  of 
your  parents,  it  matters  not.  Our  Blessed  Mother 
and  the  Child  Je>«us  will  remember  all  these  vir- 
tues or  fruits  you  offered  them  v^en  you  were 
little  children,  and  they  will  say  to  you,  as  they 
did  to  the  boy  in  the  story — 

"And  for  the  fruit  and  flowers 
Which  thou  hast  brought  ta  me, 
Rich  blessings  shall  be  given, 
A  thousand  told  to  thee." 
Now,  little  children,  listen  attentively  and  learn 
well  the  lesson  it  teaches  you ;  and  then,  when 
death  does  come,  you  also,  every  one  of  you,  will 
have  your  own  Assumption  into  Heaven,  where 
you  will  be  welcomed  by  the  Divine  Jesus  and 
llis  Blessed  Mother : 

The  Boy  and  the  Ohild  Jesns. 

Amon^  green  pleasant  meadows, 

All  in  a  grove  so  mild, 
Was  set  a  marble  imjige 

Of  the  Virgin  and  the  Chid. 
There  oft,  on  summer  evenings, 

A  lovely  boy  would  rove, 
To  play  beside  the  image 

That  sanctitied  the  grova 
Oft  sat  his  mother  by  him, 

Among  the  shadows  dim, 
And  told  how  the  Lord  Jesus 

Was  once  a  child  like  him. 
"And  now  from  highest  Heaven 

He  doth  look  down  each  day, 
And  sees  whate'er  thou  doest, 

And  hears  what  thou  dost  say." 


Thus  spake  his  tender  mother; 

And  on  an  evening  bright, 
When  the  red  sun  <ie«fndod 

'Mid  clouds  of  crimson  light,—- 
Again  the  boy  was  playing ; 

And  earnestly  said  he, 
"Oh,  beatiful  Lord  Jesus, 

Come  down  and  play  with  rae. 
I  will  tind  Thee  flowers  the  fairest, 

And  weave  ft)r  Thee  a  crown  ; 
I  will  get  Thee  rii)e  red  strawberrica 

If  Thou  wilt  but  come  down. 
"Oh,  holy,  holy  Mother, 

Put  Him  down  from  off  thy  knee; 
For  in  these  silent  meadows 

There  are  none  to  play  with  me." 
Thus  spake  the  lK)y  so  lovely ; 

And  while  his  mother  heard  ; 
But  on  his  prayer  she  i>onder'd, 

And  spake  to  him  no  word. 
That  self-name  night  she  dreamed 

A  lovely  dream  of  joy; 
She  thought  she  saw  the  young  Jesus, 

There  playing  with  the  boy. 
"And  for  the  fruits  and  flowers 

Which  thou  hast  brought  to  Me, 
Rich  blessings  shall  be  given, 

A  thousiind-fold  to  thee. 
"  For  in  the  fields  of  Heaven 

Thou  shalt  roam  with  Me  at  will, 
And  of  bright  fruits  celestial 

Shall  have,  dear  child,  thy  fill," 
Thus  tenderly  and  kindly 

The  fair  Child  Jesus  spoke; 
And  full  of  careful  musings, 

The  anxious  mother  woke. 
And  thus  it  was  accomplished ; 

In  a  short  month  and  a  day. 
That  lovely  l)oy,  so  gentle. 

Upon  his  death-bed  lay. 
And  thus  he  spoke,  in  dying; 

"  O  mother  dear !  I  see 
The  beautiful  Child  Jesus 

A-coming  down  to  me ; — 
And  in  His  hand  He  beareth 

Bright  flowers  as  white  as  snow, 
And  red  and  juicy  strawberries; 

Dear  mother,  let  me  go." 
lie  died — but  that  fond  mother 

Her  sorrow  did  restrain  ; 
For  she  knew  he  was  with  Jesius, 

And  she  asked  him  not  again. 


Story  of  Paul,  the  Indian  Boy. 
In  Oregon  Territory,  the  faithful  and  devoted 
missionaries  have  converted  many  Indian  tribes. 
Father  de  SmCt,  in  his  travels  in  tlie  Rocky  Moun- 
tains, gives  a  most  interesting  account  of  the  ap- 
pearance of  our  Blesse<i  Lady  to  the  go<Kl  little 
Indian  boy,  Paul.  Tins  special  favor  t<M»k  place 
on  Christmas  eve,  1841.  a  few  hours  Ix'fore  mid- 
night Mass,  in  the  village  of  Saint  Mary.  This 
is  what  he  himself  related  with  his  innocent  lips 
to  Father  de  8m6t :  "  On  going  into  John's  wig- 
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warn,  to  learn  my  prayers,  which  I  did  not  then 
know,  I  saw  some  one  who  was  very  beautiful.  Her 
feet  did  not  touch  the  earth,  her  garments  were 
as  white  as  snow ;  she  liad  a  star  over  her  head 
and  a  serpent  under  her  feet,  and  near  the  ser- 
pent was  a  strange  kind  of  fruit.  I  could  see  her 
heart,  from  which  raj's  of  light  burst  forth  and 
shone  ui)on  me.  When  I  first  beheld  all  this,  I 
Avas  frightened  ;  but  afterward  my  fear  left  me, 
my  heart  grew  warm,  my  mind  clear,  and,  Father, 
I  know  not  how  it  happened,  but  all  at  once  I 
knew  my  prayers. 

"Several  times  this  same  beautiful  person  ap- 
peared to  me,  and  once  she  told  me  tliat  she  was 
glad  that  the  fir.-<t  village  of  the  Flathead  Indians 
liad  been  called  Saint  Mary !"  Little  Paul  had 
never  seen  or  heard  any  thing  of  the  kind  liefore; 
he  did  not  even  know  whether  the  per-sim  was  a 
man  or  a  woman,  because  tlie  appearance  of  the 
dress  she  wore  was  entirely  unknown  to  him. 

After  closely  questioning  little  Paul,  Father  de 
Smet  was  convinced  of  the  truth  of  the  appear- 
ance of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  In  gratitude  to 
Heaven  for  this  signal  favor,  the  pious  Missiona.iy 
consecrated  the  entire  tribe  to  the  Inunacilate 
Mother  of  God,  and  on  the  Fea^^t  of  Corpus 
Christi,a  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  erected 
in  memory  of  her  apparition  to  little  Paul. 

From  the  entrance  of  the  village  chapel  to  tlie 
spot  where  Paul  received  sucli  a  special  favor, 
the  greensward  on  lioth  sides  was  bordered  I)y 
garlands  hung  in  festoon.s.  Triumpiial  arches, 
gracefully  arranged,  arose  at  regular  distances.  At 
the  end  of  the  avenue,  in  the  middle  of  a  kind  of 
repository,  stood  the  jjedestal  which  was  destined 
to  receive  the  statue.  At  the  head  of  the  j^roces- 
sion  was  borne  aloft  the  banner  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  followed  closely  by  little  Paul,  carrying 
the  statue,  and  accompanied  Iiy  other  little  boys 
who  strewed  the  way  with  flowers.  Then  came 
the  two  priests,  in  cope  and  surplice;  finally  the 
march  was  closed  by  the  chiefs  and  all  the  mem- 
bers of  the  colony,  emulating  each  other  in  their 
zeal  and  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  When 
they  reached  the  spot,  one  of  the  fathers  deliver- 
ed a  short  address  in  which  be  reminded  them  of 
the  signal  prodigy  and  assistance  of  the  Queen 
of  Heaven,  and  incited  all  to  have  the  liveliest 
sentiments  of  confidence  in  the  protection  of 
Mary.  Oh  how  ardently  we  wish  that  all  our 
c'lildren  of  Mary  could  have  witnessed  the  devo- 
tion and  recollection  of  these  her  forest  children, 
particularly  of  little  Paul,  who  seemed  to  be  an 
angel  of  piety  and  innocence. 
• — <■» 

Oatherine,  tte  Indian  Girl,  or  the  Saint  of  the 
Mohawks. 

Catherine  was  the  only  daughter  of  a  Mohawk 
Chief  who  lived  in  what  is  now  called  New 
York.  Her  mother  was  a  Christian  of  the  Algon- 
quin tribe,  who  had  been  captured  by  the  Mo- 
hawks. Tliis  holy  child  was  born  in  the  village 
where,  a  short  time  before,  Father  Jouges  had 
been  martyred  by  the  savage  Indians-  The  .small- 
pox, which  made  her  an  orphan,  when  only  four 
years  old,  also  injured  her  sight,  and,  shunning 


the  light  of  the  sun,  she  passed  her  childhood 
with  au  old  uncle,  in  a  cabin  at  the  door  of  which 
the  tomahawked  priest  had  fallen.  The  child 
had  not  received  the  grace  of  holy  Baptism — but 
she  could  remember  sonie  of  the  things  her  moth- 
er had  taught  her — parts  of  "  Our  Father"  and  the 
"  Hail  Mary" — which  she  would  repeat  over  and 
over  again,  until  once  a  Huron  who  was  a  Cath- 
olic, was  taken  captive  and  targht  her  all  these 
prayers,  and  the  happy  child  wa-s  never  tired  say- 
ing them.  "Holy  Mary,  Mother  of  God  " — these 
words  were  music  to  her  cans,  and  when  she  would 
say  "Our  Father,  who  art  in  Heaven,"  she  longed 
— oh  so  earnestly  to  know  Him,  her  only  desire 
was  to  love  and  serve  this  Father,  and  h<mor  the 
Mother  of  her  God. 

Catherine  grew  up  very  beautiful,  and  her  rela- 
tions were  very  anxious  that  she  should  marry. 
But  she  earnestly  and  steadfastly  refused  ;  entrea- 
ties and  arguments  were  of  no  avail.  Then  they 
tried  harsh  usuage  and  treated  her  as  a  slave  ;  all 
the  hardest  and  most  unpleasant  work  was  laid 
upon  her ;  they  scolded  her,  and  often  beat  her 
very  cruelly,  but  so  great  was  her  patience  and 
gentleness,  that  they  softened  even  the  hearts  of 
her  persecutors.  At  last  she  had  the  happiness 
of  seeing  a  priest.  Father  Lamberville  came  the 
village  during  the  corn-harvest.  Luckily,  Cath- 
erine had  cut  her  foot  very  severely  and  could  not 
go  out  to  help  the  Indian  women  gather  in  their 
corn;  and  then,  while  the  majority  were  all  out 
in  the  field.  Father  Lamberville  took  the  oppor- 
tunity of  visiting  the  few  who  remained  at  home, 
and  to  him  the  young  girl  opened  her  heart  and 
set  forth  with  touching  simplicity  her  love  for 
"  Prayer  "  and  her  ardent  yearning  for  baptism. 
This  sacrament,  however,  he  dared  not  lightly 
confer;  he  gave  the  whole  winter  to  instructing 
and  making  inquiries  about  her  character,  and 
she  came  forth  from  the  trial  white  and  pure  as 
the  bhissnm  of  the  thorn.  Of  all  that  knew  her, 
none  could  say  aught  but  in  her  praise.  P^ven 
when  they  blamed  her  for  wMiat  they  considered 
defects,  the  Christian  prie.st  knew  these  to  be  vir- 
tues. At  Ea.ster  he  baptized  her,  and  gave  her 
the  name  of  Catherine. 

But  her  trials  came  with  her  virtues;  the  time 
she  took  to  say  her  beads  twice  a  day,  and  her 
visits  to  the  chapel,  caused  her  to  receive  many 
scoldings  and  rebukes.  The  young  girls  of  her 
own  age  mocked  and  insulted  her;  the  children 
were  taught  to  pelt  her  with  earth  and  stones, 
and  to  taunt  her  with  the  name  of  Christian  as 
she  passed  by  them. 

One  day  a  fierce  young  warrior  dashed  into  the 
cabin  and  swung  his  battle-axe  over  her  head, 
but,  without  looking  up,  she  quietly  crossed  her 
hands  upon  her  breast  and  awaited  the  l)low. 
The  brave,  astonished  at  this  courage,  and  asham- 
ed of  himself,  left  the  hut. 

She  bore,  all  persecutions  they  inflicted  upon  her 
in  order  to  nuike  her  marry  with  the  greatest  pa- 
tience. She  heard  that  the  Algonquin.*,  were 
Christians,  and  she  knew  that  she  had  a  half-.-is- 
ter  among  them,  so  she  resolved  to  steal  quietly 
away  from  her  persecutors.     (To  be  continued.) 
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OUE  LADY'S  ASSUMPTION  OF  A.  D.  1790, 
AND  WHAT  OAME  OF  IT. 

The  first  name  in  the  hierarchy  of  this  Repub- 
lic is  a  name  from  the*  Declaration  of  Indepeml- 
ence.  But  it  is  in  England  tliat  this  act  of  the 
sacred  drama  opens.  In  tl>c  center  of  a  well- 
wati  rjd  vaUey.  running  downward  through  Dor- 
setsliire  to  the  Channel,  stands  tlie  antique  Castle 
of  Lidworth,  a  goihic  pile  of  four  round  towers 
united  by  ma-<sive  l>attl«'mented  curtains.  This 
was  the  hou>e,  first,  of  the  Norman  De  Lolleworth  ; 
in  King  .John's  fUiys,  of  the  princely  Newburglis; 
th(  n  of  the  Binden  Howard.s — for  these  a  home, 
for  others  a  teniix»rary  refuge.  For  here  the  aus- 
tere monks  of  Our  Lady  of  La  Trappe  found  a 
shelter  wiien  driven  from  th(ir  mountain  forests 
by  tlje  merciless  Suna  Culottes  ;  and  later,  by  an- 
other effort  after  universal  equality,  the  old  walls 
becjime  the  alxide  of  the  royal  house  of  France, 
before  they  moved  to  that  cjistle  of  sadder  and 
darker  hi-story,  the  Scottish  Ilclyroork 

It  wius  the  scene  of  many  a  hard  fight  in  olden 
times,  a<<  wlien  De  Clare  stormed  it  for  the  Em- 
press Mutihhi ;  but  none  of  its  memories  can  in- 
terest us  so  much  as  that  of  the  mid-summer  morn- 
ing which  gave  to  the  United  States  their  first 
Bishop.  Tile  day  was  not  unhappily  chosen.  For 
the  discovery  and  consecration  of  tlie  land,  from 
Maine  to  Fl(»rida,  from  the  Chesapeake  to  Cali- 
fornia, by  the  servants  of  Mary,  and  the  solemn 
dedication  of  it  to  her  name,  may  be  likened  to 
her  nativity.  The  growth  of  the  French  and 
Spanish  churches  is  her  beautifirl  youth.  Then 
came  the  dark  times  of  Puritanic  conquests,  the 
destruction  of  the  Catholic  Mi.ssions,  and  the  dis- 
appearance of  the  Catholic  Indians,  as  the  dark 
times  of  her  sorrows  from  the  flight  into  Ei;ypt 
until  the  crucifixion  ;  and  now  the  new  rising  <»f 
the  Church  is  visible  on  the  Feast  of  her  As.sump- 
tion,  when  she  went  up  into  the  presence  of  the 
King,  her  Son,  "and  the  King  arose  to  meet  her, 
and  bowed  to  her,  and  sat  down  upon  Ills  throne  : 
and  then  a  throne  was  set  for  the  King's  Mother, 
and  she  sat  on  His  right  hand."   (Ill  Kings,  ii,  19). 

So  that  from  the  Feast  of  our  Lady's  Assump- 
tion, in  the  Castle  Chapel  of  old  Lulworth,  unto 
that  which  has  been  celebrated  this  year  tlirough- 
out  the  length  and  breadth  of  North* America,  the 
devotion  to  Mary  has  grown  steadily;  and  now 
there  is  scarcely  a  county  without  a  church  to  her 
name;  scarcely  a  square  mile  from  the  Gulf  to  the 
Arctic  Ocean  wherein  that  name  has  not  at  least 
been  proclaimed.    In  that  short  space  of  a  single 


human  life,  seventy-five  years,  the  least  has  be- 
come a  thousand  and  the  little  ones  a  most  strong 
nation. 

In  Europe,  every  town  and  villnge  has  its  own 
patron,  who  ab.>«)rbs  most  of  the  devotion  of  the 
people;  but  in  this  cf)untry,  placed  under  the 
siKKjial  protection  of  the  Ules«ed  Virgin  l»y  Span- 
iard and  Frcnchuian,  by  Englislimau  and  .\mer- 
ican  in  the  first  fiush  of  new  inde|H.'ndence.  nearly 
the  whole  devi'tion  of  tlie  p<.'ople  concentrates  in 
her;  or  turns*,  for  her  sake,  to  Saint  Anne  among 
the  Canadians,  or  to  Saint  Joseph  among  the 
faithful  in  the  United  SUUcs. 

What  antique  Catholic  land,  even  Spain  or  Ire- 
land, can  show  what  this  c«iuntry  shows,  even  liy 
the  somewhat  imperfect  record  of  the  Almanac — 
oiierhiireh  in  every  Jire  In-aring  the  beautiful  and 
endearing  name  of  the  mother  of  our  Lord  and  of 
us?  What  territory  of  one  tenth  its  viv^Jtiiess  has 
ever  been  phiced  by  four  independent  nnd  not  in 
terc'immunicating  powers  under  her  jieculiar  pro- 
tection au<l  patroiingc  ? 

We  a<lopted  as  a  principle,  at  the  outset  of  this 
Work,  that  a  devotion  advances  in  propdrtion  to 
its  own  merits  and  to  the  ardor  of  the  ministry 
who  propogate  it.  The  whole  of  Orsini's  "Life 
of  the  Bles.sed  Virgin,"  and  our  own  humble  con- 
tinuation of  it,  is  an  e.xhil>ition  of  the  merits  of 
Mary;  and  the  latest  illustrious  historian  of  Amer- 
ica, Puritan  thougli  he  be,  supports  us  in  our 
claims  for  the  early  pioneerscrvantsof  Mary  in  the 
land.  IIow  this  swit't  growth  has  come  almut  in 
so  short  a  time  we  are  about  to  look  at  more  in  de- 
tail. We  are  to  see  the  priest  and  the  religious,  the 
energy  of  man  and  the  patient  labor  of  woman, 
under  new  diflliculties  and  trials  peculiar  to  their 
position,  extending  to  the  people  who  surround 
them  their  own  earne.<«t  devotitm  to  God  and  to 
Mary.  Coeval  with  the  consecration  of  Bishop 
Carroll,  the  daughters  of  our  Lady  of  Mount  Car- 
mel,  were  in  Maryland,  suffering  from  poverty  al- 
most extreme,  fa«ting  eight  months  in  the  year, 
sleeping  on  straw,  obtaining  a  modification  of 
their  cloistered  austerity  to  enable  them  to  be- 
come teachers,  and  offering  perpetual  prayers  for 
the  country  wherein  they  came  to  dwell. 

The  Poor  Clares  followed,  but  did  not  continue 
long.  When  they  declined,  the  Visitation  of  Our 
Lady  took  their  place,  and  now  between  four  and 
five  hundred  of  these  daughters  of  Mary  teach 
reverence  to  her  name  in  these  States. 

Already  the  Sisters  of  Charity  were  at  Emmits- 
burg,  with  their  venerable  foundress.  Mother 
Seton,  in  1809  ;— today  where  are  they  not  ?  Their 
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orphan  asylums  and  schools,  their  hospitals,  and 
barracks  near  the  battle-field  mark  their  presence. 

And  to  all  these  the  fervent  priests,  so  few  at 
first  in  number;  the  early  Bishops — penniless, 
sometimes  barely  clothed,  and  often  without  light 
or  fire  in  winter ;  traversing  distances  on  horse- 
back which  we  grumble  at  passing  over  in  the  rail- 
way train  now  ;  enduring  all  this  cheerfully  and 
heroically. 

Bishop  Carroll  found  himself  spiritual  governor 
of  all  the  territory  then  owned  by  the  United 
States,  and  his  Missionaries  started  from  Balti- 
more for  the  West  as  one  would  strike  out  to 
sea  alone  in  a  bark-canoe.  For  the  uncut  forest 
surged  around  them  with  its  vast  green  waves  of 
verdure;  the  Indian,  rarely  friendly, lurked  in  its 
dim  recesses ;  the  road  was  oftenest  no  clearer  than 
a  hunter's  trail  or  a  forsaken  deer-path.  They 
themselves  were  scholarly  men,  nurtured  in  Euro- 
pean habits,  necessities,  and  ideas  of  distance. 
But  in  the  spirit  of  Marquette,  Jogues,  Breboeuf, 
they  put  their  trust  in  God  and  went  wheresoever 
He  directed.  Borne  by  them,  the  devotion  to  our 
Lady  followed  the  course  of  the  great  natural 
boundaries  of  this  mighty  land.  Flowing  west- 
veard  from  the  bay  which  the  first  Missionaries 
called  Saint  Mary's,  from  the  town  which  its  first 
settlers  called  Saint  Mary's,  this  river  of  devotion, 
checked  as  might  be  supposed,  by  the  chain  of 
mountains — by  Alleghany  and  Cumberland  and 
Blue  Ridge — divided  into  three  streams.  One  of 
these  streams  ran  northward,  as  if  to  seek  the  old 
wells  of  devotion  among  the  red  men  and  the 
French;  and,  this  soon  carried  on  its  bosom  a 
saintly  Cheverus  to  hear,  through  the  gloom  of 
the  forest,  the  song  Magnificat  and  the  Salve  Re- 
gina  from  the  lips  of  our  old  friend,  the  ever  faith- 
ful Abenaki.  A  second  ran  southward,  to  visit 
again,  after  an  interval  of  two  centuries,  the  spot 
where  the  blood  of  Jesuit  and  Carmelite,  of  Au- 
gustinian  and  Franciscan  had  mingled  to  baptize 
the  Carolinas.  And  the  third  follovvedthe  couree 
of  "  the  beautiful  river,"  and  flowed  with  the 
course  of  its  yellow  waters,  through  the  fertile 
heart  of  the  land,  to  the  river  wherein  De  Soto  had 
been  buried,  and  to  which  Marquette  had  given 
the  name  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 

Let  us  look  at  a  type  or  two  of  the  men  who 
led  these  missions.  As  early  as  1795,  there  was 
one,  Father  Smith,  who  was  missionary  for  an 
enormous  district  in  western  Maryland,  Virginia 
and  Pennsylvania.  There,  for  forty-one  years,  he 
toiled  in  humble  faithfulness,  and  thence  his  soul 
ascended  to  the  judgment  which  his  life  had 
merited.  It  will  not  be  uninteresting  to  consider 
some  points  in  the  life  of  this  servant  of  Mary, 
this  glorious  although  uncrowned  pioneer  of  her 
honor  in  this  country.  This  Father  Smith,  mis- 
sionary of  far  more  than  what  now  constitutes  the 
diocese  of  Pittsburg;  this  rival  of  Father  Gomez 
in  the  South,  and  of  Father  Chaumonot  in  the 
North  ;  this  founder  of  Our  Lady  of  Loretto  in 
the  center  of  the  continent,  was  not  always  known 
as  Father  Smith.  In  his  own  country,  the  j'ast 
Muscovite  empire,  then  ruled  by  the  Czar  Alex- 
ander I,  he  was  known  as  the  Prince  Augustin 


de  Gallitzin.  His  father,  Prince  Demetrius  de 
Gallitzin,  was  ambassador  of  Catherine  the  Great, 
to  Holland,  at  the  Missionary's  birth.  His  mother, 
the  Princess  Amelia,  was  daughter  of  that  famous 
field-marshal  Count  Von  Schmettau,  who  illus- 
trates the  military  annals  of  Frederick  the  Great. 

The  young  Gallitzin  was  decorated  in  his  very 
cradle  with  military  titles,  which  destined  him 
from  his  birth  to  the  highest  rank  in  the  Russian 
army.  High  in  the  favor  of  the  Empress  Cath- 
erine, his  father,  a  haughty  and  ambitious  noble- 
man, dreaming  only  of  the  advancement  of  his 
son  in  the  road  of  preferment  and  worldly  honor, 
was  resolved  to  give  him  an  education  worthy  of 
his  exalted  birth  and  brilliant  prospects.  Religion 
formed  uo  plan  of  the  father,  who  was  a  proficient 
in  the  Gallic  infidelity  and  the  friend  of  Diderot. 
It  was  carefully  excluded.  Sp>ecial  care  was  taken 
not  to  suffer  any  minister  of  religion  to  approach 
the  study-room  of  the  young  Prince.  He  was  sur- 
rounded by  infidel  teachers.  His  mother,  a  Cath- 
olic by  V:)irth  and  early  education,  was  seduced 
into  seeming  Voltairianism  by  the  court  fashion  of 
her  native  covintry,  and  her  marriage  with  Prince 
Demetrius  confirmed  her  habits  of  apparent  infi- 
delity ;  we  say  apparent,  for  she  retained,«ven  in 
the  salons  of  Paris  and  in  the  society  of  Madame  du 
Chatelet,  a  fervent  devotion  to  Saint  Augustin, 
that  grand  Doctor  of  the  Church,  who  had  been 
a  great  worldling  and  heretic.  After  the  marriage 
of  the  elder  Gallitzin  with  the  Princess  Amelia, 
he  brought  her  to  Paris  and  introduced  her  to  his 
literary  infidel  friends,  especially  to  Diderot,  in 
whose  company  hfe  delighted.  This  philosopher 
endeavored  to  win  the  Princess  over  to  his  athe- 
istical system ;  but  though  she  was  more  than  in- 
diiferent  on  the  subject  of  religion,  her  naturally 
strong  mind  discovered  the  hoUowness  of  his  rea- 
soning. It  was  remarked  that  she  w<mld  fre- 
quently puzzle  the  philosopher  by  the  little  inter- 
rogative— why?  and  as  he  could  not  satisfy  her 
objections,  she  was  determined  to  examine  thor- 
oughly the  grounds  of  revelation.  Though  hav- 
ing no  religion  herself,  she  was  determined  to  in- 
struct her  children  in  one  ;  she  opened  the  Bible, 
merely  for  the  purpose  of  teaching  her  children 
the  historical  part  of  it.  The  beauty  of  revealed 
truth,  notwithstanding  the  impediment  of  indif- 
ference and  unbelief,  would  sometimes  strike  her 
— her  mind  being  of  that  mould  which,  according 
to  Tertullian,  is  naturally  Christian. 

A  terrible  illness  called  her  mind  back  to  God  ; 
she  saw  the  truth  and  beauty  of  the  Catholic  faith 
and  she  returned  to  the  i>rotection  of  Mary  on  the 
Feast  of  Saint  Augustin,  in  the  week  following 
the  octave  of  our  Lady's  Assumption.  It  is  to 
the  happy  influence  and  bright  example  of  his 
mother  that,  under  God,  we  must  mainly  ascribe 
the  conversion  of  the  young  Augustin.  At  the 
age  of  seventeen,  the  young  prince  was  received 
into  the  Church.  He  was,  in  1792,  ai)pointed 
aid-de-camp  to  the  Austrian  General  Von  Lil- 
ien,  who  commanded  an  army  in  Brabant  at 
the  opening  of  the  first  campaign  a^inst  the 
French  Jacobins.  The  sudden  death  or  the  Em- 
peror Leopold,  and  the  murder  of  the  King  of 
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Sweden  by  AHkerstrom.  both  suspected  to  be  the 
work  of  the  Froncli  Jacobins,  who  had  dechired 
war  against  all  kings  and  all  religions,  caused  the 
Qovenunents  of  Austria  and  Prussia  to  issue  a 
very  strict  order  disqualifying  all  foreigners  from 
militiiry  offices.  In  consequence  of  this  order  the 
young  Prince  dc  Gallitzin  was  excluded.  Russia 
not  taking  any  part  in  the  war  against  France, 
there  was  no  occjision  offered  to  him  for  pursuing 
the  profession  of  arms,  tor  which  he  had  been  des- 
tined by  his  military  education.  It  was  therefore 
determined  by  his  parents  that  he  should  travel 
abroad  and  make  the  grand  tour.  He  was  allr)wed 
two  years  to  travel ;  and  lest,  in  the  meantime, 
his  aaiuirements,  the  fruits  of  a  very  finished  edu- 
cation, might  suffer,  he  was  placed  under  the  guid- 
ance of  Rev.  Mr.  Brosius,  a  young  missionary  then 
alK)ut  to  embark  for  America,  with  whom  his 
studies  were  still  to  be  continued.  In  the  company 
of  this  excellent  clergyman  he  reached  the  United 
States  in  1792.  And  the  next  we  see  of  him,  he  is 
a  seminarian  with  the  Sulpicians  in  Baltimore, 
November  5, 1792.  In  this  moment  of  his  irrevo- 
cable sacrifice  of  himself  to  God,  the  feeling  of  his 
inmost  soul  may  be  gathered  from  a  letter  which 
he  wrote  at  the  time  to  a  clergyman  of  Miinster,  in 
Germany.  In  it  he  begs  liim  to  prepare  his 
mother  for  the  step  he  has  finally  taken,  and  in- 
forms him  that  he  has  sacrificed  himself,  with  all 
that  he  pos.sesses,  to  the  service  of  God  and  the 
salvation  of  his  neighbor  in  America,  where  the 
harvest  is  so  great  and  the  laborers  so  few,  and 
where  the  missionary  has  to  ride  freqi|!?ntly  forty 
and  fifty  miles  a  day,  undergoing  difficulties  and 
dangers  of  every  description.  He  adds,  that  he 
doubts  not  his  call,  and  he  is  willing  to  subject 
himself  to  such  arduous  labor. 

Prince  Gallitzin  was  the  second  priest  ordained 
in  the  United  States ;  and  he,  as  early  as  1799,  was 
settled  for  life  in  the  bleak  and  savage  region  of 
the  Alleghanics.  From  his  post  to  Lake  Erie, 
from  the  Susfpiehanna  to  the  Potomac,  there  was 
no  priest,  no  church,  no  religious  station  of  any 
kind.  Think,  then,  of  the  inevitable  labors  and 
privations  of  this  missionary ;  and  agsiin  under- 
stand how  the  devotion  to  Mary  was  spread  over 
North  America.  During  the  long  missionary  ex- 
cursions, frequently  his  bed  was  the  bare  floor,  his 
pillow  the  8ad<lle  ;  and  the  coarsest  and  most  for- 
bidding fare  constituted  his  repast.  Add  to  this, 
that  he  was  always  in  feeble  health,  always  in- 
firm and  delicate  in  the  extreme,  and  it  was  ever 
a  matter  of  wonder  to  others  how  the  little  he  ate, 
could  support  nature  and  hold  together  so  fr  igile 
a  frame  as  his.  A  vcrital)Ie  imitation  of  Paul, 
he  "  was  in  labor  and  painfulness,  in  watching  of- 
ten, in  hunger  and  thirst,  in  fasting  often,  in  cold 
and  nakedness."  When  he  first  began  to  reside 
permanently  on  this  mountain,  in  1779,  he  found 
not  more  than  a  dozen  Catholics,  scattered  here 
and  there  through  a  trackless  forest.  He  first  set- 
tled on  a  farm  generously  left  by  the  Maguire 
family  for  the  raaintainance  of  a  priest.  A  rude 
log  church,  some  twenty-five  or  thirty  feet  square, 
■was  sufficient  fora  considerable  time  for  the  first  lit- 
tle flock  that  worshipped  according  to  the  faith 


of  their  fathers  on  the  Allcghanv.  He  commenced 
his  colony  with  twelve  heads  of  families;  he  left 
b  'hind  him  when  he  die*!  six  thousand  devotees 
of  Mary.  But  the  population  grew  rapidly,  al- 
lured by  the  saintly  reputation  of  Father  Smith. 
It  was  he  who  purchased  enormous  tracts  of  land, 
who  built  the  grist  and  saw  mill,  he  who  found 
himself  oppressed  by  death  in  his  old  age.  Of 
course  he  expected  his  father's  inheritance,  and 
when  that  prince  died  in  1803,  he  was  pressed  to 
quit  his  beloved  Loretto  and  go  to  claim  his  rights 
in  Russia.  His  mother  and  friends  urged  him  to 
come  ;  his  Prelate  was  on  the  ix)int  of  command- 
ing him ;  but,  when  he  met  Bishop  Carroll,  he 
gave  reasons  for  remaining  among  his  flock, 
which  that  Prelate  could  not  refute.  He  stated 
that  he  caused  a  great  number  of  families  to  set- 
tle in  a  wild  and  uncultivated  region,  where  they 
formed  a  parish  of  considerable  size ;  that  the 
Legislature  proposed  to  establish  there  a  country 
seat,  and  that  numbers  still  flocked  thither.  The 
Bishop  at  length  fully  acquiesced  in  his  remain- 
ing, as  he  could  not  send  another  in  his  place. 
The  apostolic  missionary  then  wrote  to  his  mother, 
that  whatever  he  might  guin  by  the  voyage,  in  a 
temporal  point  of  tieic,  could  not,  in  his  cstmiation, 
be  compared  with  the  loss  of  a  single  soul  that 
might  be  occasioned  by  his  absence.  Had  he  gone, 
it  would  have  been  in  vain,  for  the  Emperor  and 
Senate  of  St.  Petersburg  settled  the  question  by 
disinheriting  him  for  "having  embraced  the  Cath- 
olic faith  and  clerical  profession.*'  Nevertheless, 
he  hoped  to  share  with  his  sister  who  had  inheri- 
ted all,  and  she  did  supply  him,  until  the  ruined 
German  prince,  De  Solm,  whom  she  had  married, 
made  way  with  her  fortune  as  he  had  done  with 
his  own.  Then  came  his  days  of  debt,  dreariest 
of  all  days  to  men.  But  he  lived  so  that  none 
should  suffer  but  himself.  He  neither  ate  nor 
drank  nor  was  clothed  at  the  expense  of  any  credi- 
tor or  others.  His  fare  was  black  bread  and  a  few 
vegetables;  coffee  and  tea  were  unknown  luxur- 
ies in  those  times.  His  clothing  was  home-made 
and  of  the  homliest  description  ;  his  mansion  was 
a  miserable  log  hut,  not  denied  even  to  the  poor- 
est of  the  poor.  With  the  prodigal  son  of  the 
Gospel,  but  m  a  more  meritorious  and  heroic  sense, 
he  could  say  :  "  How  many  hired  servants  in  my 
father's  house  have  plenty  of  bread,  and  I  here 
perish  with  hunger!"  "Being  now,"  he  says,  "in 
my  sixty-seventh  year,  burthened,  moreover,  with 
the  remnant  of  my  debts,  reduced  from  $18,000 
to  about  $2.500, 1  had  better  spend  my  few  re- 
maining years,  if  any,  in  trying  to  pay  off  that 
balance,  and  in  preparing  for  a  long  journey." 
On  that  Loretto  of  his  love  he  expended  from 
the  wreck  of  his  fortunes  $150,000.  So  it  is  ^th 
the  servitors  of  Mary.  Three  centuries  ago  they 
gave  their  bodies  to  be  burned,  their  heads  to  the 
scalping  knife,  their  finger  joints  to  the  teeth  of 
the  Iroquois;  later,  they  ^ve  their  fortunes, 
counting  them  as  nothing  it  so  they  might  win 
souls  to  Christ.  Let  his  friend  and  biographer 
tell  the  secret  of  all  this,  and  thus  show  what  a 
Muscovite  Prince  can  have  in  common  with  Ave 
Maria.    As  he  had  taken  for  his  models  the  Uvea 
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of  Saint  Francis  of  Sales,  Saint  Charles  Bor- 
romeo,  Saint  Vincent  of  Paul,  so,  like  them,  he 
was  distinguished  for  his  tender  and  lively  devo- 
tion to  the  Blessed  Virgin ;  and  he  lost  no  oppor- 
tunity of  extolling  the  virtues  of  Mary,  lie  en- 
deavored to  be  an  imitator  of  \n.'r  a.'<  sJie  wis  of 
Chrid.  He  recited  her  rimary  evry  evening  (imong  ' 
his  household,  and  inculcated  constantly  on  his 
people  this  admirable  devotion,  and  all  the  other  ! 
2)ious  exercises  in  honor  of  Mary.  The  church  in  | 
which  he  said  daily  Mass,  he  had  dedicated  under 
the  invocation  of  this  ever  glorious  Virgin,  whom 
all  nations  were  to  call  blessed;  it  was  in  honor 
of  Mary,  and  to  place  his  people  under  her  par- 
ticular patronage,  that  he  gave  it  the  name  of  Lo- 
retto,  wliich,  towering  above  the  blue  wave  of  the 
Adriatic,  on  the  Italian  coast,  exhibits  to  the 
Christian  pilgrim  the  hallowed  and  magnificent 
temple  Avhich  contains  the  sainted  slirine  of 
Mary's  humble  house,  in  ichich  ^heat  N'tzareth  heard 
announced  the  mystery  of  the  Incarnation,  and  which 
the  mariners,  as  they  pass  to  encounter  the  perils 
of  the  deep,  or  return  in  safety  from  them,  salute, 
chanting  the  joyous  hymn,  Ace  Maris  Stella  !  For 
like  Saint  Jolm,  he  recognized  in  her  a  Mother 
recommended  to  him  by  the  words  of  the  dying 
Jesus:  "He  saith  to  the  disciple:  Behold  thy 
Mother!"  And  so,  when  the  frame  was  worn  out 
in  her  service  and  her  Son's,  he  went  up  to  sec 
Ler  face  on  high. 


SAINT  JANE  I\_I)E  OHANTAL. 

The  Church  celebrates  on  the  twenty-first  of 
this  month  the  feast  of  this  perfect  model  for  the 
world  and  the  cloister.  She  was  born  in  the  most 
elevated  ranks  of  society,  her  father  being  presi- 
dent of  the  Parliament  at  Dijon;  and  at  a  time 
when  heresy  was  making  sad  ravages  in  the  coun- 
try. As  a  child,  she  astcmised  and  delighted  all 
by  her  angelic  beauty,  piety  and  modesty,  joined 
to  high  thoughts  and  words  of  faith  wortiiy  the 
confessors  ot  the  faith. 

Being  scarcely  five  years  old,  she  was  playing 
in  her  father's  cabinet,  when  a  lively  discussion 
took  place  between  the  president  and  a  gentleman 
of  his  acquaintance  on  the  subject  of  the  Holy 
Eucharist.  The  latter  remarked  that  what  pleased 
him  particularly  in  the  reformed  religion  was  the 
denial  of  the  real  presence  of  our  Lord  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament.  At  these  words  the  little 
child  could  no  longer  l)e  still,  but  running  up  to 
the  gentleman  and  casting  a  reproachful  glance  at 
him,  said — "Sir,  you  must  believe  that  Jesus 
Christ  is  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  because  He  has 
said  it,  and  when  yoU  do  not  believe  it,  you  make 
ortiim  a  liar!"  The  tone  with  which  she  si^oke 
ast(mished  the  Protestant,  who  undertook  to  argue 
with  her;  but  she  stopped  him  by  the  wisdom  of 
her  replies,  and  the  ardor  of  her  faith  enchanted 
all  present.  Embarrassed  by  her  lively  repartees, 
the  gentleman  concluded  to  terminate  the  discus- 
sion, as  we  usually  do  with  children,  by  giving 
her  sweetmeats.  She  took  them  in  her  apron,  and 
without  touching  them  threw  them  into  the  fire, 
saying — "See,  sir,  how  they  burn!  and  all  heret- 
ics will  burn  in  like  manner  in  hell  because  they 


do  not  believe  what  our  Lord  has  said." 

Another  day  the  same  nobleman  was  discussing 
as  usual,  when  the  holy  child  approached  him  and 
said — "Sir,  if  you  had  called  the  king  a  liar  my 
papa,  as  president,  would  hang  you ;  and,"  she 
continued,  pointing  to  a  painting  of  Saints  Peter 
and  Paul,  "as  you  so  often  call  our  Lord  a  liar, 
those  two  Presidents  there  will  hang  yon." 

Her  father,  charmed  with  these  happy  dis- 
positions, made  use  of  every  means  to  develop 
them.  The  most  accomplished  and  skillful  mas 
ters  thoroughly  instructed  her  in  all  the  branches 
of  a  solid  and  brillifint  educjition  On  her  en- 
trance into  the  world  she  was  the  charm  and  soul 
of  the  most  distinguished  society.  And  although 
she  lived  in  the  sixteenth  century,  when,  from  the 
portraits  of  the  time,  we  can  see  the  passion  that 
existed  for  luxury  and  the  greatest  excesses  of  the 
toilet,  she  possessed  the  happy  grace  of  being  al- 
ways admired,  always  charming,  without  in  the 
slightest  yielding  to  the  sinful  artifices  of  the 
toilet;  and  the  title  universally  given  to  her  was 
the  "perfect  lady." 

In  the  world  her  courage  increased  with  her  du- 
ties. Saint  Chantal  lived  in  an  age  saddened  by 
great  apostates  and  scandals ;  God  therefore  seem- 
ed to  give  her  all  gifts  needed  to  oppose  them.  A 
great  and  noble  name,  brilliant  fortiuie ;  a  husband 
worthy  of  her,  whom  she  f(mdly  loved ;  four  lovely, 
intelligent  children ;  so  that  when  the  day  arrived 
when  she  tore  herself  from  all  these  strong  and 
sweet  ties,  the  world  was  obliged  to  avow  that  there 
was  something  divine  in  all  this.  And  because 
this  sacrifice,  great,  though  it  was,  might  not  be 
sufficient  to  reveal  to  mankind  the  divine  strength 
in  the  Church,  both  before  she  left  the  world 
and  afterward,  God  placed  her  on  the  cross  and 
gave  her  to  drink  from  the  bitter  chalice  of  sor- 
rows. Wife— she  saw  her  husband  suddenly  cut 
off  ill  the  flower  of  his  age ;  mother — she  saw  die, 
one  after  another,  almost  all  her  children  and 
grandchildren;  religious — she  suffered  in  her 
body  strange  and  most  painful  si(rkness,  while  tor- 
mented in  her  mind  by  frightful  temptations. 
Although  she  had  not,  as  Saint  Dominic  or  Saint 
Francis  of  Assissi,  the  glory  to  create  her  Order,  nor, 
as  Saint  Teresa,  the  sorrow  of  reforming  it,  still 
she  had  the  humble  happiness  of  co-operating 
and  of  defending  it  against  a  thousand  dangers 
which  attend  such  a  work  at  its  commencement ; 
so  by  many  titles  she  therefore  merits  to  be  placed 
among  those  grand  saints.  And  as  foundress,  the 
world  rose  up  against  her ;  she  overcame  insur- 
mountable obstacles;  she  was  calumniated;  and 
she  had  many  enemies,  even  among  the  g(X)d,  but 
she  was  neither  discouraged  nor  disheartened. 
Her  great  heart  was  stronger  after  every  trial ; 
and  during  fifty  years  of  uninterrupted  martyr- 
dom, she  made  the  world  admire  in  all  Christian 
vigor  and  magnanimity  what  the  Holy  Scripture 
has  so  well  named  the  strong  woman.  But  this 
strength  did  not  diminish  her  sensibility  or  lier 
tenderness.  Every  sacrifice  pierced  her  soul ; 
every  act  of  strength  drew  from  her  fhe  cry  of 
sorrow,  and  it  is  this  that  renders  her  heroism  so 
touching  and  so  beautiful. 
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of  her  liff,  written  by  the  Abb(5  Bougaud, 
Bishop  Dupnnloup  says: 

"  Vrry  low  liven  of  tlic  sftlntH  are  written  as 
they  shnuUl  be,  but  in  this  worlc  we  liave  all  that 
can' be  desired.  It  cliarnu'd  and  astonislied  ine, 
and  I  have  read  it  a  second  time,  pencil  in  hand, 
with  an  increasing  a<lniiration.  You  have  made 
a  prolbun'l  study  of  this  great  soul ;  it  is  no  dry 
biography,  but  a  large,  gran«l  history,  painte<i  by 
the  hand  of  a  master,  and  in  it  this  rich  and  fruit- 
ful life  is  displayed  in  all  its  phases.  Nothing  is 
abridged  or  overcharged.  It  is  the  Saint  who 
speaks,  more  than  the  author  ;  we  see  her  living, 
breathing  in  every  stage  of  her  life  ;  the  crowning 
point  which  is  given  to  the  different  scenes  otthis 
grand  and  saintly  life,  is  that  in  the  grandeur  of 
Saint  Chantal  we  see  all  the  gnindeur  of  the  8«•^- 
enteenth  century.  Around  her  is  grouped  a  crowd 
of  strong  and  elevated  souls,  drawn  from  the  fir!>t 
ranks  of  society  by  divers  but  admirable  ways. 
In  f  (Mowing  her  ap<'Stolic  course,  we  penetrate 
with  her  into  the  oldest  and  most  distinguished 
families,  or  folhiw  her  steps  into  all  our  most 
n(»ble  cities ;  we  learn  in  detail  those  grand  cus- 
toms, those  antique  tniditions,  that  ancient  austere 
lite;  we  become  familiar  with  those  fathers  of 
families  so  strong  and  so  cf)urageous — those  devo- 
ted mothers  surrounded  by  their  unitetl  chililren. 
Yet  beautiful  as  may  be  this  public  and  exterior 
life,  you  .stop  not  here,  but  introduce  i^into  her 
private  life,  where  we  tind  the  mo^t  exquisite 
charm  in  the  lives  of  the  saints.  In  your  work  we 
foHow,  day  by  day,  year  by  year,  the  progress  of 
the  Saint  in  piety,  love  of  the  poor,  uiortiiicjition, 
patience,  gentleness  and  union  with  God.  We  see 
the  ob>tacles  she  had  overcome  ;  the  temptations, 
the  discouragements  to  arrest  or  destroy  ;  and 
what  is  still  more  precious,  we  know  the  reme- 
dies given  by  her  Siiintly  director,. the  practices 
or  piety  which  he  counseled,  all  the  admiral)le 
means  by  which  he  consoled  her,  fortified  her, 
and  caused  her  to  ascend  from  virtue  to  virtue, 
from  light  to  light,  even  to  the  most  sublime  love 
of  God.  All  this  makes  the  life  of  Saint  Chantal 
not  only  the  most  interesting  but  the  most  useful 
of  books,  to  be  used  as  a  guide  for  all  Christian 
women,  which  will  teach  them  by  example  how 
always  to  advance  toward  Gt»d  without  ever 
growing  discouraged.  There  they  will  find  all 
the  weakness  of  human  nature,  all  its  interior  sad- 
ness; but  they  will  see  them  explained  and  c<m- 
soled  by  a  saint,  surmounted  and  overcome  by  a 
saint — two  lessons  equally  beautiful  and  equally 
useful." 

From  this  work,  so  highly  praised,  we  extract 
the  following 

POKTRAIT  OF  SAINT   CHANTAIi. 

At  the  second  monastery  of  the  Visitation,  in 
Paris,  is  a  portrait  of  Saint  Chantal,  at  the  age  of 
sixty-five,  in  which  we  see  her  in  all  the  luster  of 
her  beautiful  old  age.  We  find  the  same  traits  as 
on  the  portrait  taken  in  her  youth,  save  that  un- 
der the  influence  of  age  and  the  action  of  virtue 
the  physiogomy  has  slightly  changed.  What  was 
ardent — I  almost  said  proud — in  the  face  of  the 
Saint  at  twenty   has  disappeared.     The  brilliant 


flame  is  subdueil,  the  Hp.s  l.»ear  the  impress  of  rav- 
i.xhing  g'KKiness,  the  chin  has  become  roun<led, 
and  completes  tlie  perfect  expn-ssionof  sweetness. 
Hut  we  still  8e<'  the  same  liigh,  large  forehead; 
the  temples,  which  strongly  testify  the  energy  of 
her  character ;  hercheeks  full  and  colored,  covered, 
as  we  sonu  times  see,  ^th  little  veins  which  at- 
test the  ardor  of  the  temix'rament ;  a  nose  slightly 
a(|uiline;  an  amiable  mouth — and  that  grand  air, 
so  full  of  distinction,  majesty  and  grace,  tempered 
now,  more  than  in  her  youth,  by  modesty  and 
transfigured  by  gcHxlness. 

Let  us  place  by  the  side  of  this  painting  the 
beautiful  portrait  of  Saint  Teresa,  which  the  Bol- 
landists  have  recently  published.  At  a  glance 
we  shall  .see  in  what  these  great  Saints  resembled 
each  other:  both  full  of  intelligence,  vivacity, 
ardor  an<l  energy,  but  with  a  marked  trait  which 
shows  where  they  differ.  The  mind  of  Saint  Ter- 
esa, like  her  glance,  is  clear,  limpid  and  elevated ; 
a  pure  intelligence,  mounting  without  effort  to 
the  tnost  sublime  ideas  and  delighting  in  the 
highest  elevati.)ns.  The  mind  of  Saint  Chantal 
was  of  another  cast ;  she  was  wholly  praclict.1 ; 
possessing  a  keen  penetration,  more  solid  than 
brilliant;  of  rare  judgment  and  good  s<;nsc.  She 
posse.ssed  in  the  highest  degree  the  qualities  most 
rarely  united — we  might  s;»y,  of  the  most  opposed  : 
vivacity  and  patience,  irresistable  ardor  and  un- 
shaken con.stancy,  a  firmness  over  herself  and  the 
gilt  of  authority  over  others.  One  might  say  she 
was  born  to  command,  so  natural  it  was  for  her ; 
and  had  she  not  been  careful,  this  would  have 
been  her  stumbling  block,  and  she  would  have 
become  haughty,  ])roud.  imperious,  supporting  no 
resi^tance  whatever.  Happily,  the  grace  of  God 
and  the  gentle  direction  of  Saint  Francis  de  Sales 
corrected  this  defect,  and  developed  in  lier  soul  a 
sweetness  and  humility,  so  much  the  more  admir- 
able, as  it  was  not  natural. 

There  may  have  been  hearts  more  tender,  but 
none  of  greater  warmth,  fidelity,  and  devotcdness. 
All  these  beautiful  gifts  were  evidently  only  step- 
ping stones — the  means  of  arriving  at  a  great  end. 
What  would  she  have  done  with  them  had  she 
passed  all  her  life  in  her  castle  at  Bourbilly  y  She 
would  have  loved  her  children,  I  admit;  but 
could  she  have  loved  them  more  than  she  did? 
She  might  have  closed  their  eyes — for  in  remain- 
ing with  them  .she  could  not  have  prevented  them 
from  dying;  and  then  she  would  have  remained 
an  old  widow,  in  lier  far-off  castle;  she  might 
have  adorned  it  more  magnificently ;  probably 
she  might  have  taken  her  little  grand-daughters, 
and  educated  Madame  de  Chantal  for  religipn 
and  Madame  Sevignii  for  the  world.  But  shedid 
immensely  more  for  us  and  for  herself  in' follow- 
ing her  vocation. 

On  the  foundation  of  thee  minent  qualities  she 
possessed,  God  sowed  at  an  early  hour  the  seed 
of  the  highest  virtue.  In  her  history  we  have 
seen  what  she  was  in  her  childhood  and  in  her 
youth.  She  wrote  with  her  blood  the  profession 
of  faith  of  the  Council  of  Trent.  Her  great  hap- 
piness in  church  was  to  hear  the  Credo  sung,  saying 
that  "  this  union  of  voices  and  hearts  in  the  same 


230 


AVE    MARIA. 


act  of  faith  ravished  her  soul."  Slie  honored  in  a 
particular  manner  the  holy  Patriarch  Abraham, 
named  in  the  Scriptures  tlie  father  of  the  faithful ; 
and  after  she  had  sacrificed  her  son  to  obey  God  as 
he  had  done,  her  devotion  toward  him  augmented. 
Among  books,  none  pleased  her  more  than  the 
Acts  oJ'tJie  Apostles.  The*  heroic  pages — brilliant 
■with  the  faith  of  Saint  Peter,  the  ardor  of  Saint 
Paul,  and  which  are  full  of  the  triumphs  of  tlie 
first  days  of  the  Church,  inflamed  her  grand  soul, 
and  she  always  spoke  of  them  with  enthusiasm. 
To  the  firmist  faith  she  joined  the  strongest  love 
for  God  ;  the  most  courageous  in  enterprises,  the 
most  constant  in  difficulties,  the  most  discreet  and 
the  most  humble  ;  and,  above  all,  the  most  gener- 
ous; a  love  which  made  her  abandon  all  to  the 
holy  will  of  God,  which  inundated  her  with  joy 
at  the  thought  of  participating  in  the  contempt 
aud  humiliations  of  her  Saviour.  To  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  this  love  was  most  particularly  dis- 
played. During  thirty-one  years  she  had  the  hap- 
piness of  communicating  daily  ;  and  ever  did  this 
sacrament  seem  new  to  her,  and  the  greatest  hap- 
piness of  her  life.  She  always  kept  in  her  cell 
some  of  the  flowers  that  had  withered  before  the 
tabernacle ;  a  Sister  once  asking  her  why  she  did 
so,  she  replied — "The  color  and  perfume  are  the 
life  of  the  flowers ;  these  I  send  to  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  where  they  fade  and  die — such  do  I 
wish  for  myself,  that  my  life,  which  passes  little 
by  little,  may  finish  before  God  in  honoring  this 
mystery  of  the  holy  Church." 

This  tender  piety  and  great  love  of  God  devel- 
oped in  Saint  Chantal  the  most  ardent  devoted- 
ness  to  the  Church.  She  felt  all  its  needs  and  all 
its  sorrows ;  wept  bitterly  over  the  disorders 
which  dishonored  it ;  and  very  few  men,  even 
priests,  had  as  true  and  profound  a  feeling  of  the 
apostolate.  Whatshedid  forthesjdvationofsoulsis 
almost  incredible.  At  the  age  of  seventy  she  la- 
bored by  her  presence  in  Savoy,  France  and  Italy, 
and  she  died  in  her  travels.  Worthy  end !  Worthy 
end  of  an  apostle  and  foundress,  leaving  eighty 
houses  established  by  her,  and  an  immense  number 
of  souls  enlightened  and  converted  by  her. 

Such  works  could  not  be  accomplished  without 
meeting  obstacles,  contradictions,  even  anger,  ha- 
tred, envy  and  jealousy.  Even  the  best  inten- 
tioned,  at  times,  niisunder.stood  her,  and  brought 
accusations  against  her  ;  but  she  used  these  to  in- 
crease her  humility.  And  this  humility  was  even 
still  more  apparent  in  her  successes.  In  her  old 
age  she  blushed  as  a  young  girl  when  praises  or  ova- 
tions which  she  could  not  avoid,  were  bestowed 
upon  her.  She  would  not  permit  any  one  to  give  her 
the  name  of  foundress,  and  she  effaced  the  name 
wherever  she  found  it.  Through  the  same  beau- 
tiful spirit  of  humility,  she  refused  to  address  the 
sisters,  when  writing  to  them,  as  my  child  or  my 
daughter — regarding  herself  as  the  last,  and  the 
servant  of  all.  "  I  have  been,"  she  said,  "  like 
those  rough  laborers  whom  the  master  of  the 
household  engages  at  harvest  time,  to  whom  he 
says  '  Come  here — go  there — return  to  the  field — 
or,  go  elsewhere ;'  so"  she  continued,  with  humil- 
ity, "  at  the  commencement  our  Blessed  Father 


treated  me  as  the  servant  of  the  Institute — '  Go  and 
establish  yourself  at  Lyons;'  Go  to  Grenoble ;'  'Re- 
turn and  go  to  Bourges ;'  '  Leave  Bourgesandgo  to 
Paris  ;'  '  Quit  Paris  and  return  to  Dijon.'  For 
many  years  I  did  nothing  but  go  and  come  at  the 
call  of  this  dear  father  of  the  family ;  now  I  am 
nothing  but  a  poor  useless  person  of  sixty-five, 
good  for  nothing  in  the  Institute,  unless  it  be  to 
tell  what  were  the  intentions  of  our  Father.  I 
am  only  the  first  sister  of  our  Religious.  I  should 
certainly  be  very  rash,  seeing  how  little  grol  I 
have  ever  done,  if  I  wished  for  any  quality  but 
that  of  servant,  and  of  a  useless  servant." 

The  same  humble  sentiments  which  she  had  of 
herself,  she  also  had  of  the  Order  she  founded. 
By  a  rare  delicacy  of  mind  aud  heart,  in  her  af- 
fection, she  placed  it  above  all,  but  in  her  esteem 
she  gave  it  only  the  last  place.  Neither  the  shin- 
ing virtues  of  her  spiritual  daughters,  nor  the 
rapid  propagation  of  the  Visitation,  nor  the  part 
she  had  taken  therein,  nor  even  the  high  sanctity 
of  Saint  Francis  de  Sales,  ever  changed  her 
humble  judgment  on  this  subject.  "  No  ;  cer- 
tainly no,"  she  said ;  "  we  must  not  exalt  our 
Institute,  nor  jiraise  it  above  others,  nor  even  al- 
low that  it  equal  others  ;  but  let  us  frankly  con- 
fess that  it  is  by  birth  the  last  in  the  Church ;  as 
our  holy  founder  said — a  little  March  violet  with- 
out any  brilliancy  in  its  color." 

The  greatest  mortification  accomplished  in 
Mother  Chantal  the  work  commenced  by  her  hu- 
mility. By  obedience  to  her  rules  she  renounced 
strict  fasts  and  bloody  disciplines,  but  this  renun- 
ciation of  corporal  austerities  did  not  cause  her 
to  be  less  austere  and  mortified.  When  she  went 
to  Turin  to  found  a  house  of  the  Order,  the  Duke 
of  Lullin  told  Madame  Royale,  who  was  present, 
to  remark  the  splendor  of  the  foundress;  her 
shoes  were  patched  in  two  or  three  places,  and 
tied  with  coarse  leather  strings.  All  her  clothing 
was  patched  and  old  ;  she  besought  the  clothes- 
keeper  to  let  her  continue  wearing  a  veil  that  al- 
ready counted  fourteen  or  fifteen  pieces.  She  kept 
her  habits  until  they  were  completely  worn  out. 
"  I  assure  you,"  she  writes, "  that  during  eight  years 
I  have  constantly  worn  the  winter  h;;bit  wh'c'.i  our 
dear  sisters  in  Dijon  gave  me  ;  and  I  hope,  if  God 
spares  me  life,  to  wear  it  two  or  three  years  longer. 
Really  I  am  ashamed  to  see  religious,  who  have 
vowed  themselves  to  poverty,  think  so  much  about 
their  clothing."  When  she  started  on  her  last 
journey  she  would  not  permit  them  to  make  her 
any  new  clothes  ;  and  the  evening  of  her  depar- 
ture she  asked  for  some  pieces  to  mend  her  habit, 
which  was  quite  worn  out.  Until  the  age  of  sixty 
she  slept  in  the  common  dormitory.  Never  would 
she  have  anything  in  particular  for  herself,  and 
she  would  often  beseech  the  Sisters,  with  tears  in 
her  eyes  and  joined  hands,  to  leave  her  at  liberty 
to  live  in  poverty  and  mortification.  It  is  the 
part  of  the  saints  to  unite  in  themselves  the  vir- 
tues the  most  opposite  in  appearance.  This  wo- 
man, so  austere,  was  singularly  amialile  and  gay. 
At  twenty  years  of  age  she  had  been  named,  the 
perfect  lady ;  and  there  was  a  proverb  at  Bour- 
billy,  among  the  gentlemen  and  ladies  of  rank, 
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tlmt  there  was  no  joy  when  Mndain  Chantal  was 
absent.  Fifty  years  after,  when  the  vencral>le 
foundre)w  verge*!  on  her  seventieth  year,  she  was 
still  the  joy  of  the  monasteries  in  which  she  resi- 
ded. She  was  very  fomi  of  versification,  and  tiiey 
wrote  a  great  ileal  at  the  Visitation.  Mothers 
Favre,  Brechaud  and  Chatel  wrote  hymns,  which 
she  caused  to  be  sung  in  recreatit)ns  on  festival 
days.  She  sometimes  wrote  verses  herself,  and  to 
excite  her  daughters  to  a  holy  joy,  would  sing  the 
same  with  them,  or  reJate  interesting  stories,  thus 
temperiit|f  the  mi.sterities  of  life  l)y  an  incompara- 
ble gift  of  gaiety  and  amiability. 

We  have  left  her  love  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  for 
the  last.  So  many  virtue.",  as  is  always  the  ca.se, 
were  accompanie«i  with  the  most  tender  devotion 
toward  her  holy  Mother.  When  a  mere  child, 
on  the  d(rath  of  her  own  mother,  she  turned  to- 
ward the  Blessed  Virgin  and  besought  her  to 
take  her  as  her  daughter;  she  always  cjilled  hur- 
self  her  child,  consulted  her  as  we  consult  our 
mothers,  and  called  on  her  aid  in  all  her  under- 
takings and  sorrows.  When  she  became  a  Reli- 
gious she  chose  her  for  her  Abbess,  and  in  token 
of  h(  r  perpetual  servitude  made  a  vow  to  say  the 
beads  every  day. 

Of  all  Feasts  she  loved  best  the  Immaculate 
Conception.  She  wrote  to  a  great  many  monas- 
teries and  abbeys  to  beseech  them  to  celebrate 
this  festival  with  the  greatest  possible  solftiinity, 
in  order  to  excite  the  people  to  revere  this  holy 
prerogative.  "  I  should  be  happy,"  she  added, 
*' to  give  my  life  to  sustain  it."  She  constantly 
recited  the  beautiful  prayer  of  Saint  Bernard,  the 
"Remember," and,  in  many  circumstances, she  ad- 
vised no  other  remedy  for  weak,  troubled,  or 
discouraged  souls,  than  devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  One  year,  while  she  was  making  her  re- 
treat, three  sisters  went  to  ask  some  permission 
from  her.  They  found  her  with  her  arms  crossed, 
before  a  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  in  place 
of  replying  to  their  request,  she  required  them  to 
make  every  day,  during  their  annual  retreats,  a 
quarter  of  an  hour's  meditation  before  an  image  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  opening  the  litany  she 
said  :  "See  how  we  have  all  in  Mary.  If  we  are 
children,  she  is  our  Mother;  if  we  are  feeble,  she 
is  strong;  if  we  need  grace,  she  is  the  Mother  of 
Divine  Grace;  if  we  are  ignorant,  she  is  the  Seat 
of  Wi.sdom  ;  if  we  are  sad,  she  is  the  Cause  of  our 
Joy."  And  in  this  manner  she  continued  to  the 
end,  after  which  she  dismisse<i  the  sisters,  beseech- 
ing them  to  pray  earnestly  to  the  Blessed  Virgin 
for  her.  "What  ])rayers  shall  we  say?"  "The 
])est  prayer,"  replied  the  Saint,  "  is  to  praise  God 
for  the  grandeurs  He  has  given  her.  and  the  choice 
He  deigned  to  make  of  her  to  be  Ilis  true  Mother." 

In  her  last  sickness  and  on  her  death  bed,  her 
devotion  and  Cfinfidence  in  the  Blessed  Virgin 
was  displayed  in  the  most  lively  manner.  The 
eve  of  the  Immaculate  Conce])tion,  although  over- 
come by  illness,  she  went  to  the  refectory,  and, 
kneeling  with  her  arms  extended,  she  twice  re- 
pented :  0  Mater  Dei,  incnwnto  mei  !  then  add(nl : 
"  O  most  holy  Mother  of  God,  by  thy  Immacu- 
late Conception  remember  and  assist  me  now,  but 


al)Ove  all  at  the  hour  of  my  death."  And  when 
that  drew  near,  her  looks  were  constantly  fixed  on 
the  image  of  Jesus  crucified  and  that  of  the  Blesaed 
Virgin  attached  to  the  curtain  of  her  l>ed,  fre- 
quently repeating:  Murin,  nuUer  gratue,  etc. 

"Mother,"  said  Father de  Legendres,  "the  great 
sufferings  you  now  endure  are  the  clamors  which 
precede  the  coming  of  the'  Spouse.  Behold,  He 
comes;  will  you  not  go  before  Him?"  "Ye«, 
Father,"  she  answered,  "  I  am  going ;  Jesus,  Jesua, 
Jesus,"  and  in  saying  these  words  she  passed  to 
her  Qk)d. 


THE  LOSTOHUROH. 

At  some  remote  and  unknown   period  a  church 
was  lost  in  a  vast  German  forest,  and  ever  afler, 
vesper  chants  and  sweet  hymns  to  the    Blessed 
Virgin  used  to  be  heard  in  the  depths  of  these 
wild  woods ;  but  no  one  could  ever  find  the  church, 
or,  if  any  one  did,  he  neter  returned — so  opens  the 
legend  which  we  give  in  verse : 
There  is  a  legend  I  have  somewhere  read, 
Of  a  vast  forest,  where,  'mid  song  of  birds 
And  murmuring  streams,  the  wanderer  oft  heard 
A  solenm  and  mysterious  sound.     At  times, 
A  vesper  chant  seemed  borne  upon  the  breeze, 
Of  wondrous  melody;  and  now  a  chime, 
DisUint  and  faint,  as  of  cathedral  Jk'IIs,  [told 

Came  from  the  woodland  depths ;  and  tales  were 
Of  a  lost  church,  to  which  the  path,  once  trode 
By  thousand  pilgrims,  could  be  found  no  more : 
A  church  of  Blessed  Mary ;  one  of  old 
Held  venerable  for  miracle,  and  lost 
In  the  black  forest,  'mid  long  years  of  strife. 
And  hence,  'twas  deemed,  came  those  mysterious 
Like  to  no  earthly  music,  for  they  tilled    [sounds, 
The  heart  with  a  strange  yearning  and  unrest, 
And  led  the  steps  of  many  thro'  these  wilds, 
Seeking  the  shrine  of  that  deep  melody, 
The  melody  of  Heaven — Rgina  sweet. 
Suite  Ruginn  softly  on  the  air ; 
At  eventide  S<iucta  Maria.     Then 
Rich  chanting  of  the  Mass  before  the  dawn. 
Beneath  the  linden  trees 

Three  maidens  sate,  and  sang,  and  wove  the  while 
liright  summer  flowers  in  garlands  for  their  hair. 
Echoed  the  voice  of  their  light-heartedness. 
Back  from  dim  greenwood  bowers ;  but  ^ne  the 
Heard  amid  all  a  deep  and  solemn  voice,  [while 
That  seemed  to  call  her  thence  ;  straight  from  her 
Fell  the  unfinished  garland.s,  as  she  rose,  [hand 
And  heedless  of  entreaty  or  lament, 
Passed  from  their  sight  into  those  wondrous  shades, 

A  funeral  train 
Wound  thro'  the  forest ;  a  young  bride  was  borne 
To  her  last  resting  place — the  bridal  flowers 
Scarce  withered  on  her  brow.     Solemnly  rose 
The  chant  of  death  in  that  lone  wilderness; 
The  autumn  winds  among  the  whispering  pine.9 
Moaned  in  sad  unison ;  then,  sweet  and  low. 
Another  chant  was  there,  that  seemed  to  tell 
Of  hope  and  joy  celestial.     On  the  heart 
Of  him  who  heard,  it  fell  as  healing  balm. 
And  he  who  led  the  mourners  dried  his  tears — 
Ami  half  his  woe  forgotten,  with  new  hope, 
Trode  fearless  on  the  mystic  pilgrimage. 
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Anon,  a  regal  chfise      [there, 
Swept  through  the  forest ;  hawk  and  hound  were 
And  shout,  and  song  and  winded  bugle-horn, 
And  joyously  the  summer  woods  gave  back 
A  tliousand  merry  echoes.     So  they  s])ed  [chance, 
Tlirough  the  briglit  summer  morn ;   and  if  per- 
Mysterious  tones  were  tliere.  they  heard  them  not ; 
Or,  hearing,  gave  light  heed ;  but,  as  the  day 
Wore  on,  less  frequent  grew  the  bugle  blast, 
Less  noisy  the  wild  chase  ;  and  solemn  sounds, 
Unheeded  'mid  their  boisterous  mirth,  arose, 
Sweet  from  afar.     Then  two,  the  noblest  there, 
Turned  even  from  their  monarch's  side  away; 
And  hawk  and  hound  forgotten,  heeded  not 
Voices  of  friends,  nor  merry  bugle's  note. 
Nor  heard  the  mocking  laughter  which  pursued 
Their  steps  unto  the  wild. 

Of  those  who  sought 
That  wondrous  temple,  some  were  wearied  soon, 
And  loitered  by  the  way ;  or  turned  aside  [chance 
To  hear  the  wood-bird's  notes,  and  deemed  j)er- 
That  such  had  been  the  melody  which  led 
Their  steps  into  the  wild ;  and  some,  again, 
Pressed  bravely  on, while  sunshine  cheered  the  way, 
But  in  the  gathering  darkness  shrunk  in  fear 
From  shapes  fantastic,  formed  by  waving  boughs 
In  the  dim  twilight,  while  the  solemn  moan 
Of  the  dark  lirs  tell  dreary  on  their  soul — 
Till,  weary  and  faint-hearted,  they  were  fain 
To  seek  the  shelter  of  some  woodman's  lint, 
And  ramble  back  at  morn.     To  such  as  these 
Came  mystic  voice  no  more.     Yet  some  there  were 
Whom  phantoms  frighted  not,  nor  sounds  appalled, 
Nor  travail  wearied,  till  they  knelt  entranced — 
So  ran  the  legend — in  a  wondnnis  fane, 
Beneath  whose  golden  dome  their  eyes  beheld 
Visions  too  bright  for  utterance.     Angel  bands, 
Clad  in  resplendent  vesture,  in  the  train 
Of  their  celestial  Queen,  the  Virgin  pure 
Who  gave  birth  unto  Jesus.     And  their  ears 
Were  ravished  with  a  melody  which  filled 
Their  hearts    with    bliss,  beyond   the   power  of 
And  days  and  years  went  by  unnoted  :    [thought, 

These  returned  no  more. 
I  loved  the  legend,  for  to  me  it  bore 
Ever  a  mystic  meaning ;  even  thus 
We  journey  through  the  wilderness  of  life. 
Where  human  joys  and  sorrows,  cares  and  fears, 
From  earth  upspringing  cast  aloft  a  shade, 
Darker  than  is  the  fqrest  canopy. 
Between  God's  blessed  sunshine  aud  the  soul. 
And  ever  thus,  oft  to  the  listening  heart, 
There  comes  a  still  small  voice  that  calls  away 
To  seek  for  better  things.     To  some  it  speaks 
In  life's  first  joyous  days,  ere  yet  the  flowers 
Are  withered  in  the  path,  or  they  have  learned 
How  sharp  the  thorns  they  hide.     To  some  again, 
In  hours  of  bitter  sorrow,  when  the  heart, 
Seeing  its  idols  broken,  turns  away. 
In  deep  despondence,  from  the  hollow  world, 
That  has  no  comfort  for  its  slave 
In  this  hour  of  need.     Blest  be  His  name 
who  even  thus  doth  guide  the  wanderer's  feet 
Into  that  narrow  way  which  leada  to  peace,  [voice, 
Rugged,  and  straight ;  but  strengthened  by  that 
Firm  are  the  pilgrim's  steps,  tho'  he  must  part 


The  brambles  from  the  way  with  bleeding  hands, 
And  tread  with  feet  unshod  the  flinty  cnig, — 
Slight  is  the  travail,  and  unfelt  the  pain. 
But  there  are  honrs  of  trial,  when  that  voice 
Is  heard  no  more,  and  to  the  listening  ear, 
Come  boding  sounds,  and  on  the  heart  there-falls 
A  sense  of  loneliness  unfelt  before — 
A  longing  for  life's  old  familiar  ways. 
And  friendly  voices  which  the  pilgrim  heard 
As  tho'  he  heard  them  not,  wliile  yet  his  soul 
Was  filled  with  heavenly  music^on  his  ear  [shades 
Sad    and   reproachful    sound — while'^athering 
Obscure  the  desert  way;  woe  for  the  soul 
If  now  she  slumber,  weary  or  look  back 
On  all  she  left  behind.     Oh  !  faint  not  now, 
For  there  is  One  dolh,  pityirg,  maik  and  count, 
Thine  ever  weary  sigh  ;  call  on  His  name 
Who  led  thee  forth  unto  the  wilderness, 
That  He  may  send  some  light  to  show 
Footprints  where  saints  have  trod  l)efore — 
Tlie  way  is  not  all  dreary — verdant  slopes 
There  are,  with  fountains,  in  whose  crystal  wave 
Is  sweet  refreshment.     Pilgrims  there  have  been 
Who,  onward  journeying,  with  constant  heart, 
Ami  step  unfaltering,  have  stood 
On  sunny  bights,  whenoe  they  beheld  afar 
The  Heavenly  City;  and  while  pilgrims  yet, 
Have  seen  the  glimmer  of  its  g  >lden  towers,  [glen 
And  cheered  their  steps  thro'  many  a  darksome 
With  that  remembered  vision.     Of  these  things 
The  world  in  its  vain  wisdom  knoweth  not, 
Or,  knowing,  scorns;  but  tiiey  who  persevere 
Upon  that  narrow  way,  shall  surely  know 
How  true  and  glrious  is  the  end  thereof — 
How  light,  and  passing,  will  lift's  sorrows  seem, 
On  that  blest  day,  when  pain  and  toil  are  done; 
Then  the  tired  pilgrim  folds  his  hands  to  rest, 
And  sleeps  to  wake  within  the  golden  gates 
Of  that  Celestial  City.     There  is  night 
No  more,  nor  need  of  morn,  nor  star — 
A"nd  sunshine  would  be  darkness,  for  the  smile 
Of  Him  he  followed  shall  be  light  and  joy 
Unto  his  soul  forever. 


Mart's  humility  was  so  profound  that  she  had 
no  propensity  on  earth  more  powerful  or  more  un- 
intermitting  than  that  of  hiding  herself,  even 
from  herself,  as  well  as  from  every  other  creature, 
so  as  to  be  known  only  to  God.  He  heard  her 
prayers  to  him,  when  she  begged  to  be  hidden, 
to  be  humbled,  and  to  be  treated  as  in  all  respects 
poor  and  of  no  account.  He  took  ])leasure  in  hid- 
ing her  from  all  human  creatures  in  her  concep- 
tion, in  her  birth,  in  her  life,  and  in  her  resurrec- 
tion and  Assumption.  Her  parents  even  did  not 
know  her,  and  the  angels  often  asked  of  each 
other:  Qumextuin?  Who  is  that?  Becau-etbe 
Most  High  either  hid  her  from  them,  or  if  He  re- 
vealed, any  thing  of  her  to  them,  it  was  nothing 
compared  to  what  He  kept  undisclosed. 

Our  holy  Mother  Mary's  heart  is  a  human 
mother's  heart,  possessing  naturally  all  the  dis- 
tinguishing attributes  of  a  human  heart,  even  its 
l^roneness  to  indulgence,  its  uncr^ical  pity  and 
tenderness,  and,  if  we  may  so  speak,  its  weaknesses 
of  love. 
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LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIKQIK. 
No.  6.— The  Baptum. 

'^  (Concluded.  1 

The  shouts  of  applause  had  died  away.  The 
crowd,  panting  and  intoxicated  witli  joy,  awaited 
breathlessly  the  first  accents  of  the  cometiian  whom 
it  idolized.  When  the  slave,  Mary,  perceived  her 
master,  her  head  sank  on  her  bosom,  and  the  tears 
slowly  coursed  down  her  cheeks.  The  good  Aritus 
saw  them ;  and  fearing  that  her  courage  was  fail- 
ing, ho  gently  exhorted  her :  "  Bride  of  Christ ! 
raue  thine  eyes  toward  Heaven,  where  thy  Spouse 
awaits  thee;  soon,  in  thy  wedding  garment,  shalt 
thou  sit  at  the  marriage  feast  of  the  Lamb." 

"  My  Father,"  sobbed  the  penitent,  "  thou  who 
hast  received  the  power  to  bind  and  loose,  say, 
will  He  judge  me  worthy  of  a  place  at  His  table  V" 

•'  Fear  not,  my  daughter;  wnen  thou  shalt  have 
passed  through  this  second  baptism,  thou  shalt 
ap|)ear  before  Him  pure  as  His  angels,  who  have 
never  sinned." 

"I  have  dishonored  his  worship;  I  have  given  up 
His  holy  mysteries  to  opprobrium  and  mockery." 

"  Will  God  refuse  thee  pardon,  when  thou  shalt 
have  given  him  this  bloody  proof  of  thy  faithful 
love  ?  when  thou  shalt  have  sought  Him  through 
the  gates  of  violent  death?  Behold  the  confi- 
dence which  animates  thy  brethren.  Already 
have  they  forgotten  this  life ;  already  their  souls, 
nearly  loosed  from  these  garments  of  flesh,  enjoy 
in  anticipation  the  rewards  of  martyrdom." 

"  They  have  no  cause  for  remorse.  They  have 
not  caused  the  profanation  of  our  holy  ceremonies." 

"If  thou  hast  done  so,  my  daughter,  it  was  not 
with  intent  to  sin  ;  thy  thought  was  not  of  sacri- 
lege, and  God  will  not  punish  thee." 

"  No,  no,  I  have  not  willfully  sinned.  I  was  de- 
ceived ;  I  too  easilly  believed  a  false  word.  I 
could  not  foresee  the  consequences." 

"  If  thou  hadst  sold  our  holy  mftnuscripts,  the 
diligence  of  our  brethren  could  repair  thy  fault." 

"  God  grant  that  my  crime  \)e  no  greater.  All 
the  insults  which  the  actor,  Ardelion,  shall  pour 
forth  upon  us,  it  is  I — it  is  I  who  have  taught 
them  to  him  ;  it  is  I  who  have  betrayed  to  him 
the  secrets  of  our  august  mysteries." 

"Since  he  deceived  thee  by  his  hypocrisy, thou 
art  not  accountable  for  his  impiety." 

"I  spoke  without  thought ;  I  knew  not  what  I 
was  doing." 

"Calm  thyself,  Mary,  and  wipe  away  thy  tears, 
lest  the  idolaters  believe  that  thou  tremblest.  So 
long  have  we  endured  mockings  and  ignominies 
that  we  care  not  for  them.  Are  we  not  blessed 
when  men  spit  upon  us  and  revile  us?  Shall  we 
heed  the  vain  words  of  these  jesters  ?  Moreover, 
is  the  power  of  God  limited  ?  Can  He  not  turn 
to  Hie  glory  the  blasphemies  of  Ilis  enemies?" 

A  burst  of  laughter  from  all  sides  of  the  amphi- 
theater drowned  their  voices.  The  martyrs  me- 
chanically turned  their  eyes  toward  the  stage. 

Two  actors  were  before  the  audience.  One 
ccun'erfeited  the  sacred  functions  of  a  priest. 
He  wore  the  national  costume  of  the  Jews,  a  peo- 
ple always  despised  in  Rome,  and  absolutely  odi- 
ous there  since  their  base  revolt  and  dispersion. 


I   The  pagans  affected  to  confound  the  faithful  with 

I  the  Hebrews,  and  surrounded  both  with  the  same 

I   ignominy.     Here  the  actor  exaggerated  to  the  ut- 

I   most  the  squalor  natural  Ut  the  descendants  of 

this  unfortunate  race.     His  rol>e  was  composed  of 

many  pieces  ofdilfcrent  colors,  worn  out  and  filtby, 

as  if  gathered  from  a  kennel.     A  grotesque  cap 

omamentetl  his  head,  and  a  neglected  beard  hung 

on  his  breast.     He  walked  Iwirefooted.  his  face 

bent  to  the  ground,  casting  to  the  right  and  left, 

gloomy,  sidelong  glances.     In  his  hand  he  held 

an  ill-8ha))cd  wooden  cross.     Ardelion  was  not 

less  meanly  clad.     He  wore  a  coarse  toga,  of  the 

stuff  used  by  th«  poorer  classea,    His  head,  feet 

and  arms  were  l^are. 

If  the  stage,  as  it  is  said,  is  the  mirror  of  man- 
ners, it  is  but  a  false  and  lying  mirror ;  it  lies  by 
exaggeration,  it  lies  by  caricature,  it  lies  by  cal- 
umny. 

It  was  not  the  design  of  the  actors  to  represent 
truly  the  belief  and  ceremonies  of  the  early 
Christians.  Degenerate,  as  was  this  Roman  mob, 
it  would  have  been  filled  with  surprise  and  admi- 
ration at  the  holy  majesty  of  our  faith.  In  order 
so  to  turn  Catholicity  into  ridicule,  in  ancient 
times  as  well  as  at  the  present  hour,  they  had  re- 
course to  calumny  and  immorality.  The  actors 
boldly  lent  their  imaginary  principles  and  man- 
ners to  the  Christians,  covering  them  with  a  ridi- 
cule for  which  no  causes  existe<i  in  reality.  But 
they  suited  their  jests  to  the  tastes  of  thepeople. 
They  did  not  pique  themselves  on  Attic  wit,  but 
wh(Miver  has  read  Aristophanes,  will  know  what 
must  be  understood  by  that  word ;  and  the  vaunt- 
ed cultivation  of  the  Athenian  writers  is  now  re- 
produced only  in  the  most  immodest  songs.  The 
present  impious  farce  was  composted  of  the  most 
obscene  jests  and  allusions,  accompanied  by  dis- 
gusting gestures.  Omitting  these  features,  which 
I  should  blush  to  reproduce,  I  give  the  following 
scene: 

"  My  fine  fellow,"  cried  the  other  buffoon,  ap- 
proaching Ardelion,  "stop  a  moment  and  listen 
to  me.  Your  face  pleases  me.  I  never  saw  you 
before,  and  already  I  am  interested  in  you.  I 
should  like  to  make  your  fortune.  What  is  your 
trade?" 

"  I  am  a  slave." 

"  Very  good." 

"  No,  it  is  not  very  good ;  it  would  be  much 
better  if  I  were  a  master." 

"You  shall  be  one,  if  you  will  give  yourself  to 
me.  This  meeting  is  fortunate  fi)r  you,  since  I 
seek  by  choice  the  dregs  of  the  people.  Would 
you  like  to  become  rich ?"     '"Rich?" 

"Would  you  like  to  possess  more  gold  than 
you  ever  dreamed  of  before  ?" 

"  Where  can  you  get  it  ?" 

"  Do  you  remember  King  Midas,  who  turned 
into  gold  every  thing  he  touched?" 

"  The  man  who  had  asses'  ears  ?" 

"  Well,  I  can  perform  the  same  wonder  before 
jour  eyes.  If  I  pronounce  a  certain  word,  this 
city  and  every  thing  in  it,  even  the  sand  in  the 
streets  and  the  filth  in  the  gutters,  will  become 
fine  gold."     "  How  ?" 
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"  By  magic ;  you  know  we  are  all  magicians." 

"Don't  you  fear  that  your  ears  will  grow 
longer  ?" 

"  1  desire  it.  Mine  have  been  cut  oflF,  and  ever 
since  I  have  been  making  vows  and  prayers  that 
they  might  grow  again." 

"  What !  you  are  a  sorcerer  and  yet  you  permitted 
your  ears  to  be  cropped  V" 

"  Permitted !  I  swear  to  you  that  it  was  with- 
out my  permission,  and  in  spite  of  me,  that  it 
was  done." 

It  was  at  this  repartee  that  the  audience  had 
uttered  those  shouts  of  laughter  which  interrupt- 
ed the  conversation  between  Mary  and  the  priest. 
The  attention  of  the  assembly  was  also  drawn 
away  by  the  entrance  of  two  foreign  ambassa- 
dors, of  a  nation  whose  name  was  then  for  the 
first  time  brought  to  Rome  ;  they  were  Vandals. 
When  silence  was  restored,  the  actors  continued : 

"And  do  you  hear  better  now?"  asked  Ardelion. 

"  No.     Not  much  at  least." 

"And  yet,  without  ears,  do  you  make  gold  ?  At 
what  rate  do  you  lend  it  ?  For  it  is  plain  you  do 
not  keep  it?" 

"  If  I  kept  it,  I  would  not  promise  to  give  it 
to  you  ?" 

"And  on  what  conditions  will  you  give  it  to  me?" 

"  Oh,  for  a  trifle ;  just  to  take  a  single  bath." 

"But,"  said  Ardelion,  smelling  him,  "a  bath 
would  not  hurt  you  either.  IIow  dreadful  you 
smell." 

"That  is  because  it  is  a  long  time  since  I 
took  one." 

"  Why  so  if  you  are  rich?" 

"  Because  our  religion  commands  us  to  be  dirty 
and  shock  decent  people.  That  is  why  we  ne- 
glect our  hair  and  our  nails." 

"  And  must  I,  too,  sleep  in  a  barrel  ?" 

"  Well,  yes,  from  time  to  time.  You  must  also 
abstain  from  eating  the  flesh  of  victims  offered 
to  the  gods,  and  from  swine's  flesh." 

"And  what  will  you  give  me  in  place  of  them  ?" 

"  First,  you  shall  drink  a  magic  nectar,  which 
will  fill  your  veins  with  delicious  intoxication 
mingled  with  dreams  and  ecstasies.  Maddened 
by  the  draught,  you  will  be  plunged  in  pleasure 
so  intense,  so  exquisite,  that  you  will  forget  every 
thing  beyond  them." 

"  But  why  do  you  celebrate  your  feasts  in  dark- 
ness and  privacy  ?" 

"  Because  if  celebrated  in  daylight,  the  sun 
would  be  darkened  with  horror." 

"  Truly  you  excite  my  curiosity.  And  to  ob- 
tain these  delights  what  must  I  do?" 

"  Adore  the  Cross." 

"  I  am  afraid  it  will  end  in  my  being  nailed 
to  it?" 

"  We  can  guard  you  from  that  by  our  enchant- 
ments." 

"And  yet  you  scarcely  ever  die  any  other  death?" 

"  That  is,  because  having  exhausted  the  cup  of 
pleasure  in  our  mysteries,  we  become  disgusted 
with  life.  Besides  we  have  charms  which  enable 
us  to  bear  the  worst  torture  without  suflfering." 

"  I  should  prefer  to  be  preserved  from  them  ; 
experience  might  not  quite  fulfill  your  promises?" 


"  Well,  you  must  determine  whether  you  will 
accept  my  offer  or  not  ?" 

"  It  tempts  me.     Is  there  any  thing  else  to  do  ?" 
"You  must  insult  the  gods;   you  must  treat 
Jupiter  as  an  old  reprobate,  and  the  goddesses  as 
infamous  courtesans." 

"  Oh,  that's  easy  enough." 

"  You  must  believe  there  are  three  and  yet  but 
one  God."     "  Yes — four." 

"  No,  no ;  three  and  one." 

"Very  well;  or  suppose  I  believe  nothing, 
which  is  easier  still  I  Well,  let  us  go  to  the 
bath." 

"  Oh,  you  can  just  as  well  take  it  here." 

"  What !  before  all  these  people  ?" 

"  My  son,  first  of  all  you  must  renounce  modes- 
ty. I  will  bring  some  water ;  I  have  then  only 
to  pour  it  over  your  head." 

"  You  will  then  come  down  with  your  money  ?" 

"  More  money  than  you  know  what  to  do  with." 

"  I  demand  a  hundred  thousand  million  ses- 
terces ?" 

"  You  shall  have  two  hundred  thousand  mil- 
lions." 

He  seized  an  urn  from  the  sill  of  a  door  in  the 
scene,  filled  it  with  water,  and  returned  immedi- 
ately. 

"  Where  did  you  get  this  water  ?"  cried  Arde- 
lion, "it  will  not  wash ;  it  will  soil  my  head." 

"  Bend  your  head,  I  say,  and  close  your  eyes. 
When  you  open  them  you  will  be  entirely  changed, 
and  you  will  see  that  I  have  not  deceived  you." 

The  buffoon  emptied,  on  the  head  of  Ardelion, 
the  urn  which  he  held ;  Ardelion  started  back, 
and  leaped  about  the  stage  with  cries  and  ges- 
tures which  elicited  shouts  of  laughter. 

"  Well,"  cried  he,  "the  money." 

"  Not  yet ;  you  moved  too  soon  ;  I  had  not  yet 
pronounced  the  cabalistic  words.  Your  impa- 
tience has  rendered  that  washing  useless;  we 
must  begin  again." 

"  Why,  I  am  already  wet  to  my  bones ;  the  wa- 
ter is  running  off  of  my  clothes." 

"  Do  not  be  in  a  hurry.  I  must  fill  my  vase 
again.  Now,"  he  lesumed,  "let  as  take  it  quiet- 
ly. What !  now,  have  I  forgotten  the  words  ? 
Oh,  there  they  are  :  'I  baptize  thee,  in  virtue  of 
this  water,  in  the  name  of  the  Triune  God — of 
the  Father,  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost.' 
Now  do  you  see  the  riches  you  are  to  receive  ?" 

To  God  all  things  are  possible ;  a  light  of  in- 
spiration overspread  the  countenance  of  Ardelion, 
and  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  deep  blue  sky. 

"I  see,  he  cried,  in  the  thrilling -accent  of  ear- 
nest conviction,  "1  see  the  heavens  open,  and 
angels  beckoning  me  and  offering  me  a  radiant 
crown." 

"  I  foretold  it,"  continued  the  other  actor,'  not, 
however,  without  a  startled  and  uneasy  air. 

"  I  am  a  Christian,"  cried  Ardelion,  "  I  go  to 
meet  the  angels." 

The  spectators  wildly  applauded  and  laughed 
tumultuously. 

"  The  baptism  of  water,"  said  the  ngw  convert, 
solemnly,  "will  not  suffice.  The  baptism  of  blood 
is  necessary  to  purify  my  soul." 
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The  people  apiin  clnpped  their  hands.  Tmns- 
porttHJ  witli  holy  enthusiasm,  the  actor  continued : 

"I  take  hack  all  the  falsehoods  I  have  uttered 
in  this  infamous  farco  against  the  God  of  the 
Chri-^tians,  who  alone  is  the  Creator  of  the  uni- 
verse, and  I  humbly  implore  His  pardon  through 
the  sacrifice  which  I  shall  make  for  Him," 

At  these  words,  he  leaped  into  the  gallery  at 
the  foot  of  the  stage,  cleared  the  grating,  and  ran 
to  join  the  other  Christians.  The  people,  who 
loved  him,  called  out  to  him:  "Comeback!  we 
have  laughed  enough.  Come  back  ;  they  are  go- 
ing to  loose  the  bcast&i"  But  he  no  longer  listen- 
ed to  them. 

"Refuse  not,"  he  cried  to  the  martyrs,  "to  ad- 
Miit  me  amongst  you,  unworthy  though  I  am  of 
sharing  your  victory.  And  thou.Tcrtia,  be  blessed  ; 
for  it  is  through  thy  prayers  that  the  grace  of 
God  has  saved  me." 

"  I  prayed  to  the  Virgin,"  meekly  answered  the 
slave. 

"  Thou  shalt  no  longer  bear  the  name  of  slave, 
when  thou  hast  shown  me  the  way  to  liberty, 
lieceive  the  stroke  of  enfranchisment." 

The  populace,  irritated  at  the  conversion,  ut- 
tered blood-thirsty  howls,  and  clamorously  d^ 
manded  the  appearance  of  the  wild  beasts.  The 
Vandals  rose  in  their  seats,  tossed  their  giant 
arms  into  the  air,  and,  roaring  with  savage  joy, 
they  summoned  the  actor  to  return.  He  refused, 
with  a  generous  pride.  The  martyrs  intoned  a 
psalm,  and  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after,  they  had 
received  the  palm  of  victory. 


Pastoral  Letter  of  the  Most  Bev.  Archbishop  of 
Oinoinnati. 

This  admirable  Pastoral  of  our  learned  and 
holy  Archbishop  reached  us  as  we  were  going  to 
press,  consequently,  too  late  to  givejt  entire.  This 
we  regret ;  but  as  the  Catholic  Tdegraph  is  so 
widely  circulated,  we  refer  our  readers  to  its  able 
columns,  and  invite  them  to  enjoy  the  whole  of 
this  clear  and  eloquent  elucidation  of  the  Encyc- 
lical of  our  Holy  Father  which  has  been  so  wan- 
tonly garbled  and  misrepresented  by  a  portion  of 
the  secular  press : 

We  are  aware  that  the  Pope  showed  little 
worldly  wisdom,  when  he  issued  the  Encyclical. 
It  was  neither  a  homage  to  Ctesarism,  nor  a  bid 
for  popularity.  IJut  he  occupies  high  and  holy 
ground.  His  stand  was  on  the  watch-tower,  where 
(/hrist  had  placed  him,  and  where  he  beheld 
from  afar  the  rolling  up  of  the  dark,  f>ortentou3 
clouds,  where  he  heard  the  first  mutterings  of  the 
storm,  of  which  the  world,  at  his  feet,  immersed 
in  sensual  and  ambitious  projects,  seemed  utterly 
unconscious,  and  he  gave  to  all  the  solemn  warning, 
like  the  unheeded  Noah  of  old,  to  fly  from  the 
wrath  to  come,  to  seek  shelter  and  safety  in  the  ark. 

The  docile  children  of  the  Church  could  have 
desired  that  copies  of  the  Encyclical  had  been 
sent  to  them,  to  be  translated,  before  they  had 
been  mieinterpreted  and  perverted  by  anti-Cath- 
holic  and  infidel  journalists.  Had  this  been  done, 
the  hue  and  cry  that  greeted  its  appearance  might 
have  been  less  violent.     But  in  this,  too,  we  rec- 


ognize the  hand  of  Providence  iweetly  and 
strongly  disposing  all  things.  Suspecting  no 
evil,  we  left  the  important  do<;ument  in  the  hands 
of  the  manufacturers  of  pul)lic  opinion  for  two 
continents,  the  London  Titnes  and  Paris  Sieele 
and  its  compeers  ;  and  never  was  ignorance  more 
gross,  or  bad  faith  more  ijarefaeed  and  unblush- 
ing than  are  betrayed  in  their  tmnslation  of,  and 
comments  on,  the  Encyclical.  The  e«litor  of  the 
Time^t  is  now  impaled  on  the  horns  of  the  "  mad 
bull"  of  his  own  creati<m  ;  and  the  illustrious 
Bishop  Dupanloup,  of  Orleans,  has  exhibited  the 
infidel  press  of  the  French  capital  in  a  condition 
not  less  humiliating  or  more  enviable.     ♦     *     * 

Let  us  now  look  at  the  condemned  propositions, 
and  see  if  we  cannot  assert  to  the  justice  and  wis- 
dom and  necessity  of  their  condemnation  with 
the  same  fulness  of  faith  and  the  same  conviction 
of  the  understanding,  with  which  the  first  Chris- 
tians received  the  Four  Gospels,  the  early  Fathers 
subscribed  to  the  first  four  General  Councils,  and 
their  children  and  successors  in  the  faith,  in 
these  latter  ages,  accepted  the  decisions  of  Trent 
and  the  Creed  of  Pope  Pius  IV. 

We  do  not  believe  in  the  absurdity  of  Panthe- 
ism— that  every  thing  in  the  universe  is  an  inte- 
gral part  of  God — and  that  there  is  no  other,  no 
personal  God.  We  do  not  believe  that  every  thing 
made  itself  and  made  every  thing  else.  We  be- 
lieve that  there  is  a  personal  God  who  made  all 
that  exists ;  that  the  hyena,^the  demon,  the  assas- 
sin, is  not  any  part  of  God,  and  if  he  were,  we 
would  not  be  any  part  of  Him.  Therefore,  with 
the  Encyclic,  we  condemn  Pantheism.     *    *     * 

We  do  not  believe  that  while  God  leaves  all 
men  free,  before  the  final  judgment,  to  believe 
falsehood  and  do  wrong,  that  He  grants  any  man 
a  right  to  believe  error,  or  to  commit  crime.  *  ♦  * 
The  maxim  that  error  may  be  left  free  to  write  or 
speak  what  it  pleases,  as  long  as  truth  is  left  free 
to  combat  it,  h.as  been  illustrated  by  the  penalties 
incurred  by  those  who  dared,  recently,  to  speak 
and  write  against  the  Union  and  the  Constitu- 
tion, and  to  recommend  assassination  and  sympa- 
thize with  assassins.         ***** 

When  we  rise  from  the  reading  of  Spelman's 
History  of  Sacrilege  in  England,  we  do  not  be- 
lieve that  the  suppression  of  the  monasteries,  the 
spoliation  of  shrines,  the  seizing  of  the  rich  do- 
mains into  which  drained  swamps,  reclaimed 
wastes,  and  cleared  forests,  changed  by  the  toil  of 
the  Monks,  have  been  left  wholly  unpunished  by 
Divine  Justice  even  in  the  world ;  or  that  they 
will  be  more  leniently  dealt  with  in  the  next ; 
and  therefore  we  cannot  believe,  against  the  dic- 
tates of  reason,  justice  and  humanity,  that  the 
Encyclical  is  wrong  in  denouncing  the  imitation 
of  such  sacrilege  in  Piedmont,  Portugal,  Spain,  or 
any  other  country.         ***** 

We  do  not  believe  that  the  civil  authority  pos- 
sesses power  to  decide,  in  the  matter  of  adminis- 
tering the  divine  Sacraments,  as  to  the  disposi- 
tions necessary  for  their  reception. 

We  do  not  believe  that  the  savage  is  better  than 
the  Christian  and  civilized  condition  of  society ; 
that  naturalism  is  preferable  to  revelation,  or  that 
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reasoD  niul  religion,  botli  given  us  I»y  the  same 
Divine  Author,  can  ever  bo  antagoiiistic,  to  one 
another.  *  *  ♦  *         *  *         * 

FiiiHl'v.  we  hulicve  that  tliu  Church  was  des; 
jttvifd  tty  J<siis  Clirist  to  arcomplisli  its  Divine 
Mission  of  preparing  8f)uls  for  Heaven,  under 
every  form  of  government  and  in  every  condition 
of  liunian  society.  She  condemns  none  where  the 
laws  are  just  and  impartially  administered.  Where 
the  laws  are  unjust,  and  rulers  violate  the  written 
or  the  natural  compact  by  which  they  claim  to 
govern,  she  "  interdicts  not  to  her  children  pa- 
triotism;" she  asserts  for  them  the  inalienable 
right  to  raise  both  voice  and  hand,  to  denounce 
oppression  and  overthrow  the  oppressor ;  but  she 
does  not  encourage  .secret  societies,  she  urges  not 
to  precipitate  resolves,  to  revolution.  She  coun- 
sels prudence,  forbearance,  remonstrance,  patience. 
She  forbids  individuals  to  involve  themselves 
and  their  co  workers  in  irretrievable  ruin  by 
hasty,  unwise  and  impulsive  action,  which  rivets 
chains  instead  of  breaking  them,  and  makes  bur- 
dens lieavier  and  the  yoke  more  galling,  when  the 
few  attempt  what  only  the  many  can  accomplish. 

Such  do  we  conceive  to  be  the  teaching  of  the 
late  Encyclical.  Such,  the  voice  that  calms  the 
waves  and  stills  the  tempest  of  human  passions, 
and  such  the  hand  that  steers  the  bark  freighted 
with  its  precious  cargo  of  immortal  souls  to  the 
secure  haven  of  supreme  happiness,  for  which  this 
earthly  state,  no  matter  how  arranged,  is  but  the 

pieparation. 

«i» 

Election  of  Pius  IX. 

Pope  Gregory  XVI  breathed  his  last  on  the 
first  of  June,  1846.  The  senior  Cardinal  took 
charge  of  the  affairs  until  the  election  of  the  new 
Pope.  The  Cardinals  were  assembled  for  his 
election ;  and  on  the  fourteenth  of  June,  they 
entered  the  .door  of  Saint  Sylvester's,  which 
closed  after  them  ;  gathered  in  the  Pauline  chapel, 
they  vowed  to  observe  all  the  rules  of  the  Sacred 
Conclave.  They  then  silently  entered  the  cells 
prepared  for  them.  The  cells  thus  occupied  by 
the  Cardinals  had  turning-boxes,  through  which 
they  received  their  meals  from  their  servants. 

All  things  being  in  readiness.  Mass  was  per- 
formed in  solemn  tones.  Cardinal  Macchi,  who 
presided,  explained  the  order  of  the  proceedings. 
The  vote  of  two-thirds  was  necessary  to  a  choice. 
Each  elector  having  taken  his  seat,  the  voting  by 
secret  ballot  commenced.  The  Cardinals,  seated 
upon  fifty-two  thrones,  entered  upon  their  great 
work  ;  at  the  right  of  the  altar  stood  a  stove,  in 
which,  on  each  failure,  the  ballots  were  consumed. 
The  oft-repeated  smoke  at  the  chimney-top  de- 
clared to  the  multitudes  without,  the  feet  that  the 
voting  was  still  going  on. 

The  most  likely  candidate  was  the  Minister  of 
Pope  Gregory  XVI,  whose  election  was  expected 
on  the  first  ballot.  A  committee  had,  at  the  com- 
mencement, been  chosen  to  count  the  votes.  It  fell 
to  the  lot  of  Cardinal  MastnX  to  announce  the 
name  of  each  ballot. 

Cardinal  Masta^  was  a  devoted  Bishop ;  he  was 
quiet,   humble,  possessing  great  humanity,   and 


lie  had  won  the  esteem  of  all  by  his  amiable 
qualities.  The  electors  cjime  forward,  ten  at  a 
time,  tf)ok  ballf)ts,  and  filling  them,  sealed  them 
up ;  taking  this  between  his  thumb  and  finger, 
and  raising  his  arm  over  his  head,  each  one  went 
and  knelt  before  the  altar,  pronounced  a  short 
prayer,  and  casting  his  ballot  into  the  chalice, 
bowed  reverently  and  returned  to  his  place.  When 
all  had  voted,  the  ballots  of  the  five  Cardinals 
Avho  lay  sick  in  their  cells  were  brought  in  by  a 
committee,  and  deposited  in  the  same  manner. 

After  the  finishing  of  the  first  ballot.  Cardinal 
Masta'f  began  to  read  the  names.  Every  heart 
beat  tremulously  :  Lambruschini's  name  was 
called  out  fifteen  times,  and  Cardinal  Mastal 
called  his  own  name  thirteen  times;  the  remain- 
der were  scattering.  What  could  this  mean  ? — 
Who  were  those  who  had  voted  for  him  ? — He 
was  the  last  man  to  expect  such  a  favor !  A  most 
strange  incident  now  took  place.  Cardinal 
Mastaf  had  hardly  pronounced  his  own  name  the 
thirteenth  time,  when  a  dove,  fiying  into  the  high 
window  of  the  chapel,  fluttered  around  the  Car- 
dinal's head.  It  startled  the  whole  assembly. 
Three  ballotings  passed  ;  on  the  third,  the  vote 
for  Cardinal  Masta'I  ran  up  to  twenty-seven. 

Tlie  fourth  trial  opened  at  three  o'clock.  Car- 
dinal Masta'I  Avas  at  his  post,  pale  and  sad.  He 
passed  the  intervals  of  the  balloting  in  solemn 
prayer.  The  ballots  were  once  more  prepared, 
and  for  the  fourth  time  the  opening  began,  in 
breathless  silence.  Cardinal  Mastat  read  (5n,  until 
over  forty  times  his  own  name  rang  tremulously 
on  the  silent  walLs.  The  Cardinals  rose,  and  Car- 
dinal Macchi  came  first* forward,  and  bent  in  al- 
legiance to  Cardinal  Mastaf,  the  newly  elected 
Pope;  all  the  others  followed;  the  window 
fronting  the  anxious  crowd  outside  was  thrown 
open,  and  the  proclamation  made  to  the  people, 
who  joined  in  acclamation  and  were  wild  with 
delight. 

Eome  delivered  from  a  Pestilence. 


A  pestilence  broke  out  in  Rome,  under  the  pon- 
tificate of  Pope  Saint  Gregory  the  Great.  Every 
day,  the  disease  carried  off  a  vast  number  of  per. 
sons  of  all  ages  and  conditions.  In  vain  had  the 
pious  Pontiff  preached  penance,  ordered  fasting 
and  public  prayers.  At  length,  he  had  recourse 
to  Mary,  whose  image,  painted  by  Saint  Luke,  he 
was  inspired  to  carry  in  procession.  Scarcely  had 
the  angust  likeness  of  the  Mother  of  God  been 
brought  forth  from  its  sanctuary  when  the  dis- 
ease suddenly  ceased,  so  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of 
a  miracle.  At  the  same  moment,  there  was  seen 
over  Adrian's  terrace,  since  called  the  Castles  of 
Saint  Angelo,  an  angel  in  human  form,  sheathing 
a  sword ;  and  celestial  spirits  were  heard  singing 
that  hymn  of  joyful  gratitude  in  honor  of  Mary, 
Megina  cceli,  Ickare,  alleluia,  to  which  the  Sover- 
eign Pontiff  and  the  entire  procession  added  in 
strains  of  joy,  Ora  pro  nobis  Deum,  alleluia.  The 
Church  subsequently  adopted  that  hymn  to  salute 
the  Queen  of  Heaven  during  the  Paschal  time, 
which  is  that  of  her  joys. 
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PIOTUEES  OF  THJ  8A0EED  HEAET. 

How  Pictures  make  ub  familiar  with  the  Heart 
of  Jesns. 

Painting  has  innumerable  ways  of  making  us 
acquainted  with  an  object.  Bometinies  it  puts 
be  tore  us  the  person  itself,  by  tracing  on  the  can- 
vas the  features  of  the  countenance,  the  propor- 
tions of  the  body,  and,  in  proportion  to  the  artist's 
skill,  portraying  on  the  visible  exterior  the  hidden 
emotions  of  the  soul.  Sometimes  without  losing 
sight  of  the  likeness,  it  seeks  to  reprmluce  the 
signal  actions  of  the  hero.  It  unfolds  the  field  of 
battle  before  our  eyes.  It  paints  the  meeting  of 
hostile  armies  and  the  heat  of  the  fray,  and,  high 
above  the  tumult  of  the  struggle,  stands  the  great 
general  or  the  valiant  hero,  whose  daring  feats 
the  limner  desires  to  depict.  Frequently,  too,  in- 
spired by  the  breath  of  poetry,  the  picture  loses 
sight  of  the  reality  in  order  to  convey  its  lesson 
under  the  pleasant  and  transparent  veil  of  alle- 
gory ;  it  leaves  to  the  spectator  the  delicate  pleas- 
ure of  divining  the  enigmas  placed  before  him> 
by  the  pencil  of  the  artist.  Even  the  vignettes, 
with  which  he  surrounds  his  painting,  become  to 
the  painter  the  means  of  revealing  the  hero,  and 
of  expressing  his  high  qualities. 

When  it  became  necessary  to  make  use  of  this 
wonderful  art  to  propagate  devotion  to  the  Sacred 
Heart,  Christian  piety  neglected  none  of  the  means 
just  mentioned.  It  has  its  museum ;  its  complete 
gallery.  Portraits,  historic  scenes,  emblems,  vign- 
ettes, frame-work — every  thing  has  contributed, 
not  only  to  bring  before  us  this  divine  object  of 
our  love,  but  also,  to  teach  us  its  virtues,  its  great- 
ness, its  benefits,  what  it  is  to  us,  and  what  we 
ought  to  be  to  it.  Viewed  in  artistic  light,  every 
thing  is  not,  we  admit,  perfect  in  the  gallery  ;  all 
the  emblems  are  not  equally  ingenious.  But  we 
must  not  complain.  The  painting  which,  with  its 
ingenious  grouping  of  figures,  delicate  coloring 
and  gracetul  outlines,  charms  the  connoisseur, 
would  not  speak  to  the  child  and  the  poor  laborer ; 
but  the  simple  lithograph,  with  its  vague  and  vul- 
gar expressicm  and  its  gaudy  colors,  pleases  the 
humble  husbandman  and  nourishes  hia  piety.  St. 
Augustin,  when  beginning  his  admirable  treatise, 
J}e  IVinitntf,  excused  himself  for  again  taking  up 
a  subject  already  exhausted  by  the  Doctors  who 
had  preceded  him,  saying:  "  Do  not  think  that  I 
ought  to  be  silent  because  I  have  not  the  gift  of 
expressing  myself  with  as  much  clearness  and  ele- 
gance as  other  writers.  All  that  is  written  does 
not  fall  into  the  hands  of  every  body.  It  is  pos- 
sible that  many  may  understand  me,  whereas  they 
may  not  meet  the  writings  of  others,  or,  if  they 
do,  may  not  compreheiul  them.  It  is,  therefore, 
useful  that  there  should  be  many  books  written 
by  various  authors  in  different  styles,  although 
the  subject  be  the  same  faith  and  the  same  ques- 
tions, in  order  that  the  tnith  may  reach  all ;  wime 
in  one  way,  others  in  another."  ( L.  I.,  ch.  8).  The 
painter  who  undertakes  the  difficult  task  of  repre- 


senting the  Heart  of  Jesos  and  ita  mysterious 
grandeur  may  reason  in  like  manner. 

But  let  us  go  through  this  gallery  which  in 
Christian  piety  has  portrayed  the  glory  of  the 
Divine  Heart,  and  we  shall  see  how  great  is  the 
school  presented  to  us. 

In  the  foreground  we  behold  simple  representa- 
tions, mere  portraits.  In  one  instance  we  have 
the  isolated  Heart,  surmounted  by  acmse,  crowned 
with  thorns  and  emitting  streams  <>f  fames.  The 
Heart  alone  would  not  8])eak  to  our  souls,  but  it 
assumes  a  decided  expression  from  the  cross  and 
the  thorns,  which  recall  the  sufferings  endured  for 
our  salvation,  and  from  the  flames  which  are  sym- 
bolical of  its  ardent  love.  In  another  instance, 
this  same  Heart  is  represented  in  the  half-opened 
breast,  upon  which  St.  John  reposed,  and  on  which 
lean  spiritually  all  those  who  bum  with  divine 
love.  In  these  pictures  the  Heart  appears  to  be 
the  center  of  the  actions  of  the  Saviour,  and  if 
the  i>cncil  of  the  artist  be  not  very  unfaithful,  the 
lines  of  the  countenance  and  the  posture  of  the 
lx)dy  show  in  another  form  the  flames  which  con- 
sume this  Heart.  Who  does  not  know  that  charm- 
ing engraving  by  Battoni,  the  Italian  artist,  which 
has  become  one  of  the  principal  types  under  which 
we  love  to  represent  our  Saviour  to  ourselves?  In 
presence  of  this  graceful  figure,  stamped  with 
tenderness  and  sorrow,  casting  a  look  of  sweet- 
ness upon  the  adoring  Christian,  holding  in  one 
hand  the  Heart,  left  exposed  by  the  half-opened 
breast,  and  pointing  with  the  other  to  this  pledge 
of  his  love,  we  need  not  the  words  of  the  Apostle : 
"  He  loved  me,  and  delivered  Himself  for  me." 
The  engraving  is  in  itself  a  treatise  on  the  love 
of  God.  If  our  space  allowed,  we  could  give 
many  examples  of  such  representations.  Their 
number  is  greater  than  is  generally  believed. 
More  than  two  hundred  of  such  paintings  have 
been  laid  before  us,  and  still  the  collection  is  far 
from  being  complete. 

But  if  the  sight  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus  expresses 
His  love  in  what  we  may  call  its  general  aspect, 
we  find  pleasure  in  studying  it  in  detail.  And 
this  precious  mine  has  not  been  less  explored  than 
the  preceding.  Writers  on  the  Sacred  Heart  tell 
us,  that  if  we  would  really  know  it,  we  must  con- 
sider it  in  its  living  activity.  Christian  painting 
has  made  use  of  this  maxim.  It  has  representcu 
it  in  all  the  mysteries  of  its  mortal  existence.  In 
one  picture  we  find  Jesus  as  a  little  child,  lying 
on  a  straw  pallet,  showing  us  His  Heart,  as  if  to 
explain  to  us  the  enigma  of  a  God  reduced  to 
such  an  excess  of  humiliation.  In  another  we  see 
that  same  Heart  surrounded  by  representations  of 
the  mysteries  of  the  Divine  Infancy,  such  as  the 
Annunciation,  the  Nativity,  the  Circimicision,  the 
flight  into  Egypt,  the  hidden  life  at  Nazareth,  etc 
The  public  ministry  suggests  many  scenes  to  the 
artist.  What  can  be  more  touching  than  the  pic- 
ture in  which  we  behoM  the  Go»xl  Shepherd  car- 
rying back  on  His  shoulders  the  sheep,  whose  head 
is  happily^nclining  toward  that  Heart  to  which 
it  owes  its  salvation?  And  how  many  delightful 
subjects  have  not  our  pious  artists  drawn  from  the 
adorable  Eucharist  ?    Jesus  stands  erect,  robed  in 
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the  pontifical  insignia  of  the  oriental  Church  ;  the 
Heart  is  engraved  on  the  breast ;  with  one  hand 
the  Saviour  holds  the  chalice  surmounted  by  the 
Host,  in  the  other,  a  little  flag,  on  which  are  the 
words :  Ego  sum  pants  vitm. — "  I  am  the  bread  of 
life."  Around  the  engraving,  and  as  it  were  in- 
closing the  person  of  Jesus,  we  see  this  charming, 
paraphrase  of  the  petition  of  the  Lord's  Prayer : 
Panem  nostrnm,  auavissimum  supersuhstantialem, 
quotidianum,  dulcissimum  Filium  tuum  Jemim,  da 
nobis  hodie. — "  Give  us  this  day  our  delicious,  su- 
persubstantial,  daily  and  most  sweet  bread — Thy 
Son  Jesus."  Finally,  in  the  corners  of  the  paint- 
ing, we  read  two  sentj;nces,  one  of  St.  Teresa :  De 
otro  pan  no  tengamos  cuydado. — "  Let  us  not  care 
for  other  bread ;"  the  other  of  Saint  John  Chrysos- 
tom :  Et  unus  sit  nobis  dolor  hac  esca  privari. — '-Let 
our  only  sorrow  be  to  be  deprived  of  this  food." 
At  the  foot  is  written :  Christus  sacerdos,  Jwstia, 
cibus  noster. — "  Chrst,  Priest  and  Host,  our  food." 

How  many  lessons  are  contained  in  that  pious 
picture?  By  it  we  learn  how  intimate  is  the 
union  between  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Eucharist 
and  the  worship  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  The  Heart 
of  Jesus  there  shows  itself  in  the  triumph  of  its 
love.  Thanks  to  it,  thanks  for  this  excess  of  love 
which  has  induced  it  to  choose  the  tabernacle  for 
its  place  even  to  the  end  of  time.  We  here  begin 
that  ineffable  union  which  is  to  be  made  perfect 
in  Heaven.  From  this  Heart  flow,  as  from  a  divine 
source,  all  the  treasures  of  mediation,  by  which 
Jesus  is  the  true  Priest  of  the  eternal  covenant,  the 
Melchisedech  of  the  New  Law.  The  blood  shed 
on  Calvary  flowed  from  it.  It  served  as  a  corpo- 
ral organ  to  that  love  which  reduced  the  Lamb 
of  God  to  the  condition  of  a  victim.  And,  whilst 
we  every  day  contemplate  our  Lord  as  a  perpet- 
ual Host  on  the  altar,  we  need  seek  no  reason,  no 
explanation  any  where  except  in  the  love  with 
which  the  Heart  is  consumed  which  is  presented 
to  us  in  the  painting.  And  whence  come  those 
delights  tasted  by  Christians  in  the  Eucharistic 
banquests,  if  not  from  this  adolable  Heart  ? 

We  could  proceed  indefinitely,  and  show  that 
there  is  no  mystery  in  the  life  of  the  Saviour  which 
sacred  painting  has  not  depicted  as  vivified  by 
the  adorable  Heart.  But  we  must  not  imitate  the 
imprudent  traveler,  who,  seduced  by  the  charms  of 
the  path,  forgets  the  destination  toward  which  he 
advances.  The  images  of  the  Sacred  Heart  are  not 
merely  a  memorial  of  the  evangelical  mysteries ; 
they  portray  the  life  of  the  Saviour  throughout  all 
Christian  history ;  they  are  a  living  recital  of  what 
He  does  every  day  in  favor  of  Christian  souls. 
Now  it  is  a  St.  Michael  who,  by  a  happy  exchange, 
receives  the  Heart  of  Jesus  into  his  breast  in  place 
of  his  own  which  the  Saviour  has  taken  away. 
Again  it  is  a  St.Catherine,  whose  heart  after  several 
days  of  ecstasy  is  plunged  into  the  furnace  of  divine 
love,  tlie  Heart  of  Jesus,  and  becomes  inflamed 
with  heavenly  affection.  At  other  times  gratitude 
tries  to  paint  in  indelible  characters  the  benefits 
(even  temporal)  conferred  by  this  compassionating 
Heart.  We  remember  having  seen  in  an  asylum  a 
charming  picture,  intended  to  commemorate  a  sig- 
nal favor  obtained  by  the  protection  of  the  Sacred 


Heart,  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary  and  St.  Joseph. 
Mary,  in  the  midst  of  luminous  clouds,  appears 
uppermost  in  the  painting,  and  in  her,  arms  she 
holds  i)\e  Divine  Infant  who  shows  His  Heart. 
A  little  underneath,  St.  Joseph  advances  toward  the 
throne  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven.  His  gaze  is  turned 
toward  the  Infant,  and  his  hand  points  downward 
to  the  asylum,  in  order  to  draw  the  Divine  Child  s 
attention  to  that  abode  of  suffiering  of  which  he 
is  patron.  Mary  seems  to  unite  her  prayers  with 
those  of  her  spouse,  and  from  the  Heart  of  Jesus 
stream  forth  rays  of  light  which  dispel  the  clouds 
of  affliction,  in  which  the  refuge  of  the  poor  lies 
buried.  And  the  emblems !  What  a  career  is  here 
open  to  the  pious  imagination  of  pious  artists !  We 
have  smiled  more  than  once  at  some  of  these  simple 
representations  of  the  kindness  of  the  Heart  of 
Jesus  to  men ;  and  yet  they  convey  some  of  the 
highest  lessons  of  faith.  The  Infant  Jesus  showing 
His  Heart,  holds  a  line — and  His  Heart,  the  happy 
captive  of  Divine  love,  has  allowed  itself  to  be 
caught  by  the  hook.  The  same  Infant  holds  a 
torch,  and  in  the  hearts  of  those  around  Him  He 
enkindles  the  fire  which  consumes  Himself.  His 
Heart  is  attached  to  the  Cross:  the  wound  in  His 
side  is  open,  and  a  dove  seeks  secure  shelter  therein. 
Or  again,  the  flames  which  issue  from  it  take  the 
form  of  a  nest,  and  doves  come  and  rest  in  it  with- 
out beng  disturbed.  Sometimes  these  infantine 
images  explain  the  most  sublime  doctrines  of 
theology.  On  the  summit  we  see  the  mysterious 
triangle,  the  symbol  of  the  august  Trinity,  the 
source  of  all  created  good.  A  little  lower,  the 
Holy  Ghost,  in  the  fprm  of  a  dove,  sends  down 
bright  beams  upon  the  Heart  of  Jesus ;  the  Heart 
becomes  a  furnace,  and  cannot  contain  its  flames ; 
they  escape  with  violence  and  spread  them- 
selves in  the  hearts  of  the  saints  placed  on  the 
altar  of  sacrifice.  Among  these  hearts  we  see  two, 
distinguished  from  all  the  others  by  the  size  and 
intensity  of  their  flames ;  and  these  are  the  hearts 
which  have  partaken  most  largely  in  the  divine  tire 
— namely,  the  hearts  of  Mary  and  Joseph.  Finally 
the  flames,  rushing  from  the  altar,  fall  upon  the 
earth  to  spread  themselves  through  the  entire 
world.  In  the  surrounding  vignettes  we  see  the 
chalice  and  the  Host,  Jesus  Christ  on  the  Cross, 
and  the  Immaculate  Lamb  of  God.  It  is  a  res^ime 
of  the  mysteries  of  the  Incarnation.  It  is  the  history 
of  the  redemption  of  the  world  by  the  Heart  of 
Jesus.  It  is  the  visible  realization  of  the  word  of 
St.  John :  "And  we  saw  His  glory,  the  glory  as  it 
were  of  the  only  begotten  of  the  Father,  full  of 
grace  and  truth  .  .  .  and  of  his  fullness  we 
have  all  received."  We  shall  not  go  farther  in  our 
enumeration.  What  we  have  said  is  sufficient  to 
show  how  useful  pictures  are  in  making  us  famil- 
iar with  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  not  only  in  a  general 
way,  but  even  in  all  the  details  of  His  life  of  love, 
in  all  the  benefits  of  which  it  is  the  source.  It  is 
time  to  proceed  to  show  how  these  pictures  are 
more  than  a  book,  in  which  the  intellect  of  man 
studies  this  amiable  object  of  our  worship,  and 
how  they  feed  our  piety,  and  become  a  fountain 
of  graces  which  this  Divine  Heart  never  ceases  to 
shower  upon  those  who  adore  it. 
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The  Little  Child  of  Marr. 

Shall  wc  speak  of  a  child  of  four  ycara  of  age  ? 
Can  a  life  so  speedily  tcrnunatcHi  have  left  any 
memorial,  any  example  worthy  of  being  held  up 
to  the  imitation  of  her  companions?  But  in  Oc- 
tavie,  reason  and  sensilnlity  had  outstripped  her 
years  ;  and  the  short  narrative  of  her  actions  will, 
at  least,  present  to  us  the  touching  picture  of 
simple  childhood  with  all  its  graces,  and,  of  in- 
nocence with  all  its  charms ;  and  besides,  may  not 
the  ttnderest  age  be  offered  to  our  imitation, 
since  He  who  knows  how  to  set  upon  every  thing 
its  just  value,  threatens  us  with  exclusion  from 
the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  unless  we  bscome  like  to 
little  children  ?  Yes,  we  will  speak  of  Octavie,  of 
that  dear  child  in  whom  we  took  delight  in  con- 
templating the  happiest  dispositions,  and  who,  so 
soon,  admitted  into  the  heavenly  country,  raises 
her  innocent  hands  for  us  toward  Him  who  re- 
fuses nothing  to  the  prayers  of  little  children. 

Being  deprived  of  her  mother,  almost  at  her 
birth,  Octavie  did  not  enjoy  that  early  care  and 
those  early  caresses  which  nothing  can  replace. 
The  n  rse,  however,  to  whom  she  was  intrusted 
bestowed  so  much  tenderness  upon  her,  that  Oc- 
tavie soon  loved  her  as  if  she  had  been  her  mother. 
When  she  was  committed  to  our  care,  and  as  yet 
not  three  years  old,  one  might  foresee  the  extreme 
sensibility  she  would  one  day  possess,  by  the 
grief  she  displayed  at  the  moment  of  parting  with 
this  dear  nurse.  There  was  nothing  but  tears, 
lamentations,  and  a  sorrow  which  we  could  not 
pacify  ;  games,  caresses,  sugarplums,  every  thing 
was  tried  in  vain,  and  each  time  that  the  nurse 
came  back  the  sobs  began  again.  "  What,  then, 
is  it  you  want,  Octavie  y"  we  said  to  her.  "Xurse, 
and  Henriette,  and  the  street,"  was  all  the  answe 
we  could  get.  Henriette,  her  elder  sister,  who 
had  been  previously  sent  to  us,  was  the  only  per- 
son she  would  li.sten  to  in  the  midst  of  her  des- 
pair. Octavie  had  been  a  little  spoiled,  and  was  so 
self-willed  that  she  expected  every  thing  to  give 
way  to  her  childish  imi^ortunity  ;  but  in  less  than 
three  months  after  she  was  placed  at  the  school, 
the  gentle  firmness  employed  to  subdue  her  ca- 
price, completely  conquered  this  fault,  so  common 
among  children.  Besides,  she  thought  it  a  great 
honor  to  be  reckoned  as  one  of  the  pupils  ;  and 
the  surest  means  of  persuading  her  to  yield  was 
gravely  to  tell  her  "  that  a  young  lady  who  cried 
1  ike  a  baby,  and  who  refused  to  obey,  etc.,  cotild 
not  be  counted  as  one  of  the  pupila"  This  was 
quite  enough  to  determine  her  to  give  way.  She 
easily  learned  her  prayers,  and  soon  took  so  much 
pleasure  in  saying  them,  that  the  greatest  punish- 
ment that  could  be  imposed  upon  her  was  to  re- 
trench any  portion  of  them,.especially  the  Metnorare,. 
because  it  is  addressed  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  We 
used  to  be  almost  obliged  at  night  to  be  cross  with 
her,  to  make  her  have  done  with  what  she  called 
her  Ave».  She  would  say  some  times,  "  But  what 
was  the  Blessed  Virgin  like ;  what  used  she  to  do, 
what  used  she  say,  when  she  was  on  earth  ?"    And 


to  satisfy  her,  it  waa  necesaary  to  enter  into  the 
fullest  detailK.  At  Christmas  time  one  of  the  fa- 
vors which  the  young  pupils  used  to  beg  for  moat 
earnestly  was,  to  be  taken  to  visit  the  crib  where 
the  Infant  Jesus,  that  is.  His  image,  way  lying. 
This  spectacle,  displaying  to  little  ones  a  God 
become  a  litt^  one  like  themselves,  made  the 
liveliest  impression  upon  Octavie ;  it  formed  quite 
an  epoch  both  in  her  memory  and  in  her  heart. 
Her  visit  to  the  Infant  Jesus  was  her  first  thought 
on  getting  up,  and  her  last  going  to  bed ;  she 
drew  as  near  to  Him  as  she  could,  watched  Him, 
walked  round  His  crib  with  so  loving  and  caress- 
ing an  air,  that  it  was  quite  touching  to  observe 
this  little  silent  conversation;  Whenever  she 
went  to  see  her  little  Jesus,  it  was  always  with 
her  hands  full  of  sugar-plums,  which  it  had  been 
suggested  to  her  to  lay  at  His  feet,  and  which  she 
did  with  an  eagerness  and  delight  which  showed 
itself  in  her  whole  behaviour. 

One  evening,  however,  she  returned  from  her 
accustomed  visit  sad  and  thoughtful ;  upon  being 
asked  the  cause,  (it  was  piercingly  cold  that  day), 
she  replied,  "  Mother,  I  am  thinking  that  the 
lafant  Jesus  must  be  very  cold ;  do,  pray,  put 
Him  in  my  bed !"  She  was  told  that  He  could  not 
be  moved,  that  He  must  remain  in  the  chapel. 
"  Well,  then,  take  Him  my  blankets."  Octavie 
was  beginning  to  try  to  pull  them  off)  and  it  was 
with  some  difficulty  that  she  was  persuaded  to 
give  up  her  intention.  From  this  time  forward, 
whenever  she  committed  any  fault,  it  was  gener- 
ally quite  sufficient  to  say  to  her,  "  Octavie,  the 
Infant  Jesus  would  not  have  done  that,"  to  see 
her  amend  instantly.  Often  she  herself  asked,  of 
her  own  accord,  "  would  the  little  Jesus  have 
done  that?"  as  soon  as  she  was  answered,  "No," 
she  would  add:  "Then  I  will  not  do  it  either." 
Every  morning,  as  her  bedroom  was  "near Mass," 
as  she  expressed  herself,  that  is,  near  the  chapel, 
she  begged  to  be  taken  there,  and  would  make  a 
station  ijefore  each  saint's  image,  to  whom  she  ad- 
dressed a  prayer  after  her  fashion,  and  then  in- 
sisted upon  kissing  its  feet.  It  was  impossible  to 
get  her  by  the  oratory  of  Saint  Philomena,  which 
was  at  the  entrance  of  the  chapel,  without  visit- 
ing it,  and  drawing  one  of  the  little  slips  of 
paper  out  of  a  basket  placed  at  the  saint's  feet. 
Octavie  listened  attentively  when  the  little  paper 
was  read  to  her,  and  sometimes  she  tried  to  put  it 
in  practice.  One  day  it  happened  that  the  paper 
she  drew  desired  her  to  kiss  the  ground.  This 
did  not  please  the  child ;  "  Ah,  indeed,"  she  said, 
"I  won't  kiss  the  ground!"  "But,"  it  was  replied 
to  her,  laughingly,  "  The  little  Jesus  would  have 
kissed  it;  He  was  not  vain  like  Octavie."  Imme- 
diately she  knelt  down  and  kissed  it.  But  Octavie 
was  not  satisfied  with  these  infantine  devotions ; 
she  often  went  to  her  sister,  Henriette,  to  beg  her 
to  take  her  to  the  chapel,  particularly  on  feast- 
daya  Doubtless,  it  was  not,  strictly  speaking,  to 
pray,  but  to  be  in  the  presence  of  our  good  God, 
and  gaze  at  her  ease  at  the  decorations  of  the  holy 
place,  like  the  "Innocent*,"  whom  the  Church 
represents  to  us  as  playing  with  their  psalms  and 
crowns  before  the  throne  of  the  Lamb.    Nothing 
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said  in  Octavie's  hearing  was  lost  upon  her ;  every- 
thing made  an  impression  on  her  loving  heart. 
One  day,  when  we  had  been  speaking  to  her  of 
what  our  Lord  had  suffered  in  His  Passion  on  the 
cross :  "  Wicked  Jews,"  she  exclaimed,  with  tears 
in  her  eyes,  "  to  kill  the  good  God  ;  if  I  had  been 
there,  I  would  have  scolded  them  well !"  Clovis, 
newly  born  in  the  waters  of  baptism,  like  -her, 
cried  out  of  old  with  indignation,  upon  hearing 
the  first  reading  of  the  Passion,  *'  Ah,  why  was  I 
not  there  with  my  Franks  ?"  Whenever  Octavie 
could  lay  hold  of  the  crucifix  which  the  nuns  wear 
attached  to  their  rosaries,  she  bestowed  on  it  the 
fondest  caresses.  "  They  ran  great  nails  into  His 
feet,  into  His  hands,  and  into  His  Heart,"  she 
would  say  with  a  mournful  face.  Little  Octavie's 
devotion  would  sometimes  pass  from  sentiments 
to  practice. 

We  are  not  surprised  at  seeing  children  occa- 
sionally come  to  blows.  It  happened,  then,  one 
day,  on  the  occasion  of  some  dispute  or  other, 
where  Octavie,  who  could  at  times  also  make  use 
of  her  fingers,  would  not  yield,  she  received  a 
slight  box  on  the  ear  from  her  antagonist,  whose 
strength,  fortunately,  was  not  much  greater  than 
her  own.  Some  tears  flowed  at  the  first  reception 
of  this  painful  insult ;  the  aftronted  girl  walked 
away ;  then  returning  to  her  companion  with  her 
usual  cheerfulness,  "  I  would  pay  you  that  back 
again,  Esther,"  she  said,  "  only  the  little  Jesus 
would  not  be  pleased."  Such  an  incident  cer- 
tainly proves  something  more  than  reasonableness 
in  this  child ;  she  had  already  learned  to  love 
Grod,  and  to  give  the  surest  proof  of  love — to  suf- 
fer and  forgive.  Her  premature  piety,  and  re- 
marks full  at  once  of  naivete  and  good  sense, 
made  Octavie  to  be  beloved  by  all  who  saw  her ; 
and  it  really  required  the  exercise  of  some  self- 
restraint  not  to  spoil  so  sweet  a  child. 
[to  be  contintjed.] 


Catherine,  the  Indian  Girl,  or  the  Saint  of  the 
Mohawks. — (Concluded). 

The  husband  of  Catherine's  half-sister  and  a 
Christian  Indian  from  Loretto,  managed  her  es- 
cape, in  the  absence  of  her  uncle ;  but  the  old 
Chief  heard  of  it,  and  charging  his  gun  with  three 
balls,  he  pursued  them.  They  hid  Catherine  in  a 
thicket,  and  sat  down  on  the  road-side  as  weary 
men  taking  repose.  When  he  saw  them  alone  he 
was  ashamed  of  himself  for  having  suspected 
them,  and  without  telling  them  of  his  uneasiness, 
went  back  to  his  town.  Then  the  flight  was  re- 
newed, and  Catherine,  with  her  friends,  arrived 
in  safety  at  her  sister's. 

There  she  saw  with  rapture,  for  the  first  time, 
a  settlement  entirely  Christian  ;  and  what  Chris- 
tians !  They  were  like  those  of  the  first  century, 
living  in  the  fervor  of  faith. 

In  her  new-found  happiness  Catherine  vowed 
herself  entirely  to  God,  and  from  that  moment 
seemed  to  have  no  tie  to  bind  her  to  earth  except" 
that  of  laboring  for  others.  The  least  defect  in 
her  conduct  caused  her  to  shed  floods  of  tears.  "  Oh 
how  can  I  be  so  wicked,"  she  would  say,  "  and 


offend  my  God  who  has  so  loved  me  ?"  So  serenely 
beautiful,  so  recollected  and  devout  was  she  at 
each  communion,  that  the  others  used  to  say  that 
they  could  make  their  preparation  better  if  they 
knelt  where  they  could  see  Catherine.  Her  spirit 
of  mortification  was  intense ;  she  used  scourges, 
and  irons,  and  chains — she  slept  on  a  hard  bed 
strewn  with  thorns. 

One  winter  she  visited  Montreal,  and  saw  for 
the  first  time  the  Ursuline  Nuns ;  from  that  time 
her  great  desire  was  to  consecrate  her  life  to  God 
by  the  vow  of  virginity. 

On  the  -Feast  of  the  Annunciation,  she  pro- 
nounced her  vows  with  wonderful  fervor.  From 
this  time  she  belonged  to  earth  no  more,  but  ar- 
dently sighed  to  be  with  our  dear  Lord  and  her 
Mother  Mary,  Queen  of  Angels.  She  was  never 
without  her  rosary,  which  she  said  many  times 
a  day.  On  Saturdays  she  redoubled  her  auster- 
ities. 

But  her  slight  frame  was  wearing  fast  away, 
and,  like  the  dove,  she  must  soon  fly  away  and  be 
at  rest.  As  the  spring  grew  on,  she  prepared  to 
pass  away  when  the  glory  of  the  forest  foliage  and 
flowers  was  just  dawning  on  the  land.  The  men 
were  all  away  at  the  chase,  the  women  absent  the 
entire  day  planting  the  golden  corn ;  and  Cathe- 
rine lay  there,  in  the  desolate  cabin,  alone,  with 
a  plate  of  crushed  com  and  a  cup  of  water  by  her 
pillow,  from  early  morn,  through  the  long  hot 
sultry  day,  until  the  stars  had  risen.  The  most 
severe  pain  racked  her  delicate  frame ;  but  it  never 
forced  a  murmur  from  her,  never  drove  the  sweet 
tranquil  smile  from  her  lips  and  large  dark  eyes. 

The  week  of  our  dear  Lord's  Passion  had  come ; 
she  was  to  keep  Palm  Sunday  and  Holy  Monday 
on  earth ;  but  her  glad  eternal  Easter  was  to  be 
with  her  Blessed  Mother  and  dear  Lord  in  Heaven. 

On  Wednesday  she  received  the  last  sacraments 
with  the  greatest  fervor,  and  at  three  o'clock  in 
the  day,  having  uttered  the  holy  names  of  Jesus 
and  Mary,  she  passed  into  her  agony.  In  half  an 
hour,  without  a  struggle,  she  was  asleep  in  Jesus. 

They  did  not  pray  for  her  when  she  was  gone, 
but  to  her ;  and  many  a  cure  and  many  a  grace 
were  obtained  by  her  intercession. 

The  holy  Bishop  Laval,  as  he  knelt  by  her 
grave,  called  her  the  Saint  of  the  New  World. 

They  planted  a  tall  cross  above  her  ashes,  where 
it  still  stands,  and  there  did  the  American  Indian, 
native  by  a  hundred  descents,  kneel  and  pray  to 
an  American  saint,  nearly  two  hundred  years  ago. 

"When  will  the  little  children  who  read  the  Ave 
Makia  serve  our  Lord  and  His  Blessed  Mother  as 
did  the  sweet,  gentle  Indian  girl,  with  those  other 
young  and  beautiful  Saints,  Agnes  and  Philo- 
mena,  Aloysius  and  Stanislaus  ?  She  was,  as  you 
see,  a  Saint  of  our  own  country,  and  lived  in  the 
State  of  New  York ;  perhaps  in  the  very  place 
where  some  of  the  little  children,  who  read  the 
Ave  Mabia,  live. 

O  Mary  !  my  Mother,  most  lovely,  most  mild. 
Look  down  upon  me,  your  weak,  lowly  child  ; 
From  the  land  of  my  exile,  I  call  upon  thee, 
Then,  Mary,  my  Mother,  look  kindly  on  me. 
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THE  OURE  OF  AB8  AND  VOiTAIEE. 

As  wc  promised,  we  now  return  to  tliese  two 
persons,  whos*-  busts  are  so  like,  and  yi-t  so  unlike, 
and  whose  clianicters  are  as  wide  a])art  as  the 
poles.  They  mark  the  two  extremes,  nature  left 
t<i  itwlf,  the  nature  cooperating  with  gnioe.  To 
Christian  youth,  no  lesson  c«n  l)e  more  salutary 
than  a  careful  meditation  upon  the  lives  of  these 
two  men,  whom  Providence  seems  to  have  marked 
with  a  certain  exterior  resemhiance,  to  show  ns, 
08  it  were,  in  a  more  striking  manner,  to  what 
depths  of  horror,  nature  unaide<l  will  descend; 
to  what  dii/.zling  heights  of  sjinctity,  the  same  na 
ture.  aided  by  grace,  will  a-scend  ;  and  giving  to 
the  former  all  the  assistance  of  fine  intellectual 
powers  to  win  the  hearts  and  sway  the  minds  of 
multitudes — yet,  in  its  proclivity  Uy  evil,  using  all 
thrse  rare  girts  only  the  more  completely  to  des- 
troy itself  and  drag  others  with  it  into  the  in- 
fernal abyss;  while  grace,  sustaining  a  nature  not 
so  gifte<l,  invests  it  with  its  own  heavenly  churm 
or  unction,  under  whose  sole  influence  crowds,  are 
drawn  even  to  the  desert,  and,  as  it  were,  against 
themselv«-8,  raised  to  realize  all  the  beautiful 
truths  of  Christian  life. 

Never  was  there  a  greater  effort  made  to  deify 
human  nature  than  at  present — not  even  in  the 
days  «>f  Pagan  R(»me ;  for  then  it  was  but  the  hero 
of  a  thousjind  triumphs,  or  an  emperor  dizzy  with 
the  elevati<m  of  the  Cwsjirs'  throne,  that  dared  as- 
pire to  divine  honors;  now,  i)opular  lecturers,  as 
Emerson,  will,  to  an  enlightened  audience,  utter 
the  horrid  i)lasphemy  that  manhoml  an<l  the  God 
head  are  synonymous,  and  that  in  ten  years,  such 
will  be  the  happy  development  of  this  idea,  there 
will  be  as  many  temples  in  which  to  worship  (»od, 
S8  there  are  individuals  in  our  city — each  |K'r8on 
his  own  G«>d.  To  display  fully  this  monstrous 
drxtriiie  and  its  opposition  to  truth,  let  us  then 
take  nature  self  deified  in  the  intiel  philosopher  of 
Ferney,  and  nature  united  to  the  Deity,  by  grace, 
in  the  CurC  of  Ars. 

Lrt't  us  not  forget  the  striking  resemblance  in 
the  shape  and  outline  of  their  faces.  There  was 
an  hour  when  the  baptismal  water  fell  \\\}(m  the 
infant  brow  of  Voltaire,  and  the  soul  of  that  most 
misiTiible  and  wicked  oM  man  was  then  as  lovely 
and  as  Iwloved  in  the  sight  of  (Jotl,  as  that  <<f  the 
saintly  priest,  who  in  feature  was  so  closely  to  n  - 
Semitic  him.  Here,  then,  is  our  starting  j)oint. 
Ivft  us  first  follow  the  one,  iu<lebted  to  his  God 
for  gn-at  intellectual  powers,  and  see  how  he  turn- 
ed them  a<;ainst  the  Giver.     Blet«ed  with  kind  in 


dulgent  parent9,,who  strove  to  give  their  son  every 
advantage,  the  young  Arouet — for  such  wat*  Vol- 
taire's real  name — was  placed  under  the  careful 
and  religious  training  of  the  Jesuits,  but  he  used 
the  gifts  of  his  mind  to  turn  inU^  ixiison  the  most 
pre<;ious  fo<Ki  of  the  wml. 

His  Professor  of  Rhetoric,  Father  Pallu,  who 
knew  him  thoroughly,  seeing  his  thirst  for  glory 
and  his  irreligious  inclinations,  predicted  that  be 
would  be  the  standard  of  deism  in  France.  His 
quarrelsome  disposition,  his  shameful  disolK'dience 
and  his  insulting  manners  to  his  parents  caused 
his  father  to  send  him  to  Holland  ;  but  his  disre- 
putable ainduct  forced  him  to  fly  from  there  and 
again  seek  shelter  in  his  father's  house — and  it 
was  only  to  bring  grief  to  the  hearts  of  those  he 
was  bound  by  every  tie  of  nature  to  cherish  and 
respect.  The  following  year  his  disgraceful  a>n- 
duct  caused  him  to  be  severely  punished  by  a 
stage  actor,  whom  he  had  wantonly  insulted  ;  and 
almost  immediately  after,  an  offi(rer,  whom  he  had 
maliciously  calumniated,  gave  him  a  deep  sabre 
cut  upon  the  cheek,  where  a  mark  remained  to 
teach  him  better  manners. 

Louis  XIV  had  just  died.  Flatteries  gave  way 
to  satire;  Arouet  freely  indulged  his  venomous 
disposition,  and  was  put  to  jail  for  one  year  in  the 
Bastille.  At  his  release  the  young  Aroret  clutngt  d 
name  into  tiiat  of  Voltaire.  "  I  have  be«n  too  un 
fortunate  under  my  first  name,"  said  he,  "I  must 
now  try  my  luck  under  another." 

The  first  time  we  hear  of  him  again  under  his 
new  name  is  when,  suspected  of  complicity  in  a 
state  plot,  he  is  banished  from  Paris.  Some  yeais 
after,  he  suc-ceeded  in  oittaining  leave  to  return. 
But  to  live  in  p*ace  was  for  him  well  nigh  impos- 
silde.  In  a  hot  altercation  with  Chevarn  r  de 
Itolian,  when  a«ki  d  contemptuously  who  he  was, 
Voltaire  repli«<l  sharply,"!  am  tl  e  fi  st  «fmy 
name,  and  you  are  the  last  of  yuun*."  Theyoui  g 
lord  avenged  the  insolence  by  ordering  one  of  his 
servants  to  give  him  a  sound  thrashing.  The  exe- 
cution of  this  order  took  place  at  the  door  of  the 
Duke  (^  Sully,  where  Voltaire  was  going  to  dine. 
He  entreated  the  Duke  to  aid  him  to  repel  the  in- 
sult ;  but.  on  being  refu.s<d.  Voltaire  left  the  hotel 
in  great  indignation;  and  s<eing  that  nol)ody  took 
the  least  interest  in  his  case,  says  <»ne  of  his  histo- 
rians, he  had  the  courage  to  carry  his  complaint  to 
the  Regent  of  the  State,  asking  justice:  ".Justice," 
rtpled  the  Regent,  "it  is  done."  It  did  not,  how- 
ever, end  there,  for  ho  wass«nt  again  to  the  Bastille 
for  .six  months;  nor  was  he  allowed  to  leave  the^ail 
when  his  time  was  out,  but  on  condition  of  leaving 
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France.  He  went  to  London  where  he  published 
his  Henriade.  The  publisher  employed  l)y  the 
author,  finding  himself  cheated  by  him,  laid  on 
his  shoulders  another  thrashing  after  the  model 
of  the  one  he  had  received  three  years  before,  at 
the  door  of  the  Duke  ot  Sully.    . 

On  promise  of  good  behavior  he  was  once  more 
permitted  again  to  return  to  Paris;  but  again  de- 
nounced to  the  keeper  of  the  seals  for  an  infamous 
pamphlet,  he  fled  to  Rouen,  where  he  hid  himself 
for  seven  months  in  a  printer's  house ;  shortly  af- 
terward, the  refugee  testified  his  gratitude  to  his 
host  in  defrauding  and  ruining  him  completely, 
as  he  did  some  others  of  his  publishers.  In  1734 
Voltaire  published  his  "  Philosophical  Letters," 
for  which  he  was  condemned  by  parliament,  and 
forced  to  exile  himself  again.  The  fifteen  years 
that  followed  were  marked  jjy  public  debauchery. 
Then  began  his  famous  relations  with  Frederick 
of  Prussia,  which  lasted  three  years.  Nothing 
could  be  better  calculated  to  exhibit  the  meanness 
of  poor  human  nature  than  this  so  called  friend- 
ship or  intimacy.  In  this  phase  of  his  life,  he 
rivals  the  weakest  and  most  conreniptible  charac- 
ters. Some  minds  are  dazzled  by  the  daring  of 
vice,  but  when  they  see  the  same  person  descend 
to  the  most  pitiful  meanness,  it  seems  that  no  one 
could  find  aught  but  profound  contempt  for  such 
a  perversion  of  all  that  is  nol)le  in  the  mind  of 
man.  We  have  already  seen  that  he  was  a  noto- 
rious liar,  not  alone  in  his  writing,  but  in  his  social 
intercourse. 

Macauley,  with  a  few  strokes  of  his  pen,  has 
given  an  insight  into  his  life  at  the  court  of  Freder- 
ick, and  some  of  those  minor  traits,  if  so  you  please 
to  cjill  them,  that  render  this  xoi  di-sant  philoso- 
pher the  most  contemptible  of  human  beings  : 
"  Many  circumstances  had  made  him  desirous  of 
finding  a  home  at  a  distance  from  his  own  country. 
He  was  ever  tormented  l)ya  most  restless  jealousy. 
To  every  writer  who  rose  to  a  celebrity  approach- 
ing his  own,  he  became  either  a  disguised  or  an 
avowed  enemy.  He  publicly,  and  with  violent 
outrage,  made  war  on  Jean  Jacques.  Nor  had  he 
the  art  of  hiding  his  feelings  under  the  .semblance 
of  good  humor  or  contempt.  With  all  his  talents 
and  experience,  he  had  no  more  self-control  than 
a  petted  child,  or  the  silliest  hysterical  woman. 
Whenever  he  was  mortified  heexhausted  the  whole 
rhetoric  of  anger  and  sorrow,  to  express  hismorti- 
ficaticm ;  his  torrents  of  bitter  words — his  stamp- 
ing and  cursing — his  grimaces  and  tears  of  bitter 
rage,  portrayed  poor  human  nature,  truly  abject 
in  its  self  glorification." 

The  opening  correspondence  with  Frederick  ex- 
hibits the  philosoplur  (V)  as  an  adept  in  the  most 
ignoble  art  of  flattery.  But  when  he  at^cepted  the 
invitation  of  the  King,  the  shameless  rapacity 
with  which  he  demanded  a  thousand  louis  for 
one  of  his  relations,  to  be  added  to  the  pension 
offered  by  his  majesty,  disgusted  Frederick.  He 
affected  indifference,  and  wrote  some  of  his  bad 
verses,  descril)ing  Voltaire  as  the  setting  sun,  etc. 
The  avaricious  philosopher !  was  in  bed  when  lie 
heard  of  this.  He  jumped  out  immediately, 
danced  and  stamped  around  the  room  in  a  frenzy 


of  rage  and  tears,  sent  for  his  passport  and  start- 
ed without  a  day's  delay  for  the  Court  of  Prussia. 
It  is  not  difficult  to  foresee  the  ending  of  such  a 
friendship.  During  his  sojourns  he  indemnified 
himself  for  the  thousand  louis,  by  pilfering  when- 
ever the  opportunity  offered,  pocketing  even  the 
wax  candles  in  the  royal  ant<'chamber.  After 
many  quarrels  with  his  royal  host,  in  which  the 
phiosopher  showed  his  knowledge  of  the  science 
of  lying,  he  finally  took  a  hasty  leave  of  Berlin, 
but  was  arrested  at  Frankfort,  and  had  to  bear 
for  fifteen  days  all  the  insults  of  the  police. 

He  retired  at  Colmar,  where,  to  wash  away  the 
infamy  of  his  character,  he  wished  to  attend  pub- 
licly his  duty  at  Easter.  Twice  he  had  applied 
to  be  received  as  a  member  of  the  academy,  and 
twice  he  had  been  refused  for  his  impious  writ- 
ings. But  he  was  determined  to  carry  his  point ; 
therefore  he  made  a  public  profession  of  faith,  in 
which  he  stated,  among  other  things,  that  if  any 
one  had  ever  published,  under  his  name,  a  single 
page  that  could  give  scandal  even  to  the  sacristan 
of  the  parish  church,  he  was  ready  to  leave  it  out. 
"I  wish,"  he  adds,  "to  live  and  to  die  in  peace 
in  the  bosom  of  the  Catholic,  Apostolic  and  Roman 
Church." 

But  what  results  could  be  expected  from  such 
motives?  In  1758  he  settled  himself  at  Ferney, 
where,  to  quote  the  language  of  t  e  free-thinker, 
Macauley,  "  loost-d  from  every  tie  which  had 
hitherto  restrained  him,  he  bi-gan  his  long  war 
against  all  of  good  that  had  authority  over  man. 
He  could  not  build, — he  could  only  pull  down- 
he  was  the  very  Vitruvius  of  ruin.  He  has  be- 
queathed to  us  not  a  single  doctrine  that  can  be 
called  by  his  name — not  a  single  addition  to  the 
stock  of  our  positive  knowletige."  So  much  for 
his  talents,  as  traced  by  one  who  had  no  religion 
himself 

It.  was  at  Ferney  he  uttered  the  mad  declaration 
that  was  visited  upon  him  so  signally  and  ac- 
curately. "In  twenty  years  hence,"  said  he,  "God 
shall  have  fine  times  in  France."  Precisely  at  the 
expiration  of  the  period,  the  same  God  he  had 
so  long  insulted  put  a  stop  to  his  astonishing 
career  of  abominations. 

Voltaire  whose  insolence  had  scarcely  revealed 
any  fear  of  God  while  in  the  enjoyment  of  vigor 
and  life,  in  presence  of  death  soon  changed  and 
began  to  fear  terribly.  A  priest  was  sent  for  in 
all  haste;  but  his  friends  had  taken  their  meas- 
ures to  prevent  the  patriarch  of  infidelity  from 
destroying,  i>y  a  single  act,  the  bearing  and  eflfects 
of  a  long  life  of  writings  and  examples — there- 
fore no  priest  would  be  permitted  to  visit  him. 
When  Voltaire  realized  his  position,  his  danger, 
and  the  impossibility  to  reconcile  himself  with 
God,  rage  and  despair  seized  iqvm  him  in  such  a 
frightful  manner,  that  the  celebrated  Dr.  Tron- 
ching,  who  was  present  and  attended  him  in  his 
last  moments,  CDuld  not  help  saying:  "I  would 
wish  that  all  who  have  been  seduced  by  Voltaire's 
writings,  could  have  been  witnesses  to  his  death." 
"Thus,  I  am  abandoned  by  God  and  l^  man,"  he 
yelled  aloud  with  fury,  and  tearing  his  own  flesh 
with  his  hands  and  his  teeth  like  a  maniac  and  de- 


AVE    MARIA. 


243 


rooninc,  lie  tthnok  not  only  Iuh  l>e<l  hut  the  very 
riMMH  witli  tilt'  vioUnci"  <»t"  his  frenzy  « ml  despair! 
IlelitKi  live<ltiie  iit'eof  nn  Anti<teluiHund  u  Juliun, 
and  liis  end  wn^  like  unto  theirs. 

Ilorrihie  picture:  Who  eun  tinnk  upon  it  f'»r 
f\vv:  minutes  and  tlien  dare  to  trust  to  nature  nn- 
aiile<l  l»y  tfraee?  .Such  is  a  true  type  of  nature 
self  deitieu;  and  yet  this  impious  wretch  has  had, 
and  still  has  his  tollowers  and  admirers!  O  won- 
derful and  deploraltle  perversion  of  the  hman 
heart  !v  Let  us  hasten  fronj  the  horrible  portrait 
we  have  heen  obliged  to  paint ;  and  as  we  have 
followed  Voltaire  from  the  cradle,  ^)  let  us  turn 
to  the  angelic  ehildh<M)d  of  the  Cur(5  of  Ars.  A  face 
resembling  that  of  the  young  Arouet  meets  our 
gaze  ;  but,  save  that,  all  other  resemblance  passed 
away  with  infancy.  We  have  traced  the  rapid  de- 
scent of  one ;  let  us.  if  possible,  follow  the  up- 
ward flight  of  the  other. 

Compare  him  with  the  young  Voltaire,  in 
youth.  "  Of  all  God's  creatures  the  most  attractive 
and  the  most  amiai>le,  without  doul)t,  is  the  young 
man  faithful  to  his  duties;  l)y  the  special  privi- 
lege of  his  age,  he  still  preserves  inncM-ence  when 
he  already  posses.ses  virtue.  The  aflFectionate  sen- 
timents of  his  heart  overflow  and  concentrate 
upon  God  as  their  source,  surround  his  parents 
with  the  tenterest  devotedness,  and  from  them 
spreading  around  him  pure  friendship,  charity 
and  goodness.  How  eager  he  is  to  obey! — how 
happy  to  feel  the  sati8facti«m  of  giving  to 
others! — what  respect  and  confidence  in  his  look  ! 
— what  candor  in  his  smile ! — what  serenity  in  his 
joys! — whatsweetness  and  generosity  in  his  tears!" 
Such  was  the  young  John  Alary  Vianney  when  he 
returned  to  his  parents  after  his  first  Communion, 
bringing  in  his  heart  and  on  his  brow  the  sweet- 
est impressions  of  youth.  The  grace  which  sur- 
rounded him  from  his  cradle,  making  him  a  little 
apostle  among  his  young  companions,  had  aug- 
mented with  years ;  it  spread  around  his  youth 
the  perfume  of  innocence.  His  presence  commu- 
nicated the  calmness  of  purity  to  all  who  ap- 
proached him.  Knowing  that  he  owed  his  love 
to  God  alone,  he  never  for  an  instant  tarnished  in  j 
his  heart  this  fountain  of  love ;  he  passed,  with- 
out transition,  from  the  ignorance  to  the  hatred  of  ' 
sin;  he  was  always  an  angel  or  a  saint.  We  have 
frequently  heard  him  say:  "when  I  was  young,  I 
did  not  know  evil;  I  learned  to  know  it  only  in  i 
the  confessional."  I 

What  a  striking  difference  from  the  youth  of 
Voltaire ;  and  yet  the  faces  of  these  two  bore  a 
resemblance!  Now,  by  the  side  of  the  avari- 
cious, lying  philosopher — stealing  wax  candles  at 
the  court  of  Berlin — let  us  place  a  trait  of  the 
Curfi  of  Ars  when  assistant  priest  at  EcuUy : 

"  For  a  long  time  he  had  worn  the  same  cassock, 
until  it  was  quite  shabby.  Although  frequently 
reminded  that  he  owed  to  his  dignity  and  the 
honor  of  the  priesthood  a  more  decent  apparel,  he 
always  answered:  'I'll  think  about  it,'  and  in  the 
meantime  all  the  funds  he  received  were  distrib- 
uted in  alms  and  works  of  charity.  One  day, 
being  more  seriously  admonished  than  usual  about 
his  worn-out  cassock,  and  urged  to  get  another,  he 


i  c«in»tnted,  and   gnve   the    tail«»r'«  wife  the  sum 
necessary  to  purchase  it.     A  few  hours  afterward 
he    received    a    visit    from    a  noble    lady,  who, 
throngii  misfortune,  was  reduced  to  extn-me  indi- 
gence     At  the  end  of  her  visit.  M.  Vianney  ran 
to   the  co!ninis.si()iier  and    asked  for  his  money. 
This  g»v)d  womiiii,  expecting  her  huslmnd  would 
have  had   the   prufit  of  making  the  ca,ssn<'k,  op- 
I)osed  a  thousand  cogent   reai^ons,  all  clever  and 
more  |)erHuasive  as  they  advanced.  'All  very  g'XKi, 
veryg(KMl,'  was  the  reply  of  M.  Vianney,  *t)utgive 
nie  the  money  now,  and  we  will  see  alM>ut  it  aifer- 
ward.'     The  same  evening  the  numey  was  handed 
to  Mrs.  X  .by  a  strange  |)erson.    One  more  instance 
will  perhaps  sIk»w  an  equal  dexterity  on  the  part 
of  the  CurC  of  Ars,  as  that  of  the  Philosopher  of 
Ferney,  to  slily  pocket  little  things.     His  usual 
food  was  the  coarsest  black   bread   and  |x»tatoe8. 
'   His   housekeei)er  carried  on  a  perpetual   warfare 
with  him,  to  induci-  him  to  mitigate,  in  some  «le- 
grce,  the  austerity  of  his  life.     She   would  slip 
unawares  into  tlie  presbytery,  and  leave  the  pro- 
visions which  he  had  refusetl  to  receive  from  h«r. 
Great  was  her  self  gnitulation  on  such  occasions, 
luitil,  the  following  morning,  she  would  recogni/e 
I'r  gift  in  the  wallet  of  the  first    beggar   who 
canie  to  ask  alms  at  her  door.     Once  she  maile  a 
beautiful  pie  for  the  Cur€,  which,  when  baked  to 
perfection,  she  took  out  of  the  oven,  and  hid  in 
an  old  cuplx>ard  in  the  presbytery  kitchen,  think- 
ing it  would  certainly  be  safe  in  that  deserted 
corner  of  the  house.     She  impatiently  awaited 
M.  Vianney 's  return  in  the  evening,  and  as  soon 
a.s  she  heard  him  come  in,  she  said  to,  him  in  the 
most  insinuating  voice  in  the  world:  *M.  le  CurC, 
will  you  have  a  little  piece  of  pieV     'Certainly,' 
replied  he,  immediately,    '  I  should   like  it  very 
much.'      Delighted    with   so   unusual  an  acqui- 
escence, she  flew  to  her  hiding  place,  where,  alas! 
no  pie  was  to  be  found !     What  could  have  become 
of  it?     Had  M.  le  Curfi  found  it  out  and  given  it 
to  some  poor  man?     This  was  really  t«.o  much. 
She  went  up  stairs  quite  out  of  humor.     'M.  le 
Cur6,  this  is  too  bad.     My  pie  was  my  own ;  I  did 
not  give  it  to  you.* 

" '  Why  did  you  put  it  in  the  presbytery,  then  ♦' 
he  very  quietly  replied,  'I  conclude  what  I  find 
in  my  house  is  ray  own,  and  that  I  have  a  right  to 
dispose  of  it."  Here  we  find  the  same  dexterity 
in  the  priest  and  the  philosopher — charming  and 
fascinating  in  one,  mean  and  contemptible  to  the 
lowest  degree  in  the  other.  The  only  diff"erence 
Ix'ing  that  one  took  from  the  royal  host,  to  grati- 
fy his  sordid  avarice ;  the  other  from  himself,  to 
gratify  his  love  of  charity." 

We  have  seen  how  Voltaire  labored  to  dostroy 
every  good,  and  to  draw  amund  him  a  crowd  of  ad- 
mirers. Let  us  see  how  the  saintly  devotedness  of 
the  other  drew  blessings  upon  thousands,  and  drew 
even  into  the  deserts  vast  crowds  of  persons,  who, 
as  admirers  of  the  Cur6  of  Ars,  saved  their  own 
souls,  and  helped  to  regenerate  France  from  the 
poi8«»nous  influence  of  Voltaire.  We  will  take  the 
testimony  of  a  member  of  the  University,  M.  Le- 
croix.  a  man  of  the  first  celebrity  in  France,  and 
we  will  let  him  simply  describe  one  day  at  Atb: 
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♦'  Two  years  ago  I  resolved  to  pass  ray  vacations 
in  Rome.  A  few  days  l>f  fore  leaving  Paris,  one  of 
niy  nio.xt  distinguished  friends  said:  'Since  you  arc 
going  to  Home  this  time  in  pilgrimage,  make  one 
on  ji>ur  way;  and  iis  you  have  to  pass  by  Lyons, 
gi>  and  see  the  Ciir6  of  Ars;  it  will  not  cause  much 
delay,  and  you  will  see  there  what  you  will  sec  k 
in  vain  elsewhere.'  My  friend  iiad  .^een  the  Cui6 
of  Ars,  whom  I  knew  only  by  vague  reports. 
What  he  told  me  excited  my  curiosity,  and  his  in- 
teresting recital  terminated  with  these  rellections, 
which  decided  me:  'You  study  history,  and  teach 
it ;  you  should  endeavor  to  comprehend  its  secret. 
Go  to  Ars,  and  y(m  will  learn  how  to  establish 
Christianity;  how  people  are  converted  and  Chris- 
tian civilization  fimnded.  A  man  is  there  in 
whom  is  found  the  creative  action  of  the  saints 
of  past  ages;  his  works  resemble  those  of  the 
Apostles;  populations  venerate  him  as  they  did 
Saint  Bernard ;  he  reproduces  all  those  wonders 
of  whicli  we  read  in  books.  Go  and  see  him, 
speak  to  him  if  you  can  get  near  hiu,  for  lie  is 
strongly  besieged;  look  at  liim,  if  you  can  do 
no  more,  and  you  will  lind  that  you  have  not  lost 
your  time.  When  we  have  the  happiness  of  being 
contemporary  with  such  a  prodigy,  we  should  not 
close  our  eyes  and  pass  it  by.  Tlie  learned  often 
go  to  a  great  deal  of  trouble  to  observe  phenom- 
ena not  worth  the  fatigue ;  but  here  you  have  the 
greatest  and  rarest  phenomenon  in  the  world, 
•  since  it  is  saintliiiess  in  full  activity.  In  your  qual- 
ity of  historian,  you  cannot  dispense  yourself  from 
visiting  it.  Go,  then,  to  Ars ;  but  make  haste,  for 
the  Cur6  will  not  live  a  long  time.'  I  resolved  to 
follow  his  counsel,  and  in  place  of  going  direct 
to  Lyons  I  stopped  at  Villefranche.  The  sky  an- 
iounced  a  day  of  uninterrupted  rain  (I  noted  this 
circumstance  with  pleasure) ;  I  took  my  seat  in 
one  of  the  stages  running  to  Ars.  The  road  seem- 
ed deserted,  and  the  rain  fell  in  torrents.  Good, 
I  said  to  myself;  there  will  not  be  such  a  crowd 
around  the  Cur6  of  Ars,  so  I  shall  have  an  ojjpor- 
tunity  of  speaking  to  him,  and  leaving  without 
too  much  delay.  *  *  *  We  reached  Ars,  and 
immediately  ran  to  the  church,  where  we  were 
told  we  could  find  the  Cur6.  Going  along,  1  ar- 
ranged affairs  according  to  my  own  fashum.  I 
thought  the  stage  had  brought  all  the  strangers — 
that  we  should  be  the  only  visitors;  and,  in  my 
simplicity,  I  concluded  the  good  priest  was  there 
below  waiting  tor  us.  And  1  was  quite  disposed 
to  be  touched  and  edified,  but  1  was  not  in  the 
least  prepared  for  what  I  witnessed.  I  entered 
the  church  with  a  movement  of  curiosity,  perhaps, 
more  than  of  gravity.  But  what  was  my  surprise! 
In  place  of  the  solitude  of  which  1  had  been 
dfeaming,  I  saw  the  church  filled  with  a  recollec- 
ted and  numerous  crowd :  the  women  by  groups 
in  the  body  of  the  building,  the  men  crowded  and 
pressed  Ground  the  sanctuary,  all  silent  and  calm,  in 
the  attitude  of  prayer  and  meditation.  Never  did 
the  antechamber  of  a  sovereign  strike  me  with 
such  grandeur  and  majesty;  and  I  felt  in  an 
instant  all  the  dignity  of  this  ministerof  the  Sover- 
eign King  of  Heaven  and  Earth,  to  whom  his 
sanctity  gave  such  power  and  attracted    such 


multitudes.  Yet,  although  I  looked  for  him  I  could 
not  see  him.  Some  one  pointed  to  the  door  of 
the  sacristy,  and  said  he  was  hearing  the  confes- 
sions of  the  men  in  their  turn.  It  was  now  five 
o'clock  in  the  evenii  g.  Evidently  I  had  no  chance 
of  seeing  the  CurC  that  day,  as  I  was  at  the  ex- 
tremity of  the  crowd  that  commenced  at  the  door 
of  the  sacristy  ;  but  I  did  not  complain.  I  was 
impressed  with  the  beauty  of  the  scene,  and  I  was 
happy  to  have  an  opportunity  of  observing  how 
the  Cur6  ot  Ars  ended  his  day,  promising  myself 
to  return  the  next  morning  to  see  now  he  com- 
menced it. 

"  Nevertheless  the  Abb6  Vianney  remained  in- 
visible. The  door  of  the  sacristy  continued  to 
open  and  shut,  as  the  men  succeeded  each  other  at 
the  tribunal  of  the  holy  priest.  More  than  two 
hours  passed  rapidly ;  I  had  forgotten  to  count 
the  minutes,  for  the  scene  passing  before  my  eyes 
so  completely  filled  the  soul  with  divine  and  eter- 
nal things  that  time  seemed  not  to  exist.  It  was 
eight  o'clock ;  the  church,  far  from  becoming 
empty,  was  receiving  new  visitors,  and  was  still 
completely  full.  It  was  the  hour  of  prayer,  and 
the  villagers  assembled  as  for  Mass;  they  had 
been  taught  by  their  saintly  Cur6  to  practice  most 
fervently  all  the  duties  of  Christians.  At  this 
moment  M.  Vianney  appeared  and  ascended  the 
pulpit.  His  appearance  caused  me  to  forget  every 
thing  else.  He  was  clothed  with  his  surplice, 
which  he  always  wears.  His  whole  exterior  mani- 
fested his  extraordinary  virtues  and  holiness.  His 
face  and  his  person  were  of  extreme  thinness,  at- 
testing the  sublime  and  frightful  labor  of  mortifi- 
cation and  asceticism ;  but  that  body,  so  frail  and 
bent,  seemed  grand  and  majestic.  Prayer  over, 
he  left  the  church,  bareheaded,  and  in  surplice 
entered  his  dwelling.  I  felt  within  myself  that  the 
essential  aim  of  my  visit  had  been  accomplished. 
The  Cure  of  Ars  was  no  ordinary  man,  since  he 
had  collected  around  him,  in  this  lost,  obscure 
village,  afl3.uence  and  crowds  equal  to  the  most 
renowned  pi  Igrimages.  Y''et  it  was  painful  to  leave 
without  speaking  to  the  holy  priest  and  receiving 
his  blessing.  Understanding  from  a  pers(m  I  took 
for  the  sacristan,  that  if  I  returned  at  four  o'clock 
in  the  morning  I  could  see  the  Curfi  of  Ars,  I  de- 
termined to  be  there  at  the  moment.  *  *  *  At 
the  hour  indicated,  I  was  at  the  door,  supposing 
I  was  in  time  and  even  before  all  others.  But 
my  surprise  was  greater  than  on  the  preceding 
day;  already  a  large  crowd  was  assembled,  and  I 
could  not  get  near  the  hrppy  door  which  gave  ac- 
cess to  the  Cur6.  '  How  long  have  you  been  here  ?' 
I  inquired  of  my  neighbors.  *  Since  two  o'clock.' 
— 'And  when  did  M.  le  Cur6  come  ?' — 'At  mid- 
night.'— '  Where  is  he ;  what  is  he  doing  now  *' — 
'  He  is  behind  the  altar,  hearing  the  confessions  of 
the  women  ;  he  does  not  hear  men  usually,  on  Fri- 
day, until  after  Mass.' — '  Well,  then,  what  is  the 
cause  of  all  that  crowd  around  the  sacristy  f — 
'  They  are  keeping  their  places.' — '  When  did  they 
come  ?' — 'At  midnight,  when  M.  le  Cur6  entered. 
The  first  comer  held  the  knob  of  the  door  at  mid- 
night, the  church  opened,  and  they  took  their 
places.'     All  this  surpassed  what  I  had  seen  and 
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heard :  I  was  confoandod.  I  knew  well  tlnit 
man  is  capahlo  of  prrKligious  c-onstunry  whon  it 
is  a  (jnestion  of  hi>  plcasurt-  or  interest ;  that  he 
woiihl  wait  entire  honrsforii  giMMl  pljici-  at  a  show 
or  tlieater,  and  pass  days  ajui  nij^lits  at  Quincam- 

rM»ix  street  for  news  of  the  Mississippi  wheme ; 
lilt  I  had  never  known,  never  seen  man  really 
disposed  to  make  tlie  same  Racritiee  of  his  time 
and  his  repose  for  purely  spiritual  things." 

We  regret  our  space  will  not  allow  us  to  give 
cvfn  the  entire  of  one  day  from  the  pen  of  M  Le- 
croix,  this  Kul>litne  dniina  of  charity  continued 
ten  hours  without  orie  moment's  relaxation.  At 
ten  o'clock  he  was  enabled  to  gain  an  entrance 
into  the  sacistry.  lie  hriefly  and  rapidly  stated 
his  business,  anti  n-ceived  the  clearest  and  most 
direct  reply.  The  Cur<*  of  Ars  improvised  wis- 
dom. "  I  was  confounded  to  see  his  attention 
and  presence  of  mind  under  such  circumstances  ; 
he  ha«l  replied  to  hundreds  since  midnight,  with- 
out impatience,  without  apparent  fatigue,  with 
open  heart,  and  an  incredible  activity  of  his  mind 
and  frail  body.  His  duties  in  the  church  con- 
tinued without  intermission  until  noon.  I  fol- 
lowed him  to  the  altar  of  Saint  Philomena,  whom 
he  honors  in  a  sjX'cial  manner.  Having  (me  day 
miraculfHisly  cured  a  paralytic  at  her  altar,  he  be- 
trayed his  secret  by  his  humility  in  complaining 
to  the  Saint,  and  saying.  *  When  you  grant  me 
such  graces,  let  it  be  in  secret ;  cure  them  at  their 
own  houses  and  spare  my  un worthiness  this  con- 
fusion.' " 

From  noon  until  two  o'clock  the  Cur6  spent  in 
his  presbytery  in  prayer  and  mortilications,  and 
then  his  works  of  charity  commenced  again. 
Thirty  years  of  such  days  he  pa.ssed  at  Ars,  with- 
out repose  or  relaxation.  His  death  was  but  the 
going  home.  Often,  when  entreated  to  rest,  he 
would  reply :  "  I  will  rest  myself  in  Paradise." 
On  his  death-l>ed  one  of  the  attendants  use<l  the 
fan  ;  he  waved  it  aside,  saying — "  Leave  me  with 
my  poor  flies."  "  You  are  suffering  very  much," 
said  one ;  a  resigned  movement  of  the  liead  was 
the  only  reply.  Silent  tears  fell  from  his  eyes 
when  the  bell  announced  the  last  visit  of  his  Be- 
loved Lord,  whom  he  so  fervently  adored.  A  few 
hours  after,  he  wept  once  more ;  these  tears  of  joy 
were  his  last ;  they  fell  Ujx>n  the  cross  of  his 
Bishop,  who  that  moment  arrived,  summoned  in 
haste  to  see  his  saintly  priest  die.  As  an  inno- 
cent child  falling  asleep,  he  gave  up  his  Ixnly  and 
soul  to  Uixl  in  the  arms  of  the  faithful  compan- 
ions of  his  lalx)r8.  So  passed  this  great  and  pow- 
erful Confessor  of  our  age.  Where  now  is  the  re- 
semblance to  Voltaire? — who  can  help  shudder- 
ing at  the  thought  of  the  immense  gulf  l>etween 
them?  As  swiit  and  as  sure  as  the  path  of  na- 
ture, self-deitied,  was  downwani  to  the  hiwest 
depthsof  that  never-ending  abyss  of  eternal  fire — 
BO  swift,  we  trust,  so  sure  was  the  rapid  flight  of 
nature,  united  to  the  Deity  by  grace,  up  to  tlie  re- 
gions of  eternal  joy,  where,  through  all  ages,  his 
bliss  will  be  to  love  the  Blessed  Virgin  as  he 
loved  her  from  his  cradle,  and  repHnJuce  in 
Heaven  that  love  of  God  which  consumed  his 
iKMiy  upon  earth. 


The  CurC  of  Ars  and  Voltaire! — The  very  ex- 
tremities of  human  nature  ;  the  one  as  intense  in 
his  love  as  the  other  in  his  hatred  of  Jesus  Christ. 
While  there  is  yet  time,  let  us  learn,  in  imitation 
of  the  humble  lover  of  Jestis  and  Mary,  to  serve 
God,  lest,  like  the  other,  we  tall  by  pride  and 
unbelief. 

The  Nativity  of  Our  Lady. 

Sununer  suns  forever  shining. 
Flowers  and  fruits  forever  twining, 
Silvery  waters  ever  flowing. 
Songlike  breezes  ever  blr)wing. 
Shady  groves  forever  ringing, 
With  a  low  melo<]ious  singing  : 

Infant  Mary  !  Joy  of  eartli  ? 

We  with  all  this  world  of  mirth. 
Light-hearted  and  joy  laden. 

Greet  the  morning  of  thy  birth, 
Little  Maiden ! 

Angels  round  the  Throne  adoring. 
Newest  sougs  of  praise  outpouring, 
^ursts  of  wonderful  thank-giviug, 
^Vorshiping  the  Everliving, 
All  the  vast  angelic  nations, 
Lauaing  Him  with  grutulations : 
Infant  Mary  !  J«»y  of  earth: 
We  with  all  this  worhl  of  mirth, 

Light-hearted  and  joy  laden. 
Greet  the  morningof  thy  birth. 
Little  Maiden  ! 

G<xl  with  each  unt«)ld  perfection 
BrtNKling  o'er  thy  sweet  election, 
Gloritied  by  wondrous  blisses 
Stirring  in  His  calm  abysses. 
As  if  some  new-born  eiuoti<m 
Rippled  His  unchanging  «x;ean  : 

Infant  Mary!  Joy  of  earth! 

We  with  all  this  world  oi  mirth. 
Light-hearted  and  joy-latlen. 

Greet  the  morning  of  thy  biith. 
Little  Maiden ! 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit, 
Blazoning  thee  with  matchless  merit. 
Wondrous  gmces  on  thee  raining. 
And  their  dread  complawnce  deigning 
*   To  rest  in  thee  as  in  no  other, 

Daughter,  Bride,  and  Sinless  Mother: 
Infant  Mary!  Joy  of  earth! 
We  with  all  this  world  of  mirth, 

Light  hearted  and  joy-laden. 
Greet  the  morning  of  thy  birth, 
Little  Maiden ! 

Thou  thyself  a  world  of  brightness. 
Flower  of  more  than  angel's  whiteness, 
Kavished  now  with  gladder  Heaven 
Than  to  angels  hath  been  given, 
Grandest  worship  in  creation 
Is  thine  infant  juliilation  : 

Infant  Mary !  Joy  on  earth  ! 

We  with  all  this  world  of  mirth. 
Light-hearted  and  joy-laden 

Greet  the  morning  ot  thy  birth, 
Little  Maiden ! 


Splendor  as  of  pearliest  morning 
O'er  the  souls  in  limbus  dawning, 
Golden  visions  hovering  o'er  them, 
Nearer  Heavens  unveiled  before  them, 
Sudden  transports  newly  given 
Sweeter  than  the  looked-for  Heaven  : 

Infant  Mary  !  Joy  of  earth  ! 

We  with  all  this  world  of  mirth, 
Light  hearted  and  joy-laden, 

Greet  the  morning  of  thy  birth, 
Little  Maiden ! 
Joachim  and  Anna  kneeling, 
I  ooks  of  furtive  wonder  stealing. 
High  in  ecstacy  uplifted, 
1  ather,  mother,  grandly  gifted, 
"Weeping,  through  excess  of  gladness. 
Tears  of  rapture,  not  of  sadness: 

Infant  Mary!  Joy  of  earth! 

We  with  all  this  world  of  mirth. 
Light-hearted  and  joy  laden, 

Greet  the  morning  of  thy  birth, 
Little  Maiden  ! 

Ah !  the  first  sight  of  thee  sleeping. 
And  the  first  sound  of  thee  weeping. 
How  the  breathless  Anna  listened, 
While  her  rapturous  teardrops  glistened, 
How  she  almost  died  of  pleasure, 
Feeding,  fondling  thee,  her  treasure: 

Infant  Mary  !  Joy  on  earth  ! 

We  with  all  this  world  of  mirth. 
Light-hearted  and  joy  laden. 

Greet  the.  morning  of  thy  birth, 
Little  Maiden ! 
All  the  joys  upon  God's  mountain 
Gushing  out  from  thee  their  fountain. 
All  the  gladness  of  the  golden 
Hosts  to  thee  alone  beholden, 
All  the  songs  that  men  are  singing. 
Songs  which  all  were  of  thy  bringing: 

Infant  Mary  !  Joy  of  earth! 

We  with  all  this  world  of  mirth, 
Light-hearted  and  joy-laden, 

Greet  the  morning  of  thy  birth, 
Little  Maiden  ! 
Babe  of  Anna !  Little  Maiden  ! 
We  with  transports  overladen. 
Spirits  full,  hearts  that  betoken, 
Joy  which  cannot  be  outspoken. 
We  thy  birthday  greet,  the  dawning 
Of  salvation's  happy  morning : 

Infant  Mary  !  Joy  of  earth  ! 

We  with  all  this  world  of  mirth. 
Light-hearted  and  joy-laden 

Greet  the  morning  of  thy  birth, 
Little  Maiden ! 

4» 

Patience. — Father  Bernard,  ever  intent  on 
good  works,  once  applied  to  a  nobleman  in  be- 
half of  an  unfortunate  person.  The  gentleman,  of 
a  choleric  temperament,  flew  into  a  passion  and 
refused.  Father  Bernard  persisted,  and  the  noble- 
man, in  his  rage,  struck  him  on  the  ear.  The  de- 
voted priest  fell  at  his  feet  and  said  :  "Give  me 
a  blow  on  the  other  ear,  my  lord,  and  grant  my 
petition."  The  nobleman  was  overcome  by  this 
humility  and  acceded  to  his  wishes  generously. 


Chorus  of  Angels  of  Earth  and  of  Heaven. 

The  Angel  Gabriel  alights  ugon  the  earth,  ac- 
comimnied  by  a  legion  of  Angels  from  Heaven. 

THE  ANGEL  OF   EARTH. 

Messenger  of  happiness,  what  news  do  you 
bring  frpm  your  country  ? 

THE  ANGEL   GABRIEL. 

Brethren,  I  bring  great,  I  bring  joyous  news ; 
God  is  love.  Oh,  Earth,  rejeice !  clothe  thyself 
in  all  thy  splendor,  adorn  thyself  with  flowers; 
with  thy  golden  fruits;  with  thy  green  verdure. 
Let  the  sun  pour  upon  thee  its  most  beautiful 
rays ;  the  night  its  most  refreshing  dew  !  Rivers, 
flow  more  limpid;  torrents,  stop  your  course; 
mountains,  leap  with  joy  !  Stars,  look  down  and 
contemplate  the  earth ;  days  of  hope,  joy  and  sat- 
isfaction, the  time  of  redemption  is  come.  Mary — 
(at  that  name.  Angels  of  the  Earth,  bow  down 
your  heads  !) — Mary,  the  Holy  Virgin,  opens  her 
eyes  to  the  light!  Light,  do  thou  rejoice!  Come 
and  caress  her,  fairer  than  the  morning  star! 
Winds,  blow  gently,  that  the  air  and  the  day  may 
be  mild  at  her  first  dawn. 

THE  AEGEL  OF   THE  EARTH. 

Messenger  of  Heaven,  may  thy  words  be  blessed, 
and  blessed  be  the  Holy  Virgin,  whose  advent 
thou  coniest  to  proclaim  !  And  you,  ye  guardians 
of  souls,  my  companions,  who,  since  the  fall  of 
the  human  race,  have  desired  to  sufll-r  and  to 
watch  with  mankind,  expecting  Hie  them  their 
deliverance,  rejoice  ye,  and  join  me  in  saluting 
the  spotless  Virgin,  whose  rising  star  announces 
to  us  a  life  without  end. 

CHOKUS  OF  GUAUBIAN  ANGELS. 

Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea!  the  Angels  of  Heaven 
and  the  Earth  salute  you  before  Aurora.  You  are 
that  flower  of  the  Heavenly  fields  which  is  to  pro- 
duce the  mysterious  Lily  of  the  Valleys.  Through 
yaii  the  fate  of  the  whole  human  race  is  to  be 
changed,  its  crime  repaired.  (Saint  Augustin, 
Serm.  xviii).  A  new  Eve,  more  beautiful  and 
glorious  than  the  first,  you  will  open  a  new  life 
to  the  earth  !     Let  ns  rejoice  ! 

THE  ANGEL  GABRIEL. 

Eve  wept ;  Mary  hath  already  leaped  with  joy  ; 
Eve  bore  in  her  breast  a  fruit  of  tears,  and  Mary 
is  to  bring  a  fruit  of  eternal  rejoicing  ;  for  the  one 
brought  forth  a  sinner  to  the  world,  and  the 
other  will  bring  into  it  the  Redeemer  of  all  the  sins 
of  the  world.  The  Mother  of  the  human  race 
plunged  her  offspring  into  pain  and  into  death  ; 
the  Immaculate  Virgin  comes  to  restore  it  and  to 
bestow  upon  it  eternal. life.  Eve  is  the  source  of 
sin ;  Mary  is  the  sprsng  of  grace  !    Let  us  rejoice ! 

THE  ANGELS  OF  EARTH. 

Blessed  be  the  Restorer  of  mankind  from  woe! 
Blessed  be  she  who  comes  to  crush  the  head  of 
the  serpent !  Joy,  happiness,  blessings  upon  earth  ! 
Let  us  approach  the  Holy  Virgin,  and  let  us  watch 
near  her,  from  the  cradle  to  the  tomb. 

And  the  Angels  chant  the  lofty  destinies  of 
their  young  Queen.  The  earth  rebounds  with  joy, 
and  the  heavens  of  the  earth  recount*  their  happi- 
ness to  the  Heaven  of  heavens ;  and  the  harmony 
of  the  spheres  resounds  more  joyfully  in  the  space 
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ami   the   anjfj'U  in  traversing  the  earth  leave  a 
luminouH  and  iwrfume<l  track  u|xm  it. 

Bose  Leaves  No.  2.— Saint  Anne. 

Slow  ffU  the  waninpf  rains — "I  sure  could  go — 
It  did  not  rain  t<M)  last  when  a  new  prayer 
Was  waiting  'ncath  the  laurel  to  ascend, 
Where  I  am  wont  to  pray  !"     Her  laurel  tree, 
IIa<l  she  ?  she  had — her  trysing  place  with  Heaven. 
Chosen  for  spot,  perhaps,  whereon  it  grew, — 
A  noiik  the  shadiest  ot  her  garden  lanes, 
Or  for  that  silent  sympathy  in  all, 
We  sometimes  trace,  when  marriage  meets  design. 
Dear,  good,  old,  glorious  pair  standing  within 
The  morning  of  their  second  Spring  to  them  ; 
The  very  cast  of  each  bland  face  like-grown, 
The  smile  of  mellow^  richness  one,  so  same, 
The  gentle  cadenced  voice,  one  happy  chord, 
Two  souls  but  duplicates,  showing  liow  fair, 
Perfect  and  fair  that  sacrament  complete. 
But  lo,  irradiated  Anna's  words 
We  lose:  she  even  now  hath  told,  like  prayer. 
Like  angel,  and  like  revelatit)n  ix>ured 
Into  her  husband's  happy  hearkening  ears. 
And  now  is  telling,  when  from  off  her  knees 
She  rose,  she  saw,  she  in  a  rainbow  stood ; — 
And  happy  hearkening  Joachim,  he  stands 
As  one  who  hears  divining  half — and  yet 
Divining  not — perhaps  of  Abraham 
And  Isaac  thinks — His  Sarah  stands  beside, 
Esteemed  as  Sarah  precious  in  his  eyes;  [thought 
And  yet   he  would    have   blushed   to  have  once 
Himself  worthy  in  the  future  world  to  stand 
Beside  that  father  of  the  patriarchs  ; 
Si»  p«M)r  in  their  own  eyes  do  great  saints  look — 
O,  man  !  about  to  be  unccmscious  raised 
By  grace,  than  glorious  old  Abraham 
A  tliousantl  hights  magniticent  al>ove. 
But  as  it  was,  he  only  deeper  smiled 
And  said,  "God's  blessed  word  is  aNays  true," — 
And  .inna  answered — "the  day  is  like  spring;" 
"A  summer  dropped  in  C'hisleii,  month  of  storms," 
Said  Joachim;  "great  is  the  Lord,  and  good," 
Anna  replied.     The  angel  had  not  left; 
His  eyes  were  blessed,  sucli  tranquil  faith  to  trace, 
Hi*  angel  heart  it  did  a  gmxl  to  see 
The  joy  out  cropping  from  their  happy  lof)ks 
And  ways.     The  cheerful  Anna  tried  to  spin, 
Loosing  her  thread  in  mystic  wanderings- 
Drifted  into  a  happy  year  from  now  ; — 
Ai.d  other  angels  came  by  her  to  stand — 
By  Joachim  who  toiled,  scarce  can  be  told, 
So  cheerfully  he  beat  the  barley  for  the  mill ; — 
Hatl  then  the  curtain,  shutting  of  that  world 
That  touches  us  unseen  on  every^side, 
Bei  n  drawn,  a  house  of  angels  hnd  been  seen 
Bearing  a  waiting  grace  in  each  bright  palm. 

Ko.  3.— Eve  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 

Night  shutteth  down.    The  sweet  changed  Winter 

Had  died; — died  as  a  Summer  afternoon —    [day 

And  yet  the  lingering  angels  do  not  go, 

(),  they  shall  never  go.    It  is  a  house 

Of  angels  evermore — who  stoop  to  see 

In  these  i>oor  walls  such  ch<)ice  predestinate, 

They  cannot  go.     I  wonder  if  they  know 


His  cradle,  t«v),  upon  these  floors  shall  rock  ; 

That  most  of  all  His  humble  day  with  man 

He  t(X),  shall  sojourn  here. 

Soft  stars  pitTccil  thnaigh  the  upper  blue, 

An«l  now  a  dove  was  heard  to  c<x>, — 

A  nightingale  in  vesper  trill 

Amid  the  gn>vc8  of  Nazareth  hill  : — 

But  sweeter  than  the  dove,  or  bird. 

The  angel-murmur  softly  heard, 

"  Blessings  of  the  breast.  bU>ssings  of  the  womb," 

The  Hose  of  Jesse  s<x)n  shall  bloom ; 

No  wintry  wind  shall  bnish  this  cot. 

Forever  blessed  be  this  8ix)t; 

A  child  a>nceived  that  knows  no  stain, 

This  darkened  world,  shall  light  again! 

And  floating  from  that  chosen  hill 

A  blessing  seems  the  earth  to  fill ; 

Through  neighlxmng  plains  of  Jericho, 

The  mystic  peace  seems  tirstto  flow, 

Acro.ss  the  calm  waved,  hallowed  sea. 

The  tranquil  bed  of  Galilee  ; — 

Along  the  swollen  Jordan's  shore 

The  lions  ceased  their  wonted  roar; — 

The  jackal  hushed  its  nightly  cry  ; 

The  byidit  brooked  not  such  a  sky; 

And  ti()ating  from  that  chosen  hill 

A  blessing  seemed  the  earth  to  fill ; — 

A  child  conceived  that  knows  fio  stain. 

This  darkened  world  shall  light  again  ! 

"  Bles.sings  of  the  breast,  blessings  of  the  womb  !" 

The  Rose  of  Jesse  8o«>n  shall  bloom. 


The  Humility  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

We  have  now  touched  a  point  in  the  calendar 
of  the  religious  solemnities  from  which  we  can 
casilly  see  the  beginning  and  the  end  of  the  prec- 
ious existence  of  our  glorious  Mother  upon  earth. 
Between  her  Assumption  and  her  Nativity,  we 
must  be  permitted  to  present  our  readers  an  im- 
portant remark,  which  may  serve  as  a  key  with 
which  they  may  ojk'U  a  mysterious  door,  and  in- 
troduce themselves  into  the  vision  and  under- 
standing of  a  life  otherwise  beyond  the  reach  of 
human  sagacity. 

To  Saint  John  our  Lord  confided  all  that  was 
dearest  to  Him — His  most  holy  Mother.  It  is  not 
certain  that  she  followed  him  to  Ephesus;  but 
such  is  at  lea.st  the  opinion  that  coincides  the  lK?st 
with  the  care  which  as  a  tender  s«in.  Saint  John 
did  not  fail  to  take  of  the  Bles.sed  Virgin.  We 
are  still  more  uncertain  with  regard  to  the  date, 
than  with  regard  to  the  place  of  her  sojourn  and 
of  her  death.  This  silence  of  history,  and  the  ob- 
scurity which  results  from  it,  on  the  most  perfect 
life  that  a  simple  creature  ever  lived  here  below, 
shows  us  the  most  complete  application  of  this 
fundamental  principle  of  the  evangelical  moral — 
namely,  that  humility  is  the  base  and  at  the  same 
time  the  measure  of  all  grandeur  before  Gcxl :  Qui 
$e  humiliiit  tjultiibilur.  We  only  know  of  Mary 
the  part  which  she  had  in  the  accomplishment  of 
the  Incarnation  of  the  Word  and  the  Hedemption 
of  the  human  race ;  all  the  rest  remainedun  known 
upon  the  earth,  U-CJiuse  God  prepared  for  her  the 
highest  degree  of  glory  hen'  Ih'Iow  and  in  Heaven. 

This  rule  God  has  ainstantly  followed  with  re- 
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gard  to  mankind  in  His  Church.  If  we  retrench 
all,  that  vanity  and  human  views  have  done  to  im- 
mortalize the  saints,  we  will  find  in  their  history 
on  ly  those  things  whose  knowledge  wasin  some  sort 
necessary  for  the  interests  of  the  Church  and  the 
edification  and  instruction  of  the  faithful.  Itisfrom 
this  view  of  the  ways  of  God  that  one  will  tlie  better 
comprehend  the  obscurity  which  covers  the  life  of 
the  great  men  of  Christianity  in  the  first  ages  of  the 
Church,  and  particularly  of  th<'  Apostles.  The 
details  of  their  actions  would,  doubtless,  be  very 
edifying;  but  it  was  still  more  important  to  give, 
from  the  commencement,  the  predominance  to  the 
rule  of  humility  and  the  contempt  of  all  human 
glory.  Appreciated  by  this  standard  and  by  this 
order  of  ideas,  the  life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  pre- 
dominates over  all  lives,  and  enlightens  all  the 
annals  of  the  Church.  The  immense  glory  which 
was  reserved  for  her,  should,  in  order  to  be  com- 
plete, illuminate  her  body,  but  it  had  been  said 
tliat  all  Ixilouging  to  this  celestial  existence  should 
pa>s  every  human  prevision  ;  the  resurrection  of 
this  holy  b<idy.  and  the  Assumption  of  Mary,  body 
and  SDul.  have  equally  escaped  written  history. 
The  tradition  which  preserved  these  events  be- 
longs to  the  numl)er  of  those  which  have  been 
slowly  developed  ^ith  the  course  of  ages. 

LEGENDS  OF  THE  M,ESSED  VIRGIN, 


No.  6.— From  the  Prison  to  the  Stake. 


The  two  criminals  presented  the  most  striking 
contrast.  One  was  small  and  stout ;  and  his  limbs, 
which  were  powerful  and  in  admiral >le  propor- 
tion, gave  evidence  of  prodigious  activity.  His 
countenance,  although  swarthy,  was  regular  and 
intelligint ;  his  mou.stache  was  long,  thick  and 
extremely  l)rown.  His  hair  was  oily  and  flat  on 
his  foreht-ad,  and  fell  upon  his  shoulders.  At  a 
distance  he  looked  handsome,  but  on  closer  in- 
spection the  .spectator  felt  a  kind  of  horror  creep 
over  him.  His  bold  features  expressed  cruelty  at 
once  cold,  deliberate  and  refined  ;  his  eye  was  as 
keen  as  an  eagle's,  with  all  the  fascinating  and 
overpowering  steadiness  of  the  serpent's.  His 
voice  was  mellow  and  insinuating;  he  could  im- 
part to  it  a  resolute,  imperious,  and  cutting  accent, 
but  in  his  ordinary  c<mversation,it  possessed  some- 
thing feline  and  treacherous.  Moreover,  his  pro- 
nunciation detracted  much  from  the  beauty  of  the 
harmonious  accent  of  Provence. 

His  demeanor  and  gestures  told  of  a  character 
given  to  dissimulation.  He  was  daring  but  cau- 
tious; capable  of  laying  a  deep  plan,  and,  when 
matured,  of  executing  it  with  as  nmch  raj)idity  as 
he  had  shown  deliljeration  in  adopting  it.  He 
belonged  to  the  Basque  race,  which  inhal>its  the 
declivities  of  the  Pyrenees  and  the  mountains  of 
Biscay  ;  an.  indomitable  people,  born  of  the  union 
of  Celtic  and  Ii)erian  blood.  The  roman  eagles 
pjunced  upon  their  village  but  could  not  establish 
themselves  there.  Augustus  never  succeeded  in 
subduing  these  tribes,  so  pas.sionately  fond  of 
freedom.  Charlemagne  lost  the  bloody  battle  of 
Roncevaux  in  his  encounter  with  them. 

Christianity  did  what  conquerors  could  not  ef- 


fect :  it  subdued  them,  without  weakening  their 
character.  When  the  Moors  overran  Spain,  they 
pres(mted  an  insuperable  barrier  to  their  progress; 
and  the  true  faith,  which  sought  shelter  among 
them,  there  recruited  itself,  and  ffuind  soldiers 
and  arms  sufl[i(!ient  to  secure  it  a  final  triumph. 
Soudriol  adhered  to  the  costunn-  of  his  country. 
A  red  cap  covered  his  head ;  a  little  rounded  vest 
revealed  the  lines  of  his  shoulders ;  a  broad  cinct- 
ure of  scarlet  cloth  girt  his  loins  and  part  of  his 
chest;  ribbons  of  the  same  color  hound  the  ex- 
tremities of  his  brayiiette  above  the  knees  ;  on  hia 
feet  he  wore  leathern  sandals,  fastened  by  strong 
thongs  around  the  instep. 

Soudriol  was  chief  of  a  band  which  was  much 
dreaded.  His  companions  were  so  many  slaves 
*o  his  slightest  beck.  They  knew  that  he  was  in- 
flexible in  his  will  and  implac^ltle  in  his  hatred  ; 
they  knew  that  his  arm  was  irre8istal)le  and  his 
eye  sure,  and  that  the  weapon  never  swerved  in 
its  aim  from  his  hand. 

flaving  been  brought  up  in  the  mountains,  he 
had  the  nimbleness  of  the  chamois.  Whether  in 
mounting  a  roof,  climbing  up  the  side  of  a  rock, 
swimming  over  a  river,  passing  the  yawning  gulf 
of  a  precipice,  or  creeping  like  a  serpent  under  a 
bush — nothing  daunted  him.  If  an  expedition 
terrified  the  bravest  of  his  c(unpanions,  he  would 
claim  for  himself  the  honor  of  undertaking  it, 
and  generally  brought  it  to  a  successful  issue. 
Moreover,  no  crime  deterred  him.  His  thrist  for 
carnage  knew  no  satiety;  women  and  children 
never  found  mercy  from  him ;  he  ever  longed  for 
blood,  and  found  an  infernal  pleasure  in  steeping 
hinjself  in  crime. 

Bouillac,  on  the  contrary,  although  at  first  sight 
more  repulsive,  was  in  reality  much  less  ferocious. 
A  tear,  a  prayer,  a  word,  often  sufficed  to  disarm 
his  wrath,  if  necessity  did  not  compel  him  to  be 
relentless.  He  was  not  naturally  cruel;  he  re- 
quired to  excite  himself,  even  to  make  an  effort, 
when  there  was  question  of  murder.  Nothing 
short  of  wine  and  the  encouragement  of  his  com- 
rades could  induce  him  to  commit  it;  and  after 
the  bloody  deed  had  been  perpetrated,  he  detested 
it,  and  in  spite  of  himself  fell  into  sadness  and 
despair. 

Having  been  abandoned  by  his  parents,  he  was 
received  by  .some  mf»nks  and  educated  in  a  mon- 
astery. The  wicked  passions  of  youth  drove  him 
from  his  asylum,  and  gave  him  over  to  a  band  of 
robbers.  But  he  never  entirely  forgot  the  in- 
structitms  of  the  monks,  and  often,  in  the  anguish 
of  remorse,  he  felt  him.self  drawn  to  renounce  the 
life  he  was  leading  and  return  to  the  monastery 
which  he  had  left. 

What  a  strange  abuse  of  religion !  Wlien  Bouil- 
lac meditated  some  bold  and  dangerous  stroke,  he 
always  prostrated  him.self  in  a  little  chapel  dedi- 
cated to  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary.  He  did  not  be- 
seech her  to  turn  him  from  his  crime  ;  he  implored 
success.  And,  as  if  she  could  possibly  allow  herself 
to  be  led  into  complicity  by  the  offer  of  some  earth- 
ly recompense,  he  promised  her  paft  of  the  booty ; 
and  he  always  reserved  some  ornament  or  jewel 
from  thii  spoils  to  be  placed  upon  her  statue. 
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lie  rospocteil  prii-sts  ftnd  religious.  lie  had 
cron  moment!}  of  gfuorohity  and  kindneiw.  Many 
a  time  he  acted  as  guide  to  the  pilgrims  who  h>id 
lost  their  way  in  the  mountains  during  the  dark- 
ness of  the  night.  It  is  even  .sai»l  that  poor  peas- 
ants received  liberal  alms  from  him.  Tuis  rep«)rt, 
which  was  rendered  more  probable  by  his  affi- 
bility  to  the  villagers  ajul  his  leniency  toward 
his  prisoners,  earned  for  him  a  sort  of  popularity 
in  tlie  rural  district 

He  did  not  inl* ml  to  the  impenitent.  lie  always 
hoped  that  the  Madonna  would  not  allow  hiyi  to 
perish  in  battle  before  he  had  time  to  make  his 
confession.  He  had  resolved  to  do  penance,  but 
he  dreaded  the  raillery  of  his  comrades,  and  per- 
haps, also,  the  just  vengeance  of  the  authorities;  so 
he  delayed.  The  rank  which  he  held  as  head  of 
the  brigands  was  due  less  to  his  ability  than  to  his 
enonivnis  stature,  his  strength,  and  to  that  a.sc>iid 
ency  which  phy.sical  superiority  exacts  fronj  tlios*' 
who  deem  vigor  and  advantages  of  body  the  tir.-<t 
of  all  virtues.  His  band  was  independent  of  that 
of Soulriol;  nevertheless  both  were  friends  and 
allies,  and  they  often  united  when  any  very  diffi- 
cult expedition  was  to  be  undertaken. 

The  ta,«ks  were  then  divided.  Bouillac  was 
unlit  for  strategy  ;  he  was  not  capable  of  watching 
an  entire  night  in  ambuscade,  in  order  to  pounce 
suddenly  like  a  roaringpanther  upon  the  affrighted 
and  terror-stricken  travelers.  Soudriol  cho**e  that 
part  of  the  work.  Bouillac  led  the  attack;  he 
avoided  no  danger,  shunned  no  difficulties;  he 
overcame  all  obstacles  with  so  much  impetuosity 
that  the  adversary  was  deprived  of  all  thought  of 
resistance.  Bouillac  was  tall ;  and  his  hands, 
which  were  large  and  bony,  were  as  hard  as  iron. 
The  liest- tempered  swords  shivered  in  his  hands; 
he  despised  swords,  and  his  only  weapon  was  an 
immense  club  with  an  iron  head.     . 

His  features  were  coarse,  and  his  face  square. 
Ilis  lips  were  thick  and  apart,  disclosing  enor- 
mous teeth,  strong  enough  to  crush  marble. 
Benrd,  eyebrows  and  hair  were  red ;  stiff  eye- 
lashes made  a  sort  of  bri.stly  fence  over  his  haxel 
eyes,  and  he  seemed  cut  out  by  nature  to  inspire 
terror.  His  dress  was  peculiar.  He  wore  a  cap  of 
black  cloth,  a  sort  of  jacket,  and  breeches  de- 
scending to  the  knees.  His  monstrous  legs  and 
feet  remained  naked  in  all  seasons. 

The  magistrate  felt  proud  of  his  double  capture  ; 
and  he  had  rea.son.  During  the  la.<tt  fifteen  years 
these  two  ruflians  had  spread  robbery,  murder  and 
consternation  throughout  Avignon.  At  length 
Providence  had  given  them  over  to  justice,  and 
their  punishment  was  to  justify  the  long  patience 
of  Heaven.  The  impunity  enjoyed  so  long  made 
them  careless  and  proved  their  ruin.  Basque 
cunning  was  at  fault :  and  Bouillac,  despite  his 
strength,  could  neither  save  his  friend  nor  himself 

In  one  of  the  suburbs  of  Avignon  there  waaa 
tavern  which  was  much  frequented  by  rich  travel- 
ers. The  landlord  of  this  tavern  was  in  league 
with  Soudriol's  band,  and  to  him  the  brigands 
owed  some  of  their  best  paying  attacks.  They 
had  unbounded  confidence  in  him. 

One  night  they  came  to  him,  to  talk  over  some 
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fresh  crime.  All  throe  «hut  thcmaelves  in  au  up 
)er  room,  and  delilMTated  whilst  they  drank. 
rVhetht'T  it  was  that  the  lio»t  had  turned  traitor, 
or  that  the  servant  who  attended  them  I >et rayed 
them,  it  is  certain  their  wine  was  adulterated. 
Bouillac  swallowed  his  bitter  draught  without 
suspicion.  His  ta.ste  had  long  Injen  spoiled,  and 
he  found  nothing  extraonlinary  in  the  liquor. 
Soudri«)l    drank    ni«>rc    than  once  without    Ci>m- 

{)laint,  but  at  last  asking  the  inn  keeper  aUmt  it, 
lis  ready  answer  put  him  off  his  guard.  When  the 
two  robbers  rose  to  depart,  they  found  they  could 
not,  and  they  fell  heavily  upon  the  ground.  At 
that  moment  the  magistrate's  archers  arrived ; 
they  had  no  difficulty  in  binding  the  prostrate 
bandits,  and  carrying  them  to  prison  in  chains. 

Thejr  were  judged  accoi-ding  to  the  prescril»od 
forms.  All  theircrinies  were  known,  but  it  would 
have  been  ditlicnlt  to  convict  them.  Fear  sealed 
the  lips  (tt'the  witnes.sc.'^.  Every  \xx\y  knew  that 
they  could  not  e.soap'^  l)ut  every  bodv  ffiarrd  their 
comrader-,  who  weif-rttill  uncaptured,  and  wiioeveu 
then  were  pr<5^al»ly  mingling  in  the  crowd  li.stcn- 
iiig  to  the  dlxpositiims  made,  and  marking  out  for 
future,  vengeance  those  who  bore  testimouy. 

The  principal  accu.satioi/^  numbered  one  hun- 
dre<l  and  twelve:  munlers,  violations,  siicrileges, 
nocturnal  robberies;  the  list  included  every  crime. 
In  default  of  proof,  rea)urse  was  had  to  torture. 
Soudriol  remained  finn  and  maintained  a  dogged 
silence,  but  Bouillac  confessed  his  guilt.  It  was 
not  that  pain  had  triumphed  over  his  courage. 
His  ixKly  WHS  inured  to  suffering,  and  many  a 
time,  in  his  career  of  brigandage,  he  had  with- 
stood wounds  more  severe  than  those  he  then  un- 
derwent. Although  he  accused  hiui.self,  he  nev- 
erttielesa  sougiit  to  justify  his  companion  by  af- 
fectedly claiming  for  himself  .".lone  the  plotting, 
commanding,  and  executing  of  all  the  crimes  laid 
to  their  charge. 

Their  prison  was  not  one  of  those  low,  damp, 
depressing  dungeons  which  seem  to  have  been 
built  to  inspire  prisoners  with  a  disgust  for  life, 
and  to  make  them  long  for  the  hour  of  execution. 
They  were  confined  in  a  turret,  jutting  off  the 
southern  angle  of  a  convent ;  light  and  air  were 
admitted  through  two  barred  windows,  each  three 
inches  wide  and  one  foot  high.  The  pavement, 
which  was  of  broad  stone,  connected  the  turret 
with  the  convent;  there  was  no  ceiling,  and  the 
vault  tajjcred,  like  an  empty  cove,  without  beams 
and  arches. 

The  only  ornament  on  the  walls  was  a  picture 
of  Calvary,  sketched  between  the  lattices:  Jesus 
was  dying,  but  His  head  had  not  yei  sunk  on  Bis 
breast.  The  impenitent  thief,  on  His  left  hand, 
uttered  blasphemies  against  the  .I.;>t  One,  who 
was  expiating  the  sins  of  men  ;  Chri  i  was  turned 
from  him,  and  was  giving  utterance  t<<  the  follow- 
ing words  of  consolation  to  the  pttiitent  thief: 
"Amen  I  say  to  thee,  this  day  thou  sii  dt  be  with 
me  in  Paradise."  Bouillac  regretted  tnat  he  did 
not  see  at  the  foot  of  the  cross  her  in  whom  he  had 
put  his  trust,  her  whom  the  Gospel  represents  as 
standing  in  deep  sorrow  beside  her  divine  Son. 

The  two  robbers  had  iron  chains  on  their  feet ; 
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tbfcir  hands  also  were  bound,  and  a  rope  wound 
rr)und  tlie  waist  was  fastened  to  a  bar  of  iron 
driven  into  tlie  wall.  They  could  sit,  lie  down 
or  stand  up  ;  but  they  could  not  walk  more  than 
one  step.  Not  having  straw,  they  lay  on  the  bare 
ground.  Soudriol  suflfered  much  in  consequence 
of  his  rec«  nt  torture,  but  his  courage  and  spirit 
were  unbroken.  Bouillac,  who  had  suffered  less, 
was  more  calm,  and  his  wounds  were  already 
healing  up. 

The  Biscayan  was  near  the  door  which  opened 
from  the  turret  into  the  monastery;  the  chapel 
was  on  the  same  side,  and  the  prisoner  could  hear 
the  monks  as  they  chanted  their  Office  in  the 
choir.  Their  captivity  must  have  been  rendered 
less  painful  by  the  thought  that  they  were  sur- 
rounded by  voluntary  prisoners,  who  had  done 
no  wrong  and  yet  were  to  spend  their  entire  lives 
there,  looking  forward  to  only  one  deliverance — 
that  of  death. 

Bouillac  spent  much  time  in  reflection.  The 
years  of  his  childhood  came  up  before  him : 
under  that  vault,  where  the  air  was  full  of  faith 
and  piety,  he  dwelt  upon  the  thoughts  of  his  boy- 
hood ;  he  acknowledged  the  kindness  of  Mary, 
who,  at  his  request,  had  obtained  for  him  time  to 
repent,  and,  lest  he  should  be  deceived,  had  re- 
vealed to  him  the  precise  moment  of  his  death, 
in  ocder  that  he  might  have  time  to  do  penance. 
They  did  not  know,  it  is  true' the  nature  of  the 
punishment  they  were  to  endure;  but  their  con- 
demnation was  certain.  They  were  to  perish^ 
about  that  there  was  no  question.  But  Iwic  were 
they  to  dieV  They  knew  not;  and,  after  all, 
what  difference  could  it  make  ? 

It  was  the  second  of  July.  Bouillac  was  still 
asleep ;  the  first  rays  of  light  were  penetrating 
through  the  little  air  holes,  and  were  spreading 
themselves  on  the  floor  of  the  prison  in  pale  spots, 
which  gradually  became  larger,  until  the  full 
light  of  day  pervaded  the  entire  prison.  Soudriol 
sat  with  his  back  against  the  wall.  He  called  his 
companion — "  Bouillac !" 

"  Well ! — what  ?  Is  it  the  hour  already  ?"  stam- 
mered out  the  giant,  whilst  opening  his  eyes. 

"  It  is  time  to  wake  up  and  answer  me ;  I  am 
tired  of  silence." 

"  Speak  ;  I  am  attentive.  But  why  do  you  not 
sleep,  as  I  do  V  it  is  the  best  way  to  pass  the  time 
which  remains.  I  had  a  dream  just  a  few  minutes 
ago.  I  thought  I  was  on  the  mountains,  singing 
psalms,  and  I  never  felt  so  happy  before." 

"  It  would  seem  that  you  do  not  trouble  your- 
self very  much  about  your  fate." 

"  Not  at  all !  I  should  like  well  enough  to  live  a 
hundred  years ;  but  as  it  is  all  settled  that  we  can 
not  do  it,  I  do  not  see  the  use  of  fretting  about  it." 

"  You  talk  about  the  matter  pretty  much  as  if 
there  was  question  of  merely  taking  a  purse  from 
a  prostrate  traveler." 

"  Have  we  not  been  as  near  death  any  time  dur- 
ing the  last  fifteen  years?  I  do  not  care  how 
grim  he  looks,  he  shall  not  frighted  me." 

"Well,  I  am  not  much  afraid,  either;  yet,  if  I 
had  the  slightest  hope  of  escaping,  I  would  risk 
my  life  on  it." 


"  Bah !  It  must  come  to  that,  sooner  or  later  ; 
and  is  there  not  a  nigUt  which  is  to  be  our  last  ? 
Let  us  have  done  with  it  at  once  !  If  the  door  lay 
open,  I  should  not  .seek  to  escape." 

"  You  astonish  me.  Formerly  you  were  so 
brave,  and  now  you  are  cast  down  so  easily ! 
Formerly,  you  would  have  countenanced  hell ; 
and  now,  that  your  hands  are  bound,  you  have 
neither  courage  nor  energy." 

"  I  am  not  changed  ;  I  believe  that  our  end  is  at 
hand,  and  I  do  not  see  with  whom  I  am  to  strug- 
gle hereafter." 

**  With  the  same  enemy  ;  with  death  !" 

"I  am  tired  of  this  life;  I  would  not  begin  it 
again  if  I  had  my  liberty." 

"  What  do  you  .say  ?  What  life  could  be  better 
adapted  for  men  of  courage  ?  It  makes  us  inde- 
pendent, and  dreaded  as  much  as  the  most  pow- 
erful potentates  on  the  earth.  Are  not  we  kings 
and  emperors  in  our  mountains?  Have  we  not 
our  domains,  which  no  one  traverses  without  pay- 
ing tribute  ?  To  become  rich  by  our  booty,  to 
live  by  our  pillage,  to  quit  the  scene  and  heat  of 
the  struggle  merely  to  enjoy  the  luxuries  of  vic- 
tory?    What  lord,  I  ask  you,  has  a  better  life?" 

"  Vpry  true,  but  those  pleasures  are  mixed  with 
an  alloy  of  incidents  which  spoils  them.  The 
painful  tediousness  of  attending  to  wounds  fre- 
quently follows  the  intoxication  of  triumph.  The 
tribute  levied  iipon  the  traveler  is  often  paid  by 
the  death  of  one  of  our  comrades.  We  live  free 
and  independent  of  all  laws,  but  we  know  that 
sooner  or  later  the  day  must  come  on  which  we 
shall  have  to  answer  for  ourselves  to  the  laws  and 
their  custodians.  The  veiy  thought  detracts  much 
from  the  charms  of  our  independence.  *  *  * 
Moreover,  if  we  should  escape  the  gallows  here, 
there  is  above  U3  a  magistrate,  from  whom  we 
cannot  escape ;  and  if  He  has  kept  a  strict  ac- 
count of  our  crimes,  He  will  accuse  us  of  more 
than  the  magistrate  of  Avignon  has  against  us." 

"  I  am  not  afraid  of  that ;  once  dead,  let  God  do 
as  He  pleases.  But  you  were  talking  of  the  gal- 
lows ;  do  you  really  believe  that  they  will  hang  us? 

"  What  do  you  suppose  they  will  do  else — un- 
less, indeed,  they  drown  us?" 

"Let  them  do  as  they  like.  My  mother  told 
me,  when  I  was  a  boy,  that  I  should  be  hanged  ; 
but  I  would   rather  not  verify  that   prediction  !" 

"You  will  see  that  she  was  not  mistaken!" 

"  Perhaps.  Yet,  as  long  as  there  is  life  there  is 
hope." 

"  I  should  like  to  know  what  you  hope  for. 
Are  you  not  convinced  that  your  irons  are  heavy 
enough  ?  Are  you  not  aware  that  at  every  gate 
there  are  five  or  six  arches,  watching  day  and 
night,  and  that  others  guard  every  path  leading 
from  the  monastery  ?  Unless  you  pass  through 
these  lattices,  and  fly  off  like  a  bird,  you  shall 
never  leave  this  prison  until  you  begin  your  jour- 
ney to  execution." 

"  You  are  probably  right ;  yet  if  I  had  the  fa- 
tal knot  tied  to  my  neck,  and  saw  the  executioner 
by  my  side,  I  should  never  cease^o  hope  whilst 
life  enough  remained  to  enable  me  to  feel  that  I 
was  not  dead." 
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S<»inlriol  tlu'ti  tnrnt'd  to  »1inw  liis  coinpnntnn 
why  lit*  iii(lulg(-il  ill  such  liopi-s,  but  tin  iipimmcli- 
iiig  tbotste])  outside  ubligud  him  to  resume  his 
former  posturt*. 

[to  be  continued.] 
•«►■ 

Historioal  Traits. 

After  the  name  of  Josus,  tlicre  is  none  morcsa- 
cre<l  upon  the  earth  or  in  Ileuvcn  than  tliiit  of 
Mary,  and  devotion  to  our  Blessed  Mother  began 
at  her  torn  I). 

The  Jewish  doctors  have  preserved  in  the  Tal- 
mud a  historiejil  faet,  lonjjf  unknown,  wliich  es- 
tablishes the  hif^h  antiquity  of  this  pious  homage, 
against  which  they  expressed  themselvt-s  in  blas- 
phemies in  their  Tohlox,  that  book  where  the 
Rlessed  Virgin  is  so  insultingly  tn-ated,  and  which 
they  early  circulated  wherever  they  could  injure 
infant  Christianity — relates  that  the  Niiz<irt<in» 
who  came  to  pray  at  the  tomb  of  the  Mother  of 
Jesus  underwent  a  violent  persecution  on  the  part 
/)f  the  princes  of  the  synagogue,  and  that  it  co»t 
a  huuilred  Christians  their  lives  for  having  erected 
an  oratory  over  her  tomb. 

Asia  claims  the  honor  of  having  been  the  first 
to  .set  up  oratories  and  chapels  under  tlie  invoca- 
tion of  Mary;  the  oldest  of  these  sanctuaries  wjis 
Our  Lady  of  Tortosa,  which  Saint  Peter  himself 
founded,  according  to  the  oriental  traditions,  on 
the  coast  of  Phoenicia.  These  earliest  Syrian 
churches  were  only  at  first  very  simple  edifices, 
with  roofs  of  cedcr  and  latticed  windows.  The 
alt.-ir  was  turned  toward  the  west,  like  that  of 
Jeru'salem,  and  the  choir  was  inclosed  in  a  screen 
of  open  wire-work-in  memory  of  the  celebrated 
Holy  of  Holies.  And  there  were  also  images  of 
3Iary :  tradition  records  that  she  was  painted  upon 
one  of  the  pillars  of  the  beautiful  Church  of 
Lydda. 

In  no  place  in  the  world  was  the  religious  vene- 
ration of  .Mary  welcomed  with  more  enthusiasm 
than  in  Asia  Minor.  Ephesus,  where;  the  memory 
of  the  Bleascd  Virgin  still  lived,  8<K)n  built  in 
honor  of  Mary  a  superb  cathedral,  in  which,  in  the 
.  fitlh  century,  was  held  the  laiuous  Council  which 
secured  to  her  the  beautiful  title  of  Mot  her  of  God. 

Greece,  that  distinguished  country  of  letters  and 
arts,  early  honored  Man-.  In  the  time  of  Saint 
Paul,  Corinth,  where  Grecian  freedom,  like  a  lamp 
expiring,  had  cast  its  last  rays  before  it  was  ex- 
tinguished, became  almost  entirely  converted  to 
Christianity.  The  faithful  assembled  at  first  in 
the  spacious  halls  of  private  houses,  where  the 
Blessed  Virgin  was  solemnly  invoked.  By  degrees 
the  temples  of  paganism  were  thinned,  and  a 
century  later,  only  travelers  and  curious  persons 
climl)ed  up  the  steep  sides  of  the  Acra-Ceromium 
to  visit  the  temple  of  Venus,  the  lofty  porticoes 
of  which,  rising  above  the  verdant  ocean  of  the 
trees,  were  traced  upon  the  soft  blue  sky  of  Greece, 
The  pn)tecting  goddess  of  the  Corinthians  had 
been  dethroned  by  that  holy  female  who  restored 
in  their  effeminate  country  modesty,  which  had 
been  disowned,  and  maternity,  which  was  des- 
pised. Thanks  to  her,  pure  family  pleasures  and 
the  exquisite  enjoyments  of  the  domestic  hearth 


were,  without  difficulty,  subs*itute<l  for  thi*  >«httme- 
ful  disorders,  the  mon^t^ous  orgies,  and  the  de- 
praved manners  of  that  little  republic,  which  had 
always  iK-en  seen  to  .shine  in  the  foremost  rank 
among  corrupt  commonwealths. 

That  the  venerati»)n  of  the  Bleswd  Virgin  had 
a  i)owerful  influence  on  the  propagation  of  the 
Gospel  in  Greece  and  Asia,  was  attested  bef«>re  all 
the  oriental  Bisliojw.  by  Saint  Cyril,  at  the  first 
Council  of  Ej)hesus.  in  a  discourse  whidi  has  re- 
mained to  our  times:  "  Hail  to. thee,  holy  Mother 
of  Grxl,"  said  this  holy  and  learne«l  Bishop.  "  by 
whom  churches  have  been  founded  throughout 
the  world." 

The  UTames  of  Onr  Lady. 

Through  the  wide  world  thy  children  raise 

Their  prayers,  and  still  we  >««'e 
Calm  are  the  nights  and  briglit  the  days 

Of  those  who  trust  in  the«-. 
Around  thy  starry  crown  are  wreathed 

So  many  names  divine  : 
Which  is  the  ^.-arest  to  my  h<  art, 

And  the  most  worthy  thine? 
Stnr  of  the  Sett :  we  kneel  and  pray 

When  tempests  raise  their  vf)iee ; 
Star  of  the  Sea!  the  haven  reached, 

We  call  thee  and  rejoice. 
JTeJp  of  th',  Christians  :  in  our  need 

Thy  mighty  aid  we  claim  ; 
If  we  are  faint  and  weary,  theu 

We  trust  in  that  dear  name. 
Our  Tjady  of  the.  Rosary : 

What  name  can  be  so  sweet 
As  what  we  call  thee  when  we  place 

Our  chaplets  at  thy  feet. 
Bright  Queen  of  Uenvev  :  when  we  are  ead, 

Best  solace  of  our  pains ; — 
It  tells  us,  though  on  earth  we  toil, 

Our  Mother  lives  and  reigns. 
Our  Duly  of  Mount  Carmel :  thus 

Sometimes  thy  name  is  known  ; 
It  tells  us  of  the  bad^e  we  wear. 

To  live  and  die  thine  own. 
Our  Duly  d«ir  of  Victories  : 

We  see  our  faith  oppressed. 
And,  praying  for  our  erring  land, 

We  love  that  name  the  best. 
Refuge  of  Sinners  :  many  a  soul. 

By  guilt  cast  down,  and  sin. 
Has  learned  through  this  dear  name  of  thine 

Pardon  and  peace  to  win. 
Health  of  the  Sick  :  when  anxious  hearts 

Watch  by  the  sufferer's  lx*d, 
On  this  dear  name  of  thine  they  lean. 

Consoled  and  comforted. 
Mother  ofSorroics  :  many  a  heart 

Half  broken  by  despair, 
Has  laid  its  burden  by  the  Cross, 

And  found  a  Mother  there. 
Quern  of  all  Saints  :  the  Church  appeals 

For  her  love<l  dead  to  thee  : 
She  knows  they  wait  iu  patient  pain 

A  bright  eternity. 
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Fair  Qvet  -.  of  Virgins  :  thy  pure  band, 

The  liliis  round  thy  throne, 
Love  the  title  which  they  bear 

Most  that  it  is  thine  own. 
JVm  Queen  of  Maiiyrs  :  if  we  shrink 

From  want,  or  pain,  or  woe, 
We  think  of  the  sharp  sword  that  pierced 

Thy  heart,  and  call  thee  so. 
Mary :  the  dearest  name  of  all, 

The  holiest  and  best ; 
The  first  low  word  that  Jesus  lisped 

Laid  on  His  Mother's  breast. 
Mary,  the  name  that  Gabriel  spoke, 

The  name  that  conquers  liell ; 
Mary,  the  name  that  through  high  Heaven 

The  angels  love  so  well. 
Mary,  our  comlbrt  and  our  hope, — 

O  may  that  word  lie  given 
To  be  the  last  we  sigh  on  earth, — 

The  first  we  breathe  in  Heaven. 


Welcome  to  the  "Ave  Maria." 

Ah  welcome,  thrice  welcome  thou  sweet  little 
How  gracious,  how  holy-angelic  thy  look  !  [book — 
Have  angels  come  down  from  the  throne  there 
And  left  us  a  written  expression  of  love  ?  [al:)ove. 
Whence  comei«t  thou,  messenger  sweetv — all  alone, 
Hast  tliou  wafted  thyself  from  our  Mother's  bright 

throne? 
Penned  there  by  herself,  and  then  given  away 
To  the  winds  of  the  Heavens,  to  earth  didst  thou 

stray, — 
Oh  tell  me  !  or  rather  the  angels  that  bear 
Thy  wingless  but  bright-shining  form  through 

the  air —  [thought 

Oh,  tell  me  thy  birth  place ;  at  least  whence  the 
Has  arisen  that  first  to  existence  has  brought 
This  beauteous  paper,  or  what  shall  I  call  thee — 
Thy  name  it  is  written,  blessed,  nalut  Marie! 
Ah,  can  it  be  true  that  some  child  of  our  Mother — 
For  such  it  must  be,  and  it  can  be  no  other — 
Has  learned  in  the  school  of  that  Mother  to  be 
So  like  her  on  earth,  as  to  merit  that  Heaven 
Should  write  its  good  pleasure  in  form  of  degree, 
And  send  by  an  angel  that  child  to  be  given  V 
Our  Immaculate  Mother  remembers  the  day 
When  our  Father  Pope  Pius  appointed  her  sway, 
With  this  her  last  title,  o'er  world  of  the  West: 
"Immaculate"  Queen  of  a  people  so  blest; 
'Tis  meet  that  she  'stablish  her  "Organ"  to  tell 
Her  will  to  the  subjects  she  loveth  so  well. 
Ah,  blessed  are  writers,  the  printers  and  all 
That  Mary  engages  to  publish  her  glory; 
Too  noble  the  aim  that  I  seek,  when  I  call 
On  the  children  of  Mary  to  publish  my  story. 

Lexington,  Ky. 


One  hundred  priests,  all  of  them  converts  from 
the  Anglican  pulpit,  were  present  at  the  Conse- 
cration of  Archbishop  Manning.  How  many  min- 
isters, apostles  from  the  Catholic  Priesthood  are  to 
be  seen  at  Protestant  consecrations  ?  Not  one.  It  is 
no  wonder  that  Dr.  Camming  has  written  his  let- 
tei-s  of  warning  to  the  Tiinea  on  the  growth  of  Po- 
pery in  London. 


WEEKLT^HEOUIOLE. 

Rome. — The  Mexican  Embassy  here  in  Rome  is 
going  the  way  of  Signor  Vegezzi,  only  they  seem 
to  require  a  little  more  persuasion  to  go;  for  the 
communique  which  the  official  Giornale  di  Roma 
contains  on  the  conduct  of  their  Government  pre- 
cedes, and  even  is  the  immediate  cause  of  their 
departure.  They  endeavor  to  put  a  good  face  on 
the  matter,  and  they  even  attempted  last  Thurs- 
day to  celebrate  the  anniversary  of  the  accession 
of  their  new-fledged  Emperor.  But  all  the  dig- 
nitaries, both  ecclesiastical  and  secular,  of  Rome, 
had  to  decline  their  invitation,  as  they  were  sum- 
moned to  the  Vatican  to  be  present  at  a  much 
more  interesting  ceremony,  naniely,  the  inaugura- 
tion of  the  Hall  of  Mastai  Hercules,  as  the  colos- 
sal bronze  statue  found  in  the  Palazzo  Righetti 
is  now  called.  Not  being  a  dignitary  of  either 
class,  as  yet  I  have  not  paid  my  respects  to  his 
bronzeship ;  but  I  promise  you  to  do  so  next  week. 
But  to  return  to  Mexico,  the  aforesaid  communique 
is  to  the  following  purport : 

"We  learn  from  Mexico  that  Mgr.  Megelia, 
Apostolic  Nuncio  accredited  solely  to  that  Court, 
after  having  consigned  to  the  Minister  of  Foreign 
Affairs  of  the  Mexican  Government,  a  note  ccm- 
taining  the  statement  of  the  motives  for  which 
the  Holy  S^e,  gave  orders  to  its  representative  to 
put  an  end  to  his  mission  and  not  to  remain  a  wit- 
ness of  all  that  is  being  done  in  Mexico  against 
the  Church,  is  taking  definitively  leave  of  her 
Miijesty,  the  Empress,  in  the  absence  of  his  Maj- 
esty, the  Emperor. 

"  The  Nuncio  went  from  Mexico  to  Vera  Cruz, 
and  there  embarked  on  the  first  of  June  for  Gua- 
temala, where  his  instructions  •enjoined   him  to 
\  await  a  new  determination  on  the  part  of  the  Holy 
See  as  to  another  destination." — London  Iiiyi«ter. 

Among  recent  religious  events  mu.st  be  noted 
the  translation  of  the  remains  of  the  Venerable 
Anna  Maria  Taigi,  which  were  taken  a  short  time 
since  from  the  church  of  the  Pace  to  that  of  Saint 
Chrysogonus,  in  the  Trastevere.  The  latter  church 
belongs  to  the  Trinitarian  Order,  of  which  this 
wonderful  woman  was  a  tertiary.  It  was  lier  wish 
to  be  buried  there,  but  as  she  died  of  cholera  she 
was  at  first  buried  in  the  common  cemetery  of  San 
Lorenzo,  whence,  in  1855,  her  body  was  transferred 
to  the  Pace  by  the  Cardinal  Vicar's .  order.  At 
that  time  her  body  was  found  in  a  perfect  state  of 
preservation,  after  having  been  eighteen  years 
buried.  I  believe  her  coflSn  was  not  opened  on  this 
occasion,  the  seals  offixed  in  1855  having  been 
found  intact.  At  8  p.  m.  the  funeral  car,  followed 
by  a  few  carriages,  transported  the  precious  de- 
posit to  its  new  grave,  where  it  was  received  by 
the  General  of  the  Trinitarians  and  his  whole 
Community.  Two  of  the  saintly  woman's  grand- 
son's were  present  at  the  ceremony.  Although 
this  translation  was  made  privately  and  after 
nightfi;ll,  the  news  of  it  spread  at  once  through- 
out the  Trastevere,  and  the  church  of  San  Chriso- 
gonus  has  been  since  filled  for  several  days  with 
the  concourse  of  its  inhabitants,  who  rejoice  at 
the  po.sse.ssion  of  this  additional  monument  of 
God's  infinite  grace  and  mercy. — London  Tablet. 


THE  AFOSTLESHIF  OF  FRATES. 
The  Apostlesbip  of  Frayer. 

A  great  artist,  in  a  painting  of  the  Last  Judg- 
ment, exhibits  n  grouj)  of  holy  persons  raised  to 
Heaven  by  the  strength  of  their  love,  and  draw- 
ing after  them  the  souls  they  had  saved  by  their 
charity  and  prayers. 

Man,  M>  to  speuk,  is  never  alone  in  his  salvation 
or  damnation;  in  his  fall,  or  in  his  elevation,  he 
always  carries  with  him  many  other  souls.  Hut, 
if  generous  hearts  experience  so  nnich  happiness 
in  loving  their  brethren,  and  devoting  themselves 
to  their  service,  what  will  be  the  happiness  of  the 
Blessed  at  the  eight  of  those  for  whom  they  ob- 
tained Heaven,  and  who  will  be  their  crown 
through  all  eternity  ?  What  will  be  the  admira- 
tion of  the  angels,  in  contemplating  this  spiritual 
maternity  of  the  elect,  and  what  the  despair  of  the 
impious,  who  place  the  brand  of  uselessness  and 
want  of  utility  upon  all  acts  of  devotion  ? 

Ah,  yes !  the  saints  truly  understood  the  price 
of  a  soul,  and  the  value  of  prayers  to  obtain  the 
one  thing  necessary — that  precious  pearl  of  which 
the  Scriptures  speak.  "Go  to  the  e-xtremity  of 
the  earth  to  save  a  soul,"  exclaimed  Saint  Francis 
Xavier,  "and  then  die."  "The  vehemence  of  this 
love  for  souls,"  said  Saint  Tere.sa,  "cannot  be  told 
in  words."  Saint  Catherine  kissed  the  footprints 
of  the  evangelical  laborers,  for  God  had  revealed 
to  her  the  beauty  of  a  soul  in  the  state  of  grace. 
Saint  Paul  consented  to  become  an  anathema  for 
his  brothers,  convinced  that  our  Lord,  Himself, 
would  have  been  willing  to  die  again  for  each 
one  of  them,  if  His  sacrifice  had  not  been  of  infin- 
ite value.  In  the  eyes  of  faith,  what  is  a  soul? 
The  masterpiece  of  God.  Judge,  then,  of  the  ef- 
fect by  the  cause.  It  is  the  image  of  God — ^judgc, 
then,  what  it  is  by  what  it  represents;  it  is  made 
to  love  God.  to  possess  Him  eternally — ^judge, 
then,  of  its  dignity  by  its  destiny  ;  it  is  the  price 
of  the  Blood  and  the  death  of  a  God — judge  of 
its  value  by  the  place. 

Wiio,  among  us,  would  not  wish  to  acquire  the 
immortal  glory  of  being,  as  it  were,  a  new  Christ 
in  saving  souls  while  saving  ourselves?  The 
means  to  do  this  is  in  our  own  hands  by  the  Ai>os- 
tleship  of  Prayer — which  conquers  souls  at  the 
foot  of  the  altar  without  requiring  any  thing  ex- 
traordinary on  our  part.  It  draws  graces  upon  the 
labors  of  the  apostle,  it  takes  a  part  in  his  merits, 
it  accompanies  him  in  spirit  into  distant  regions. 
"  See  what  you  can  do."  Father  Lacordaire  one 
day  said  to  some  young  men ;  "  You  have  it  in 
your  power  to  save  souls;  and  did  you  but  know 
what  a  soul  is — its  ravishing  beauty — you  might 
well  stand  entranced  at  the  thought  that  you 
could  do  it  any  good.  In  the  next  world  you  will 
be  astonished  to  hear  yourself  called  wiy  Futher 
by  blessed  souls  who  will  surround  you ;  and  when 
you  seek  the  origin  of  this  spiritual  genenition, 
you  will  find  in  a  word,  an  action — a  prnyrr — 
which  you  had  forgotten.  There  are  men  who 
have  c(m verted  kingdoms  without  ever  having 
left  their  own  homes.     Yes,  I  firmly  believe  in 


spiritual  intercoar80  among  men,  and,  in  rirtae  of 
this  intercourse,  much  good  can  lie  effected:  "I 
believe  in  the  Communion  of  Sttints," 

Pious  readers,  the  life  of  a  true  Christian  should 
be  a  life  of  prayer;  for  all  his  actions,  even  the 
most  inditTerent  in  appearance,  prat/,  and  are  full 
of  merits  when  iwrtormed  in  the  spirit  of  God. 
Offer,  then,  your  actions,  in  union  with  the  Sa- 
cred Heart,  for  the  salvation  of  souls ;  and,  as  an- 
other Moses  upon  the  mountain,  you  will  obtain 
victory  for  the  Church  ;  your  prayer  will  a«cend 
to  Heaven  even  as  the  prayer  of  our  Saviour, 
whose  organ  it  Ls,  and  it  will  draw  down  His 
spirit  upon  all  natiims. 

We  knowthat  association  multiplies  the  strength 
of  prayer,  which  then  becomes  irresistible  and 
offers  violence  to  the  Heart  of  God.  Unite,  then, 
your  prayers  with  those  of  your  brethren  who 
pray  also  for  the  salvatitm  of  souls,  and  you  will 
effect  wonders  which  will  astonish  you  on  the 
day  of  eternal  justice,  and  God  will  make  you 
known  as  this  glorious  instrument  before  the  en- 
tire world.  Epr  you  have  brought  those  indigent 
and  poor,  whriTanguished  in  spiritual  hunger  and 
thirst,  irtto  the  house  of  the  Father  of  the  family, 
where  they  have  found  all  things  in  abundance; 
by  your  prayers,  you  have  drawn  uj>on  them  the 
grace  of  salvation  and  opened  Heaven  for  them. 
After  having  partaken  of  the  misson  of  the  Sa- 
viour, you  will  partake  of  His  glory,  and  will 
merit  the  promised  recompense. 

Saviour  of  souls!  behold  the  highest  act  of 
charity — the  end  of  religion — the  cause  of  the 
Church  itself 

We  have  spoken  of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer 
— which  draws  down  graces,  without  which  we 
can  do  nothing  in  the  order  of  salvation.  But  we 
should  also  be  apostles  by  word  and  example;  for 
God  has  confided  to  us  the  care  of  the  salvation 
of  our  brother.  This  is  the  first  duty  of  justice 
and  charity.  It  is  an  injunction  we  know  that 
we  cannot  decline  without  becoming  like  Cain. 
Who  does  not  shudder  at  this  deplorable  episode 
in  sacred  history  ;  when,  aflter  having  consumma- 
ti'd  his  crime,  the  first  fractricide  coldly  replied  to 
the  question  of  the  Lord  "  Where  is  thy  brother 
Abel  ?"  "  I  know  not ;  am  I  the  keeper  of  my 
l)rf)ther  ?" 

All  are  not  called  upon  to  profess  their  faith 
directly  by  words — but  all  are  called  upon  to  give 
good  example.  This  is  an  ever  permanent  and  effi- 
cacious sermon.  Nevertheless,  teachers  and  parents 
should  influence  for  good,  by  word  and  example, 
all  those  confided  to  them.  They  arc  obliged  to 
instruct  them  in  the  truths  of  religion,  and  to 
show  them  their  teachings  in  the  mirror  of  their 
conduct,  particularly  when  it  is  a  question  of  chil- 
dren, whose  soul  is  as  wax,  ready  to  receive  all 
impressions.  For  them,  the  way  of  precept  is  al- 
ways long — that  of  example,  short  and  easy  to 
follow.  Good  example  will  be  their  liest  inherit- 
ance ;  it  will  give  them  a  second  birth,  far  better 
than  the  first.  A  good  word  that  seemed  lost 
will  sometimes  produce  fniit  in  atlter  years  under 
a  divine  impres-sion.  How  often  have  words  and 
paternal  examples  brought  to  God  prodigal  chil- 
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dren,  after  many  yenrs  of  wandering,  and  when 
all  seemed  lost !  How  many  persons  will  bless, 
through  all  eternity,  a  good  work  or  a  good  ex- 
ample that  at  first  seemed  annoying  and  disagree- 
able !  Who  can  tell  the  salutary  effect  of  words 
in  the  many  evils  of  life?  It  is  often  the  first 
aluis — the  most  powerful  assistance.  The  precious 
results  of  a  good  word  doubles  the  effect  and  power 
of  the  least  benefit. 

But,  we  repeat,  example  is  the  most  influential 
of  preachers.  One  of  the  strong  minds  of  the  age 
one  day  visited  Father  Ravignan,  to  lay  before  hin\ 
his  many  doubts.  The  holy  Religious  had  l)een  ])re- 
viously  informed  of  the  object  of  his  visit.  When 
the  man  of  the  world  saw  the  poor  room  in  which 
he  was  received  by  one  who  might  have  l>ecn  one 
of  the  most  distinguished  ornaments  of  the  age,  by 
his  fortune  and  talents,  all  his  olvjections  immedi- 
ately vanished,  and,  after  a  short  interview,  he  left 
the  minister  of  God  with  >ut  ever  having  presented 
to  him  one  of  the  difficulties  which  had  seemed  to 
him  like  mountains,  but  which  passed  away  like 
the  mists  of  morning  before  the  good  example 
given  to  a  lively  faith  1)y  a  man  of  superior  merit. 

The  good  Father  was  surprised  to  see  him  take 
his  1(  ave  without  having  mentioned  his  difficul- 
ties, and  supposed  that  his  time  had  been  lost. 
On  the  contrary,  his  appearance  alone  effected 
his  conveision.  It  is  the  will  of  God  that  we  not 
only  speak  but  that  we  also  act. 

The  Heart  of  Jesus  and  Modern  Society. 

By  the  Incarnation  the  Heart  of  Jesus  became 
the  life  of  humanity.  Inclosing  in  itself  all  the 
plenitude  of  grace  and  the  divine  life — He  gives 
it  to  us  in  giving  us  Himself.  From  the  moment 
that  this  great  corpse  of  humanity  bore  in  its 
bosom  the  Heart  of  a  God,  it  commenced  its  resus- 
citation from  the  corruption  of  the  tomb,  in  which 
it  had  lain  for  four  thousand  years.  This  princi- 
ple of  life  has  not  yet  reached  all  its  members. 
The  work  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus  has  not  yet  reach- 
ed its  term.  Before  completing  it,  it  has  many 
sorrowful  conditions  to  fulfill ;  but  the  most  diffi- 
cult has  been  accomplished.  The  abyss  that  sepa- 
rated man  from  God  has  been  passed ;  the  life 
from  Heaven  has  descended  to  earth ;  the  desert 
has  been  refreshed  by  celestial  dew  and  commences 
to  produce  divine  fruit,  and  the  Heart  of  Jesus 
will  not  leave  the  work  unfinished.  But,  before 
following  it  in  the  accomplishment  of  this  divine 
task,  let  us  pause  and  reflect  a  moment  on  the 
means  given  us  by  this  Divine  Heart  to  solve  the 
problem  which  torments  modern  society. 

We  should  have  to  be  very  blind  indeed  before 
we  could  persuade  ourselves  that  the  agitations 
which  at  this  moment  shake  human  society  to  its 
very  depths  can  be  explained  by  puvi  ly  political 
causes.  Politics  affect  but  the  surface  of  society. 
It  overthrows  dynasties,  changes  governments, 
modifies  the  interamrse  of  nations,  but  it  does 
not  affect  the  foundation  of  the  social  life.  Xow, 
even  at  this  moment,  it  is  this  foundation  that  is 
tainted,  even  among  those  nations  where  all  on 
the  surface  seems  tranquil :  ideas  are  transfonned  ; 
everywhere,  ancient  institutions  are  rejected  as 


not  being  capable  of  corresponding  to  new  wants; 
one  might  say  humanity  was  seeking  to  remake 
itself. 

It  is  true  that  a  crowd  of  social  and  political 
questions  are  agitated  without  being  defined  or 
settled ;  and  the  reason  why  they  are  not  settled 
is,  because  beneath  them  is  hidden  a  supreme  ques- 
tion, a  divine  question,  whose  solution  will  alone 
permit  the  solution  of  all  secondary  questions. 

This  is  the  problem :  Whether,  at  this  moment 
when  humanity  acquires  with  greater  plenitude 
than  ever  the  possession  of  herself  and  of  her  ter- 
restrial domain,  she  will  subuiit  herself  more  com- 
pletely to  Jesus  Ciirist ;  or  if,  on  the  contrary,  she 
will  render  herself  independent  and  adore  no  other 
God  than  herself?  This  solemn  question  is  pre- 
sented to  every  age,  every  nation,  and  to  every  man 
coming  into  the  world.  All  have  the  opinion  of 
being  submissive  to  God,  or  of  revolting  against 
His  sovereign  will ;  and  their  merit  as  well  as  their 
true  glory,  results  from  the  loyalty  with  which  they 
pronounce  in  favor  of  their  fidelity  to  God.  But 
the  moment  seems  to  have  now  arrived  when  hu- 
manity, entirt^  is  called  upon  to  make  its  choice. 

Owing  to  the  rapid  communications  established 
amonij  nations,  we  may  say  that  they  now  have  but 
one  thought  and  one  voice.  Whatever  may  be  the 
local  ditterences  and  particular  interests,  a  grand 
current  is  established  throughout  the  entire  world, 
which  draws  the  ma.ss  of  mankind  with  a  power 
becoming  daily  more  and  more  irresistable.  Let 
us  see  if  this  current  conducts  the  modern  world 
toward  Jesus  Christ  or  draws  it  from  Him. 

Up  to  the  present,  appearances  are  not  favorable. 
The  same  causes  which  had  united  the  divers  por- 
tions of  humanity,  had  inspired  it  with  such  an 
opinion  of  its  strength  that  it  seems  impossible 
for  it  to  yield  to  any  yoke.  In  the  early  ages  of 
the  world,  and  of  manhood,  or  in  the  semi  barba- 
rism of  the  middle  ages,  it  was  allowable  to  listen 
to  the  teachings  of  the  Church.  But  would  this 
submission  be  becoming  of  a  citizen  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  ?  Humanity  has  assumed  the  robes 
of  mankind,  according  to  the  words  of  a  celebrated 
writer  of  our  day.  The  pupil  of  the  Church  is 
now  an  adult.  Is  it  not  time  to  throw  aside  all 
leading  strings  ?  In  the  ages  of  faith  it  might 
have  done  well  enough  to  accept,  with  simplicity, 
the  symbols  and  mysteries  of  the  Gospel ;  but  after 
reaching  the  age  of  reason,  we  liave  the  right  to 
criticise  them,  and  we  are  not  to  be  called  upon  to 
recognize  any  authority  superior  to  our  own  reason. 
When  matter  obeys  us ;  when  the  most  powerful 
physical  forces  bend  to  our  yoke  as  docile  steeds ; 
when  the  earth  opens  her  bosom  to  us,  and  the 
ocean  is  obedient  to  our  laws,  are  we  not  author- 
ized to  declare  ourselves  independent,  and  to  re- 
CDgiiize  nothing  higher  than  ourselves? 

This  is  said,  and  constantly  repeated,  by  the  self- 
styled  representatives  and  founders  of  modern  so- 
ciety ;  and  the  practical  conclusions  which  they 
deduce  from  the  interminable  declamations,  upon 
the  supremacy  of  reason  and  the  triumphs  of 
science  is,  that  society  has  no  longer  any  need  of 
Jesus  Christ,  or  of  His  Church,  and  that  human- 
ity must  not  recognize  any  supernatural  power. 
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The  Little  Obild  of  Marv. 

[Concluded.] 

Miidnra  do  K.,  at  that  time  iKwrding  at  the 
convent,  was  very  fond  of  her,  and  often  sent  for 
her  to  her  room.  At  a  time  whon  this  lady  had 
•just  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  the  daughter  on 
aecountof  whose  health  she  had  come  to  the  city, 
Octavie  havinjf  pone  to  pay  her  a  vifiit.  Madam  de 
K.  took  her  up  into  her  arms,  and  said,  crying, 
"  My  little  Octavie,  since  I  have  lost  my  M.,  you 
shall  he  my  little  girl."  Octavie  seenu'd  greatly 
8Hrj)ris«'d  at  this  speech,  and  asked  U]H)n  coming 
otit  what  had  become  of  Miss  M.,  who  had  so 
often  played  with  her;  when  she  was  told  M.  was 
in  Heaven,  she  appeared  more  surpriwd  than  l)e- 
fore:  "Well,  she  said,"  "what  is  there  to  cry 
about  since  she  is  in  Heaven  ?"  "  I  have  no  mam- 
ma myself,"  slie  said  one  day;  "where  is  she?" 
"In  Heaven,  my  little  Octavie."  "Well,  then, 
why  am  I  not  there,  too?"  From  this  time  she 
was  often  heard  to  repeat,  "  I  should  like  to  go  to 
Heaven  ;  I  would  go  and  sit  by  my  dear  little 
mamma,  Julia  and  the  Blessed  Virgin."  Though 
as  yet  so  young,  Octavie  set  a  value  on  the  very 
name  of  the  uiother  of  whom  she  had  been  de- 
prived before  she  couhl  know  her.  "  When  I  am 
grown  t«ll,  very  tall."  she  used  to  say,  "  I  will  be 
a  nun,  and  will  call  myself  Sister  Juliii,  because 
that  was  my  little  mamma's  name."  iShe  loved 
everything  which  recalled  the  idea  of  this  ten- 
der mother.  "You  are  all  my  little  mammas," she 
used  to  say  to  the  nuns,  "  and  mamma  Sophia 
most  of  all :  ought  not  I  to  love  you  better  than 
the  pupils?"  She  also  often  talked  of  her  little 
papa.  The  last  time  her  father  came  to  the  city, 
Octavie,  full  of  joy  and  pride,  told  every  l)ody 
she  had  seen  her  little  papa,  and  had  kis.sed  him. 
Never  did  two  little  si.^ters  love  each  other  better 
than  Octavie  and  Henriette.  llenriette  was  a  lit- 
tle mother  to  Octavie,  she  watched  over  her,  took 
care  of  her,  led  her  about  everywhere,  and  loaded 
her  with  caresses  and  kindness.  Octavie,  on  her 
part,  was  quite  triumphant  when  Henriette  ob- 
tained some  prize.  One  evening,  when  the  latter 
had  gained  the  medal  of  Christian  instruction, 
Octavie  ran  from  one  row  of  pupils  to  another, 
crj'ingout  everywhere,  "Itis  Henriette  who  hasgot 
the  medal !  it  is  Henriette  who  hasgot  the  medal  I" 
One  evening  that  Henriette  was  crying,  Oc- 
tavie, quite  anxious  to  know  what  distressed  her, 
and  having  vainly  inquired  many  times,  "  Henri- 
ette, what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?"  went  in  search 
of  one  of  the  mistresses,  and  said  to  her,  "  Mother, 
Henriette  is  crying !"  The  latter,  after  much 
questioning,  having  acknowledged  that  it  was 
the  recollection  of  her  mother  which  made  her 
tears  flow,  little  Octavie,  kissing  her  hands  and 
throwing  hers<>lf  into  her  arms,  tried  to  comfort 
her  by  saying,  "  Don't  cry,  Henriette ;  we  shall 
see  her  again  in  Heaven." 

Nothing  could  be  more  touchiagthan  her  little 

attentions  and  infantine  remarks.     One  day,  upon 

•  seeing  one  of  those  who  had  the  care  of  her  raise 

her  hand  to  her  head,  "  Mother,  does  your  head 


ache?"  .<*he  Rsk«H],  nt  the  same  time  kiming  her 
band  aflTectionately.  "  \v>*,"  answerwi  Mother  N., 
"  for  you  see  these  young  ladies  are  making  a  great 
noiw."  Immediately  Octavie  iK'gan  to  clap  her 
little  bandsto  gain  a  hearing,  and  called  out  as  loud 
as  she  could,  "  HumIi,  hu.sh,  young  ladies !  don't  you 
see  that  my  mother  has  a  headache?"  On  another 
occasion,  just  as  .she  was  going  to  have  her  break- 
fast, she  heard  that  our  Mother  Su|)crior  was  ill  ; 
immediately  Octavie  left  the  refect^>ry,  without 
giving  her  breakfast  a  thought,  ami  dragged 
Mother  N.  to  the  Sui)eiior's  room,  being  deter- 
mined to  know  how  mamma  Sophia  was.  One  day, 
when  her  compauions  had  deserved  some  blame, 
Octavie,  who  never  lost  a  word  the  mistress  said, 
found  in  the  suggesticms  of  her  own  heart  an  argu- 
ment which  apiK'ured  to  her  more  convincing  than 
any  reasoning  could  be.  Drawing  near  to  Mother 
N.,  she  said,  "  Mother,  do  but  tell  them  Ihat  it 
grieves  mamma  Sophia  when  they  are  naughty, 
and  you  will  see  they  will  be  good  directly."  The 
slightest  reproof  made  a  deep  impression  on  this 
child ;  one  word,  a  dissatisfied  look,  was  quite 
enough  to  make  her  yield.  She  sometimes,  how- 
ever, had  a  little  fit  of  obstinacy.  Oneevening  that 
she  was  to  go  int<»  the  garden,  one  of  her  compan- 
ions told  her  to  put  on  her  h<M>d;  the  child,  who, 
already  gave  sonu;  signs  of  that  vanity  wliich  is  so 
usual  in  little  girl.s  threw  the  hood  which  did 
not  please  her  taste,  on  the  ground ;  one  of  the 
mistresses  observing  this,  told  her  to  pic-k  it  up 
and  put  it  on.  Octavie  resisted ;  the  mistress 
would  not  give  way  ;  at  last,  the  child,  seeing  that 
she  must  make  up  her  mind  to  it,  picked  up  the 
hood  quietly,  and  half  put  it  on  her  head;  then 
seeing  that  Mother  X.  was  not  pleased,  she  did 
not  venture  to  a'-k  for  her  hand  to  go  down  as 
she  u.'jually  did,  but,  without  saying  a  word,  slie 
took  hohl  of  her  gown  and  followed  her,  hanging 
her  head.  Mother  N.  went  some  way  through 
the  lu)use  l>efore  she  perceived  that  Octavie  was 
still  following  her.  "  Well,  Octavie,  what  are  you 
alxMit  there?"  "  Mother," sjiid  the  child,  without 
venturing  to  raise  her  eyes,  "I  am  very  sorry  for 
what  I  have  done."  Pardon  was  readily  granted. 
The  said  hood  was  the  cjiuseof  many  trials  to  her. 
One  day,  by  mistake,  it  was  put  on  instead  of 
her  bonnet,  to  go  to  lk'ne<liction.  Octavie  cried, 
threw  down  the  hixxl,  tramped  on  it,  and  re- 
mained in  the  middle  of  the  court  yard  without 
moving  a  step.  "  V>ry  well,"  it  was  said  to  her  ; 
"Octavie  is  naughty  ;  she  does  not  wish  to  go  and 
see  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  the  Infant  Jesus;  let 
us  leave  her."  Tliese  few  words  recalled  her  to 
herself,  and  she  cheerfully  put  on  the  ugly  hood. 
"Oh,  yes,  mother,"  she  said,  with  a  bt?seeching 
air,  "I  do  wish  to  go  to  Benediction.''  Octavie 
had  the  sweetest  disposition,  aud  all  those  unstud- 
ied graces  which  »o  many  other  children  lose,  as 
well  as  their  innocence,  through  flattery,  at  even 
an  earlier  age  than  hers.  One  would  willingly 
have  spent  hours  watching  her  play  or  hearing 
her  talk.  She  displaye*!  an  intelligence  and  sen- 
sibility not  alway<<  po'ssesse«l  by  children  ten  years 
old ;  she  wished  "t()  bear  the  reason  of  every  thing, 
and  examine  everj  thing  herself.     She  was  so  af- 


fectionate  that  she  seldom  met  any  of  those  who 
had  the  charge  of  her  without  throwing  herself 
into  their  arms ;  she  was  never  either  sad  or  sulky, 
and  yet  her  disposition  was  more  inclined  toward 
seriousness  than  gaiety. 

"When  Jenny  d'  Albaret  died,  the  Superior  hav- 
ing proceeded  to  communicate  tlie  information 
to  her  companions,  Octavie  wished  to  know  what 
had  been  said  ;  and  when  her  question  had  been 
answered,  "  Oh,  how  happy  Jenny  is !"  she  ex- 
claimed ;  "  she  is  gone  to  see  our  good  God  and 
the  Blessed  Virgin;  Jenny  was  so  good,  I  should 
like  to  be  in  her  place ;  people  are  so  ha])py  in 
Heaven."  But  a  few  days  later,  this  dear  child's 
desire  was  about  to  be  fulfilled.  Her  complexion, 
which  was  hardly  natural,  had  always  made  us 
feel  uneasy  about  her.  One  evening,  she  com-. 
plained  of  a  headache,  from  which,  however,  she 
suflfered  so  little  that  we,  with  difficulty,  persuaded 
her  to  go  to  bed  before  her  usual  hour.  During 
her  short  illness  she  showed  herself  such  as  she 
had  been  when  in  health  ;  gentle,  loving,  pious, 
and  gifted  with  more  strength  of  mind  than  is 
common  at  her  age,  she  never  refused  any  remedy, 
however  disagreeable  it  might  be,  and  often  took 
hold  of  the  hand  of  persons  attending  her,  to  kiss 
it.  She  herself  reminded  us  to  make  her  repeat 
her  little  prayers ;  she  would  also  often  make  an 
effort  to  extend  her  arms  to  those  avIio  came  to 
see  her.     She  was  only  three  days  in  the  imfirm- 

ary.     Father gave  her  absolution,  but  felt 

assured  that  her  baptismal  innocence  would  take 
her  straight  to  Heaven ;  and  that,  if  her  reason 
had  not  been  sufficiently  advanced  for  her  to  be 
able  to  love  God,  she  had  been  endowed  with  too 
happy  a  disposition,  and  prevented  with  too  many 
benedictions,  for  it  to  be  possible  that  she  could 
haveofFended  Him.  May  these  few  details,  collected 
out  of  so  short  a  life,  console  the  heart  of  her  fa- 
ther. Octavie  herself,  now  forever  blessed,  says 
to  him,  "Papa,  why  should  you  weep?  I  am 
hapi^y,  for  I  am  in  Heaven." 


The  Child  and  the  Jew. 


In  527,  there  was  at  Bourges  a  school  much  fre- 
quented both  by  rich  and  poor.  It  happened  that 
the  son  of  a  Jewish  mechanic,  about  twelve  years 
of  age,  also  went  with  other  children  to  the  school. 
He  was  a  favorite  among  his  companions,  despite 
of  his  religion,  and,  in  hours  of  relaxation,  would 
join  with  them  in  their  various  games  of  amuse- 
ment. He  often  saw  them  enter  the  church  and 
kneel  before  a  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  ;  there 
they  would  offer  her  flowers,  and  with  that  inno- 
cent and  cheerful  devotion  which  characterizes 
the  Catholic  child,  they  would  run  to  our  Blessed 
Lady  as  to  a  mother,  and  beg  her  blessing  on  their 
work  or  play,  and  render  their  simple  acts  of 
thanksgiving  for  a  well  learned  lesson,  or  a  suc- 
cessful game. 

The  little  Jew  did  the  same,  and  with  as  much 
ferver  as  his  companions.  At  the  Feast  of  Easter, 
the  Christian  children  approached  the  Holy  Com- 
munion. At  the  sight  of  the  joy  and  happiness  that 
seemed  visible  upon  the  innocent  countenance  of 


each,  the  young  Israelite  felt  in  his  heart  a  holy 
jealousy,  and  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  asked  himself 
why  he  should  not  join  them  ?  Surely  the  son  of 
that  beautiful  Lady,  whom  he  loved  so  much,  that 
sweet  Lady  to  whom  he  had  so  often  offered 
flowers,  M'ould  not  shut  him  out  from  this  happy 
group.  And  while  musing  thus  with  himself,  he 
joined  his  school-mates  as  they  approached  the 
holy  table.  The  priest  did  not  know  him,  and 
gave  him  the  Holy  Communion  with  the  rest. 
None,  perhaps,  gave  more  fervent  thanks  than  the 
little  Jew,  and  the  mass  being  ended,  and  after 
having  visited  the  favorite  statue  of  the  Holy 
Virgin,  he  returned  home. 

As  he  entered  the  house,  his  father  inquired 
where  he  had  been ;  the  innocent  youth  frankly 
stated  that  he  had  been  to  the  Christian  Church, 
and  that  with  others  he  had  partaken  of  the  bread 
of  angels.  The  father,  who  combined  an  utter 
carelessness  in  the  practice  of  his  own  religion, 
with  a  bitter  hatred  of  any  other,  could  not  l)ear 
the  idea  of  his  son's  having  been  in  a  Christian 
temple,  and  at  the  thought  of  his  having  partici- 
pated in  the  Christian  rites,  he  was  fired  with 
ungovernable  rage ;  and  seizing  the  helpless  boy, 
cast  him  into  a  flaming  furnace,  which  he  was 
then  tending. 

At  this  moment  the  boy's  mother  entered,  and 
inquired  for  her  son,  and  receiving  no  answer 
from  her  husband,  went  calling  him  through  every 
part  of  the  house.  At  length,  beginning  to  feel  a 
vague  terror,  she  redoubled  her  cries.  At  last, 
she  fancied  that  she  heard  his  voice  ;  she  called 
again,  and  again  the  voice  replied.  The  neighbors 
who  had  been  attracted  by  her  cries,  stood  aghast 
with  terror, — the  voice  came  from  the  furnace. 
They  hastened  to  extinguish  the  raging  fire  ;  and 
in  a  few  moments,  to  the  astonishment  of  all,  the 
boy  came  forth  uninjured  from  the  furnace.  Not 
a  thread  of  his  dress,  nor  a  hair  of  his  head  was 
singed,  and  his  cheeks  were  as  cool  as  if  he  had 
come  from  a  bath.  As  soon  as  the  first  burst  of 
horror  and  joy  were  over,  the  boy  gave  the  fol- 
lowing simple  history  of  his  preservation: 

" It  was  the  kind  l^ady  of  the  Church,  who  re- 
ceived me  into  her  artns,  and  protected  me  from 
the  flames  in  the  folds  uf  her  white  ma^ntle." 

The  fate   of  the  father  is  unknown,   but  the 

mother  and  her  child    became  (Christians.     May 

the  history  of  the  little  Jew  inspire  children  with 

love  and  confidence  in  our  holy  and  Immaculate 

Mother ;  and  may  the  mantle  of  her  protecti<m 

shield  them  from  danger,  and  protect  them  from 

•harm. 

— — «» — - — - 

How  Saint  Teresa  Loved  the  Blessed 
VraGiN  Maky. — When  Saint  Teresa  was  twelve 
years  old  her  mother  died.  She  went  immedi- 
ately into  her  little  oratory,  and  kneeling  before 
a  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  she  besought  her, 
with  tears  in  her  eyes,  to  take  her  under  her  pro- 
tection and  be  to  her  a  mother.  She  says  that 
she  immediately  felt  greatly  consoled,  and  when- 
ever she  prayed  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  she  was  al- 
ways helped  by  her.  • 

There  never  was  a  good  child  who  did  not  love 
the  Blessed  Virgin  very  much. 
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THE  MOTHEKS  OF  THE  MARTYES. 


The  history  of  the  martyrs  of  Castelfidardo 
would  remain  incomplete,  if  I  were  not  to  conse- 
crate a  special  chapter  to  the  mothers  of  those 
heroic  soldiers  of  the  Church,  those  admirable 
women,  who,  by  their  devotedness  before  and  after 
the  sacririce,  participated  in  the  martynlom  of 
their  children.  Already,  in  the  course  of  my  nar- 
ration, I  have  depicte<l  some  traits  of  these  fair 
and  sjiintly  characters.  I  woulti  therefore  com- 
plete here  this  first  sketch,  by  one  group,  which 
Avill  show  all  the  heroism  of  the.'se  great  Christians, 
and  which  shall  serve  as  the  crowning 'glory  of 
our  beloved  martyrs.  Sine*  the  IJlessed  Virgin 
Mary,  by  a  profound  design  of  Providence  which 
all  the  Doctors  of  the  Cliurch  have  recognized 
and  glorified,  participated  in  the  redemption  as 
Eve  participated  in  the  original  fall;  since  this 
Mother  of  the  Saviour  has  become  the  new  and 
veritable  Mother  of  the  living  whom  she  brought 
forth  upon  Calvary,  even  as  she  had  brougiit 
forth  the  Author  of  life  in  Bethlehem;  since  at 
the  foot  of  the  Cross  the  sword  of  sorrow  had 

Sierced  her  soul,  yet,  intrepi<l  and  standing,  she 
eheld  die  her  Son  and  her  God,  the  race  of 
Christian  women  has  developed  in  fortitude  and 
supernatural  virtues,  and  the  daughters  of  Maiy 
liavc  assumed  a  divine  resemblance  to  their 
Mother.  The  designs  of  Cod,  which  are  un- 
changeable, have  continued  in  them  as  it  were  a 
divine  prolongation,  and  they  have  continued  in 
the  Church  the  character  of  tho  Mother  and  Queen 
of  the  Church. 

While  tho  spiritual  sovereignty  and  the  only 
and  eternal  i)nesthood  of  our  Lonl  Jesus  Christ 
is  perpetuated  in  the  Popes,  the  Bishops  and  the 
Priests,  the  maternity  of  3Iary,  her  humility,  her 
chastity,  anil  her  participation  in  all  the  mysteries 
of  Christ,  from  Nazareth  and  Bethlehem  to  Cal- 
vary, are  i)erpetuated  in  Christian  women;  and 
as  this  incomparable  Virgin  had  brought  forth 
sanctity  itiielf,  the  sjvints  themselves  brotight  forth 
at  one  birth  the  material  and  spiritual.  In  a 
word,  even  as  the  Virgin  Mary  had  assisted  and 
consented  to  the  immolation  of  her  Divine  Son  as 
she  had  consentetl  to  the  Incarnation,  these  ChrLs- 
tiau  mothers  received  the  mission  and  the  grace 
to  cou-scnt  to  and  assist  at  the  sacrifico  of  their 
children  immolated  for  the  love  of  Jesus  Christ ; 
and  it  is  a  mission  and  a  grace  to  them  wiiich  has 
not  l>een  surpassed  at  any  time.  Some  woman  t)f 
wit,  I  know  not  whom — of  that  sud  wit  of  the 
eighteenth  century — Said,  speaking  of  the  sacri- 


fice of  Abraham,  that  CJod  had  never  demanded 
this  from  a  mother.  This  witty  woman  had  doubt- 
less never  read  either  the  Passion  of  Jesus  Christ 
or  the  history  of  the  Church,  or  she  would  have 
seen  that  God  had  demanded  Abraham's  sacrifice 
from  the  Virgin  Mary,  and  after  her  frf)m  thou- 
."ands  of  Christian  mothers,  with  this  .s«)le  diff"er- 
ence  :  that  He  had  permitted  them  to  be  completc'<l. 
This  .'sacrifice,  it  is  true,  is  against  the  current  of 
nature  ;  but  what  is  impossible  to  nature,  with  the 
supernatural  grace  of  Go<l  is  po-ssible  and  even 
easy.  The  whole  history  of  the  Church  is  a 
shining  demonstration  of  this  truth,  and  in  all 
persecutions  the  mothers  of  martyrs  have  shown 
themselves  worthy  of  her  whom  the  Church  names 
the  Queen  of  Martyrs. 

Now  it  is  Saint  Felicitas,  widow,  and  mother 
of  seven  sons,  like  the  mother  of  the  Maccabees, 
•whom  the  prefect  of  Home  exerts  himself  to  per- 
suade by  sweet  speeches  or  intimidate  by  his  men- 
aces, conjuring  her  at  least  to^spare  her  children 
by  sacrificing  to  idols  with  them.  But  she,  instead 
of  yielding,  turning  herself  toward  her  sons,  ex- 
horts them — "  Look  upward,  my  children  !  Behold 
the  Heavens !  It  is  there  that  Jesus  Christ  awaits 
us  with  Ilis  saints ;  remain  faithful  to  His  love 
and  combat  for  your  souls.''  Tiio  prefect  gave  her 
a  blow,  saying  "  You  are  very  bold  to  give  them,  in 
my  presence,  such  counsel."  Tiien  he  appealed 
successively  to  the  seven  youth,  who  all  courage- 
ously confessed  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ.  They 
were  all  violently  put  to  death  before  the  eyes  of 
their  mother,  who,  in  the  joy  and  love  of  her  God, 
suffered  after  them. 

The  same  is  also  related  of  Saint  Symphorosa 
and  the  mother  of  Saint  Symphorien  de  Autun, 
and  of  others  I  cannot  mention  here. 

Again  it  is  Saint  Juliette,  of  royal  race,  who, 
arrested  in  the  city  of  Tarsus,  was  brought  before 
Alexander,  governor  of  the  city,  holding  in  her 
arms  her  infant  son  of  three  years,  and  who  re- 
plied simply,  to  all  the  questions  of  the  Pagan,  "  I 
am  a  Christian."  The  governor  took  away  her 
infant  son,  and  whr.e  putting  the  Christian  mother 
to  the  torture,  caro:-«se(l  the  little  Iwy,  and  endeav- 
ored to  keep  him  from  weeping:  but  the  po<ir 
little  one,  hLs  eyes  fixed  on  his  mother,  said,  as  she 
did— "I  am  a  Christian!  I  am  a  Christian!" 
Alexander,  incen.scd  by  Ids  cries,  seized  him  by  the 
foot,  and  from  the  hight  of  his  tribunal  cnst  him 
npon  the  ground.  The  head  of  the  child  was 
broken  by  the  blow  ;  his  l)rain  exuded,  and  the 
earth  was  watered  by  his  blood.  The  mother  saw 
him,  raised  her  eyes  to  Heaven,  saying:  "I  return 
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thanks  for  this,  O  Lord,  that  Thou  hast  seen 
good  tliat  my  son  should  receive  before  me  the 
immortal  crown.  Then,  presenting  her  head  to 
the  executioner,  she  died,  saying — "  I  hasten  to  go 
and  rejoin  my  son  in  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven." 

And  later,  in  the  succession  of  Christian  ages, 
the  history  of  the  Church  is  replete  with  traits  of 
the  same  kind.  When  the  mother  of  Blessed 
John  de  Britto,  Jesuit  and  missionary  in  the  In- 
dies, heard  of  the  martyrdom  of  her  son,  she 
clothed  herself  again  in  the  garments  of  festivity, 
which  she  had  laid  aside  for  many  years,  and  glo- 
rifying God  repaired  to  Lisbon,  where  the  king 
had  commanded  her  to  receive  the  congratulations 
of  the  pious  monarch  and  all  the  court. 

And  in  our  day,  when  the  mother  of  M.  Jacard, 
French  missionar3%  put  to  death  for  the  faith  in 
Tonking,  the  20th  day  of  July,  1836,  received  the 
fatal  and  glorious  news,  she  cried  out  in  the  en- 
thusiasm of  sublime  faith — "  God  be  praised !  I 
am  delivered  from  the  fear,  that  in  spite  of  myself 
I  experienced,  that  he  might  not  prove  worthy  the 
honor  of  suffering  for  Christ. 

O  perpetuity  and  admirable  unity,  not  only  of 
the  faith,  but  of  Christian  heroism,  in  all  times 
and  in  every  nation  !  Behold  that  which  I  pro- 
ceed to  relate,  in  this  last  and  bloody  persecution 
of  Cochin  Cliiua,  which  still  endures.  A  native 
Christian  had  been  put  into  prison  and  condemned 
for  the  faith.  His  mother,  informed  of  the  day 
of  his  execution,  accomiianied  him  to  the  place  of 
punishment,  and  encouraged  him  to  sutler  and 
die  for  the  name  of  Jesus  Clirist.  No  sooner  had 
the  head  of  the  martyr  fallen  beneath  the  sword 
of  the  executioner,  than  she  lifted  up  from  the 
dust  this  sacred  head,  kissed  it  piously,  enveloped 
it  in  her  garments,  and  withdrew  with  this  dear 
relic,  leaving  the  mandarins  and  soldiers  motion- 
less and  mute  with  astonishment. 

Such  have  been  Christian  mothers  nt  all  times 
and  in  all  countries,  and  the  mothers  of  our  gen- 
tle and  valiant  martyrs  of  Castcliidardo  exhibit 
themselves  worthy  of  their  predecessors,  and 
have  continued  this  glorious  tradition.  The  let- 
ters written  before  and  after  the  sacrifice,  prove 
it  in  a  manner  as  admirable  as  touching.  I  could 
cite  these  as  testimonies  of  a  virtue  truly  heroic, 
in  relating  the  history  of  their  children  ;  but  each 
time,  the  name  of  the  son  would  have  designated 
that  of  the  mother,  and  I  should  thus  liave  wound- 
ed the  pious  susceptibilities  of  a  humility  which 
flies  all  renown  and  fears  all  praise.  Christian 
w^omcn  are  very  willing  to  be  sublime,  but  on  con- 
dition that  the  world  knows  it  not.  On  the  con- 
trary, in  quoting  here  some  of  these  letters,  I  have 
betrayed  no  incognito,  and  I  have  in  no  way 
wounded  the  holy  inodesty  of  those  who  wrote 
them.  The  edification  of  the  reader  will  be  se- 
cured, without  humility  losing  any  of  its  rights. 
Here  is  a  letter  written  Ijefore  the  battle  of  Cas- 
telfidardo,  by  the  mother  of  a  volunteer  who  was 
to  die  there,  to  the  mother  of  another  soldier  of 
the  Church  : 

"  It  is  true,  madam,  that  the  sacrifice  we  make  i 
m  suffering  our  children  to  depart  from  us  is  great ;  I 
and  in  bidding  them  adieu,  we  feared  that  it  I 


might  prove  our  last  embrace.  But  were  they 
not  put  into  our  hands  as  a  deposit  that  God  con- 
fided unto  us  until  He  should  demand  them  again  ? 
And  cannot  Christian  mothers  .see  that  the  moment 
is  come  for  Christian  mothers  to  offer  to  God 
those  who  are  dearest  to  them  ?  when  the  Church 
is  attacked,  and  has  need  of  defenders,  is  not  the 
place  of  Catholic  youth  around  the  pontifical 
throne?  And  if,  unhappily,  the  numbers  are  so 
few,  it  is  because  indifference  has  corrupted  their 
hearts.  In  the  midst  of  the  inquietude  and  sad- 
ness of  being  separated  from  my  son,  I  bless  God 
for  having  preserved  him  from  the  egotism  so 
universal,  and  for  having  inspired  him  with  the 
sentiment  that  animates  him.  He  has  never 
given  me  any  thing  but  consolation ;  and  if 
God  preserves  him  to  me,  he  will  be  my  support 
and  that  of  his  sisters.  But,  madam,  we  must 
elevate  our  thoughts  still  higher;  for,  as  my  dear 
child  says  to  me  in  one  of  his  letters,  'If  I  never 
return  it  will  be  for  my  greater  good;'  I  should 
not  then  complain  at  seeing  him  exposed  to  so 
many  dangers.  ]\Iy  son  gave  himself  to  Rome 
wuth  sentiments  so  pure,  his  heart  was  so  entirely 
occupied  with  the  thought  of  laboring  for  the 
glory  of  God,  that  notwithstanding  the  sacrifice 
made  in  consenting  1^  his  choice,  it  is  with  entire 
confidence  I  leave  him  in  the  hands  of  Providence, 
and  I  hope  that  he  may  be  preserved  from  those 
spiritual  dangers,  which  are  more  to  be  dreaded 
by  Christian  parents  than  the  dangers  he  may 
encounter  for  his  life." 

And  God,  indeed,  preserved  the  soul  of  this 
young  soldier  from  the  dangers  which  his  mother 
feared,  for  him  more  than  death.  He  did  better 
even  than  preserve  that  soul.  He  took  it  to 
Himself,  and  crowned  it  with  glory;  and  the  son 
of  this  admirable  Christian  woman  is  one  of 
those  who  died  upon  the  A^ery  battle  field  of  Cas- 
telfidardo.  We  see  the  sacrifice  accepted  before- 
hand ;  we  see  now  the  mother  writing  to  the  per- 
son who  had  announced  to  her  the  death  of  her 
son:  "I  thank  Heaven  with  my  whole  heart  for 
the  favors  of  piety  and  resignation  which  it  so 
largely  bestowed  upon  my  son,  as  well  as  for  his 
simple  and  heroic  devotedness.  He  will  be 
greatly  mi.ssed  in  the  family,  but  it  will  strengthen 
them,  I  hope,  in  the  fiiith;  and  for  my  part, 
dearly  as  I  would  have  loved  to  have  embraced 
him  again,  I  would  not  recall  him  into  this  world. 
I  esteem  him  most  happy,  or  soon  to  be.  If 
you  have  fortified  my  son  in  his  generous  resolu- 
tion, fear  not  that  I  shall  reproach  you  for  it ;  God 
grant  that  I  may  attain  to  what  he  has.  We  have, 
I  hope,  a  good  precursor  for  the  other  life." 

"I  am  sure,"  writes  another  of  these  heroic  wo- 
men, "that  you  will  j^ardon  my  delay  in  replying 
to  you,  and  that  you  will  pray  God  to  sustain  us 
in  the  trial  which  He  has  sent  us ;  for  whatsoever 
may  be  the  consolations  accompanying  it — ineffa- 
ble consolations,  for  which  we  can  never  sufli- 
ciently  thank  and  bless  Him — I  sometimes  find 
myself  very  weak  and  perfectly  prostrated.  And 
yet,  has  not  God  in  His  divine  mercy  deigned  to 
call  him  to  a  glory  and  a  happiness  beyond  all 
that  I  could  have  dreamed  or  asked  ?    And,  more 
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favored  than  the  other  mothers  from  whom  CKxl 
hrts  ilcniiiiuK'd  the  satne  siicrifloe.  I  have  liad  the 
consohition  of  nvc'm^  luy  dear  cliild  ami  surround- 
inj<  him  with  the  tcndcrni-ss  of  my  care;  «n<l, 
luon-  tlian  all,  to  witiu-jw  the  graces  with  which 
God  had  rei)lcni{»he<l  his  soul  You  are  right,  we 
are  hajjpy  parents  and  notwithstanding  the  grief 
with  which  our  \Hwr  hearts  are  wounded,  we  can 
but  rejoice  and  glorify  (5od  for  all  the  graces 
which  He  has  condescended  to  bestow  upon  our 
dear  children.  And  these  graces  arc  also  engMgc- 
ments  and  obligations  for  us  who  arc  yet  upon 
the  earth,  and  1  beg  of  God  from  the  depths  of 
n»y  heart,  by  the  interci-ssion  of  ourj^ivinc  Mother 
and  our  blessed  children,  that  lie  may  bestow 
uj>on  us  all  the  grace  of  correspoi.aing  with 
fidelity  to  all  His  designs  upon  us.  We  are  grate- 
fully and  profoundly  touched  with  the  .souvenir 
which  the  Holy  Father  in  his  paternal  goodness 
has  sent  to  us,  which  will  be  dear  and  precious 
to  our  whole  family,  so  long  as  it  subsists  upon 
the  earth.  "We  arc  ])rofoundly  touched  also  by  the 
sympathy  displayed  for  us  in  this  sorrowful  yet 
constjling  trial.  Aside  from  the  allectionate  senti- 
ments thus  manifested,  we  rejoice  moreover,  to 
perceive  therein  the  principle  of  faith  and  adhe- 
sion to  Catholic  truth,  a  sort  of  protestation  against 
the  impieties  committed  with  so  much  audacity'. 
Let  us  hope  that  the  blo*)d  of  these  victims,  which 
G(k1  seems  to  have  cho.sen  and  marked,  may  l)ear 
fruit  among  .those,  who,  without  being  willfully 
wicked,  have  suffered  themselves  to  be  seduced 
thereby." 

In  a  word,  because  we  must  come  to  a  close,  we 
present  one  more  letter,  coming,  as  have  its  pre- 
decessors, from  a  maternal  heart  all  broken  with 
sorrow,  and  at  the  same  time  all  perfumed  with 
heavenly  consolations :     "  I  miss  my  dear  child 
every  moment,  and  his  absence  makes  itself  more 
and  more  felt.     As  to  his  death,  all  the  details 
which  have  reached  us  are  full  of  -consolation.     I 
quote  a  passage  fr<Mn  the  letter  of  M.  Romits, 
Canon  of  Asimo,  who  was  attached  to  him,  ad- 
dressed to  hLs  brother  :     '^ly  only  object  in  ren- 
dering these  services  was  to  acquit  myself  of  a 
duty  dear  to  my  heart— that  of  encouraging  in 
his  last  moments  a  martyr  of  Holy  Church.     It  is 
true  that  my  noble  friend  had  no  need  of  this.  O, 
how  dear  is  his  memory  to  me !     AVhat  glory  to 
your  family  to  count  among  its  children  a  hero,  a 
martyr  of  the  holy  cause !    May  your  mother  find 
her  strength  and  ker  refugnation  in  this  consoling 
thought,  that  she  will  again  find  her  son  in  Heaven, 
with  his  wounds  resplendent  with  rays  of  glory.' 
The'confratemity  ot  Christian  mothers,  and  tho 
prayers  of  so  many  pious  souls,  have  without 
doubt  prepared  the  religious  devotedncss  of  our 
youth ;  but  the  abundance  of  the  favors,  and  the 
graces  they  have  displaved,  I  have  no  doubt,  were 
from  the  "Mother  of   God.     They  followed  and 
wished  to  defend  her  Son  in  the  person  of  His 
Vicar.    They  have  wiped  His  visage,  covered  with 
ignominy ;  they  had  not,  indeed,  His  portrait,  as 
Saint  Veronica,  but  it  has  been  given  to  them  to 
have  part  in  His  wounds.     Also,  I  have  faith  in 
the  protection  of  my  son ;  his  affection  for  his 


nephews  and  niec«i  will  prove  to  them  a  great 
succor  while  accomplishing  the  labors  of  this  life, 
and  secure  for  mc  u  good  death." 

We  are  al>le  to  judge,  by  some  of  these  quoia- 
tion.s,  of  the  treasures  of  faith,  resignation  and 
heroic  virtue  which  filled  the  hearts  of  these  ad- 
miral>le  Christian  mothers.  These  letters  prove 
that  if  the  ra<-e  of  the  Maccabees  is  not  yet  extin- 
guished in  the  Ciiurch,  neither  is  the  race  of  the 
mother  of  the  ^laccabees  extinct.  Yes,  the  mothers 
of  our  martyrs  of  Castelfidardo  resemble  this 
illustrious  woman  in  their  heroism  and  invincible 
constancy.  What  do  I  say?  They  resemble  the 
Mother  of  God  herself;  they  are  the  worthy 
daughters  of  the  Mother — of  the  Queen  of  Mar- 
tyrs; and  like  this  august  Virgin,  they  remain  at 
the  foot  of  the  cross,  where  their  sons  died:  Juxta 
crucem  Jf»u  ttubat  mater  ejus. 

BiuTii-PLACE  OF  MxnY. — It  was  at  Nazareth,  a 
tow  u  of  Galilee,  the  abode  of  Saint  Joachim  and 
Saint  Anne,  that  the  most  holy  Virgin  was  bom. 
She  was  of  the  tribe  and  family  of  David,  as 
the  Church  sings  in  the  oflRce  of  the  day  of  her 
birth.  Endowed  with  those  natural  qualities 
which  God  had  bestowed  ujwn  her,  she  was,  as 
Saint  Bernard  ob&;rves,  the  master-piece  of  all 
the  ages,  and  none  of  the  daughters  of  Israel 
conld  ever  compare  with  her  in  the  marvelous 
assemlilage  of  shining  virtues  wherewith  she  was 
enriched,  for  it  was  of  her  that  the  Holy  Ghost 
said  by  the  Prophet,  (Pro v. xxx,)  "Many  daughters 
have  gathered  together  riches :  thou  hast  sur- 
pas:  mI  them  all." 

The  birth  of  Mary  was  without  pomp,  like  that 
of  Jesus  Christ,  which  was  to  be,  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world,  obscure  enough ;  it  l>eiug  the  will  of 
God  that  there  should  be  a  perfect  conformity  of 
condition  between  the  Mother  and  the  Son.  Many 
of  the  holy  fathers  believe  that  Saint  Joachim 
and  Saint  Anne,  being  warned  that  notwithstand- 
ing their  long  sterility  and  great  age  they  should 
have  a  daughter,  had  been  apprized  at  the  same 
time  that  that  blessed  daughter  should  be  the 
Mother  of  the  Messiah.  Certain  it  is  that  never 
child  was  dearer  to  parents,  nor  more  richly  mer- 
ited their  tenderness,  than  she  did  who  was,  from 
the  moment  of  her  Immaculate  Conception,  the 
object  of  the  Divine  predilection. 

"«► 

I  KEMKMBEn  whcn  a  boy,  how  my  mother 
would  call  me  and  take  me  upon  her  lap,  teach 
me  my  prayers — and  how  she  would  pray  that  I, 
an  only  child,  might  be  spared  to  be  a  prop  and 
a  blessing  in  her  old  age.  Often  would  I  feel  my 
mother's  hot  tears  dropping  i\y>on  my  cheek,  as 
she  invoked  the  Blessed  Virgin's  care  of  me.  I 
wondered  why  she  would  weep  ;  little  did  I  then 
know  of  the  depth  and  all  absorbing  jwwer  of  a 
mother's  love.  God  help  the  boy  who  has  lost 
his  mother  while  he  is  yet  a  child !  He  wdl  have 
many  a  heavy  burden,  not  of  boyish  sorrow  alone, 
but  many  a  weary  load  of  care,  which  a  mothers 
love  could  lighten ;  many  a  sickening  grief  and  dis- 
appointment, which  a  mother's  voice  could  soothe, 
God  help  him !  for  he  will  need  much  help. 
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THE  EXALTATION  OF  THE  OEOSS. 

The  miraculous  appearance  of  the  Cross  to  Con- 
8t«ntine,  and  the  discovery  of  that  precious  relic 
by  the  Empress  II(!len,  gavx;  the  occasion  to  cele- 
brate a  festival  under  the  title  of  the  Exaltation 
of  the  Cross,  and  the  fourteenth  of  Septendjcr  was 
the  day  set  aside  for  this  Feast.  In  order  that  we 
may  all  enter,  with  our  Blessed  Mother,  into  the 
true  spirit  of  the  exaltation  of  this  jjledge  of  our 
redemption,  and  of  our  Lord's  great  love  for  us, 
let  us,  with  Faber,  pass  to  Calvary's  hights  and 
mark  well  the  First  Exaltation ;  and  let  ua  heg 
our  Blessed  Mother  to  aid  us  in  planting  this  holy 
Cross  deep  in  our  own  hearts,  that  we  may  under- 
stand all  the  glory  and  happiness  belonging  to  its 
Exaltation. 

The  world  is  a  mystery.  Life,  time,  death, 
doubt,  good  and  evil,  and  the  uncertainty  which 
hangs  about  our  eternal  lot,  are  all  mysteries. 
They  lie  burning  on  the  heart  at  times.  But  the 
Crucifix  is  the  meaning  of  them,  the  solution  of 
them  all.  It  puts  the  question  and  answers  it  as 
well.  It  is  the  reading  of  all  riddles,  the  certainty 
of  all  doubts,  and  the  center  of  all  faiths,  the 
fountain  of  all  hopes,  the  symbol  of  all  loves.  It 
reveals  man  to  himself,  and  God  to  man.  It  holds 
a  light  to  time  that  it  may  look  into  eternity  and 
be  reassured.  It  is  a  sweet  sight  to  look  upon  in 
our  times  of  joy;  for  it  makes  the  joy  tender 
without  reproving  it,  and  elevates  without  strain- 
ing it.  In  sorrow  there  is  no  sight  like  it.  It 
draws  forth  our  tears,  and  makes  tliem  fall  faster, 
and  so  softly  that  they  become  sweeter  than  very 
smiles.  It  gives  light  in  the  darkness,  and  the 
silence  of  its  preaching  is  always  eloquent,  and 
death  is  life  in  the  face  of  that  grave  earnest  of 
eternal  life.  The  crucifix  is  always  the  same,  yet 
ever  varying  its  expression  so  as  to  be  to  us  in  all 
our  moods  just  what  we  most  want  and  it  is  best 
for  us  to  have.  No  wonder  saints  have  hung  over 
their  crucifixes  in  such  trances  of  contented  love. 
But  Mary  is  a  part  of  the  reality  of  this  symbol. 
The  Mother  and  the  Apostle  stand,  as  it  were, 
through  all  ages  at  the  foot  of  the  crucifix,  sym- 
bols themselves  of  the  great  mystery,  of  the  sole 
true  religion,  of  what  God  has  done  for  the  world 
which  He  created.  As  we  cannot  think  of  the 
Child  at  Bethlehem  without  His  Mother,  so  nei- 
ther will  the  Gospel  let  us  picture  to  ourselves  the 
Man  on  Calvary  without  Ilis  Mother  also.  Jesus 
and  Mary  were  always  one  ;  but  there  was  a  pe- 
culiar union  between  them  on  Calvary. 

The  way  of  the  Cross  was  ended,  and  the  sum- 
mit of  the  mount  had  been  attained  a  little  before 
the  hour  of  noon.  If  tradition  speaks  truly,  it  was 
a  memorial  place  even  then,  fit  to  be  a 'world's 
sanctuary ;  for  it  was  said  to  be  the  site  of  Adam's 
grave,  the  spot  where  he  rested  when  the  mercy 
of  God  accepted  and  closed  his  nine  hundred  years 
of  heroic  penance.  Close  by  was  the  city  of  David, 
which  was  rather  the  city  of  God,  the  center  of  so 
much  "wonderful  history,  the  object  of  so  much 
pathetic  divine  love.  The  scene  which  was  now 
to  be  enacted  there  would  uncrown  the  queenly 
city ;  but  only  to  crown,  with  a  far  more  glorious 


crown  of  light,  and  hope,  and  truth,  and  beauty, 
every  city  of  the  Avorld  where  Christ  crucified 
should  J)e  preached  and  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
should  dwell.  These  hours  were  filled  with  mys- 
teries so  divine,  with  realities  so  thrilling,  that 
the  lapse  of  time  is  hardly  an  element  in  the  agony 
of  Mary's  soul.  She  comes  to  the  crucifixion  a 
greater  marvel  of  grace,  a  greater  miracle  of  suf- 
fering, than  Avhen  an  hour  ago  she  had  met  the 
cross-laden  Jesus  at  the  corner  of  the  street. 

They  have  stripped  Him  of  His  vestments,  from 
the  shame  of  which  stripping  His  human  nature 
shrank  inexpressibly.  To  His  Mother  the  indig- 
nity was  a  torture  in  it.self,  and  the  unveiled  sight 
of  her  Son's  Heart  the  while  was  a  horror  and  a 
woe  words  cannot  tell.  They  have  laid  Him  on 
the  Cross,  a  harder  bed  than  the  Crib  of  Bethle- 
liem,  in  which  He  first  was  laid.  He  gives  Him- 
self into  their  hands  with  as  much  docility  as  a 
weary  child  whom  his  mother  is  gently  preparing 
for  his  rest.  It  seems,  and  it  really  was  so,  as  if 
it  was  His  own  will,  rather  than  theirs,  which 
was  being  fulfilled.  Beautiful  in  His  disfigure- 
ment, venerable  in  His  shame,  the  Everlasting 
God  lay  upon  the  Cross,  with  His  eyes  gently  fixed 
on  Heaven.  Never,  Mary  thought,  had  he  looked 
more  worshipful,  more  manifestly  God,  than  now 
when  He. lay  outstretched  there,  a  powerless  but 
willing  victim;  and  she  worshiped  Him  with 
profoundest  adoration.  The  executioners  now  lay 
His  right  arm  and  hand  out  upon  the  Cross.  They 
apply  the  rough  nail  to  the  palm  of  His  hand,  the 
hand  out  of  which  the  world's  graces  How,  and 
the  first  dull  knock  of  the  hammer  is  heard  in  the 
silence.  The  trembling  of  excessive  pain  passes 
over  His  sacred  limbs,  but  does  not  dislodge  the 
sweet  expression  from  His  eyes.  Now,  blow  fol- 
lows blow,  and  is  echoed  faintly  from  somewhere.. 
The  Magdalen  and  John  hold  their  ears,  for  the 
sound  is  unendurable  :  it  is  worse  than  if  the  iron 
hammer  were  falling  on  their  living  hearts.  Mary 
hears  it  all.  The  hammer  is  falling  uj^on  her 
Living  Heart ;  for  her  love  had  long  since  been 
dead  to  self,  and  only  lived  in  Him.  She  looked 
upward  to  Heaven.  She  could  not  speak.  Words 
would  have  said  nothing.  The  Father  alone  un- 
derstood the  otfering  of  that  heart,  now  broken 
so  many  times.  To  her  the  nailing  was  not  one 
action.  Each  knock  was  a  separate  martyrdom. 
The  hammer  played  upon  her  heart  as  the  hand 
^f  the  musician  changefully  presses  the  keys  of 
his  instrument.  ■* 

The  right  hand  is  nailed  to  the  Cross.  The  left 
will  not  reach.  Either  they  have  miscalcula- 
ted in  the  hole  they  hav(j.  drilled  to  facilitate  the 
passage  of  the  nail,  or  else  the  body  has  con- 
tracted through  agony.  Fearful  was  the  scene 
which  now  ensued,  as  the  saints  described  to  us 
in  their  revelations.  The  executioners  pulled  the 
left  arm  with  all  their  force ;  still  it  would  not 
reach.  They  knelt  against  His  ribs,  which  were 
distinctly  heard  to  crack,  though  not  to  break, 
beneath  the  violent  pressure,  and.,  dislocating  His 
arm,  they  succeeded  in  stretching  the  hand  to  the 
place.  No  more  than  a  gentle  sigii  could  be 
wrung  from  Jesus,  and  the  sweet  expression  in 
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Ilis  cyoB  dwelt  there  rtill.  Rut  to  Mary,' — what 
iinajriniition  can  reach  the  horror  of  that  Hij^ht,  of 
that  souihI,  to  her?  OIj,  there  was  jnorc  f^rief  in 
them  than  lias  gone  to  theniakingof  all  the  saints 
that  have  ever  yet  been  canoni/ed !  Again  the 
•  dull  l)lows  of  the  hanuner  commence,  clianging 
thtir  sounds  act'onling  as  it  was  flesh  and  muscle, 
or  the  hard  wood,  througli  which  the  nail  was 
driving  its  crtiel  way.  His  legs  aa*  stret(he<l  out 
also  liy  violence ;  one  f<M)t  is  crossed  \x\xn\  the  other, 
those  feet  which  have  so  often  been  sore  and  weary 
with  journeying  after  souls;  and  through  the 
solid  mass  of  shrinking  muscles  the  nail  is  driven, 
slowly  and  with  unutteraltle  agony,  l)ecause  of 
the  unsteadiness  of  the  feet  in  that  position.  It 
is  useless  to  speak  of  the  Mother:  it  is  idle  to 
compassionate  her.  Our  compassion  can  reach  no 
way,  in  comparison  of  the  terrible  excess  of  her 
agony.  Bui  Gotl  held  His  creature  u]),  and  she 
lived  on. 

Now  the  Cross  is  lifted  oflf  from  the  ground, 
■with  Jesus  lying  on  it,  the  same  sweet  expression 
in  his  eyes,  and  is  carried  near  to  the  hole  whi(;h 
they  have  dug  to  rireive  the  f(K>t.  They  then 
fasten  ropes  to  it,  and,  edging  it  to  the  brink  of 
the  hole,  they  begin  to  rear  it  perpendicularly  by 
means  of  the  ropes.  When  it  is  raised  almost 
straight  up,  they  work  the  foot  of  it  gradually 
over  the  edge  of  the  cavity  until  it  jumps  into  its 
socket  with  vehement  bound,  which  dislocates 
every  bone,  and  nearly  tears  the  body  from  the 
nails.  Indeed,  some  contemplativcs  mention  a 
rope  fastened  round  His  waist  with  such  cruel 
tightness  that  it  was  actually  hidden  in  the  flesh, 
to  hinder  His  luxly  from  detaching  itself  fom  the 
Cross.  So  one  horror  outstrips  another,  searching 
out  with  fiery  thrills,  like  Iho.  vibrations  of  an 
earthquake,  all  the  supernatural  capabilities  of 
suffering,  which  lay  like  abys.ses  in  the  3Iother's 
ruined  heart.  Let  us  not  compare.her  w<x'  to  any 
other.  It  stands  by  it.self.  We  may  look  at  it  and 
weep  over  it  in  love,  in  love  which  is  suffering  as 
well.  But  we  dare  not  make  any  commentary  on 
it.  Sorrowful  Mother!  Blessed  be  the  most  Holy 
Trinity  for  the  miracles  of  grace  wrought  in  thee 
at  that  tremendous  hour ! 

Earth  trembled  to  its  very  center.  Inanimate 
things  sluKldered  as  if  they  had  intelligence.  The 
rocks  were  split  around,  precipices  cloven  all  along 
the  most  distant  shores  of  the  3Ieditcrranean,  and 
the  mystical  veil  of  the  temple  rent  in  twain  by 
the  agitation  of  the  earth,  a.s  if  a  hand  had  done 
it.  At  tijat  moment — so  one  revelation  tells  us — 
there  rose  up  from  the  temple-courts  a  long  wail- 
ing blast  of  trumpets,  to  mark  the  offering  of  the 
noonday  sacrifice,  and  they  that  l»lew  the  trumpets 
knew  not  how,  that  day,  they  rang  in  Heaven  as 
the  noonday  trumpets  never  rang  Ixsfore.  Dark- 
ness Ix'gan  to  creep  over  the  earth  ;  for  the  sjitellite 
of  cartii  might  well  eclipse  the  material  sun,  when 
the  earth  it-self  was  thus  eclipsing  the  Sun  of  Ju.s- 
tice,  the  Eternal  Lightof  the  Father.  The  animals 
sought  coverts  where  they  might  hide.  The.s<mg8 
of  tne  birds  were  hushe<l  in  the  gjirdens  beneath. 
Horror  f«me  over  the  souls  of  men,  and  the  begin- 
nings of  grace,  like  the  first  uncertain  advances  of 


the  stealthy  dawn,  came  into  many  henrta  out  of 
that  spmpath'<tic  darkness.  A  moment  was  an  age 
M'hen  men  were  cnvinmed  by  such  mysteries. 

The  darkness  of  the  eclipse  had  pa-ssed  away, 
and  the  true  shades  of  evening  were  beginning  to 
fall.  ThoCross  stfwxl  luire  on  Calvar)-  against  the 
light  which  the  setting  sun  had  left  behind  it  in 
the  west.  The  siK-ctade  of  the  day  w!u  over,  and 
the  multitudes  of  the  city  were  all  gone,  aiul  the 
current  of  their  tlioughts  diverted  elsewhere.  A 
few  persons  moved  about  on  the  toj)  of  the  mount, 
who  ha<l  been  concerne<l  with  the  taking  down  of 
Jesus  from  the  Croas,  or  wen;  bringing  spices  from 
the^city  to  embalm  lliuh  Mary  sat  at  the  foot  of 
the*  Cro.ss,  with  the  <lead  Body  of  her  Son  lying 
across  her  lap.  Is  Bethlehem  come  back  to  thee,  my 
Mother,  and  the  days  of  the  l>eautiful  C"hildhoo<l? 

Th(!  shades  of  evening  fall  fast  and  silently 
round  that  Mother,  sitting  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross 
with  the  covered  head  of  her  <Uad  Sf)n  upon  her 
lap.  The  very  earth  is  weary  with  the  weight  of 
that  eventful  day.  The  animals  were  fatigued 
after  the  panic  of  the  eclipse,  whose  darkness 
they  had  mistaken  for  the  night,  so  that  the  beastji 
slunk  to  their  lairs,  the  blnls  to  their  roosts,  and 
the  lizards  went  to  rest  in  the  crevices  of  the 
rcx-ks.  3Ien  themselves  were  outworn  with  sin 
and  the  impetuous  activity  of  their  own  evil  pas- 
sions, while  the  scattered  few  who  composed  the 
Church  were  weary  with  shame,  and  fear,  and 
.sorrow,  and  the  agitation  of  accunuilated  thoughts. 
The  well-known  sounds  of  night  begin  to  succeed 
to  the  sharper  and  more  frequent  noises  of  the 
day.  There  is  a  divine  liglit  in  the  heart  of 
Mary,  more  golden  than  tljat  last  lingering  rim  of 
departed  sunset,  that  sun  which  .seemed  .so  glad  to 
.set  after  the  Inirden  of  such  a  day,  and  she  is  rest- 
ing on  it  for  a  moment,  before  slie  girds  up  her 
whole  nature  to  meet  her  seventh  sorrow  and  her 
la.«t. 

It  was  a  strange  station  for  a  >Iother  to  choose 
for  her  repose,  just  at  the  foot  of  the  cruel  tree  on 
which  her  Scm  had  die«l,  ami  which  was  yet  l)e- 
dewed  with  His  Precious  Blood.  Yet  it  is  also 
just  the  very  .spot  where,  with  Mar3-]ike  instinct, 
the  mourners  of  eighteen  centuries  have  come  to 
rest,  and  have  found  ])eace  there,  when  there  was 
no  peace,  at  least  for  them,  in  any  other  corner  of 
the  earth.  It  is  a  place  of  spells,  since  Jesus  hung 
there  and  since  3Iary  sat  there.  Here  tears  have 
been  dried  which  it  had  seemed  would  never  cea.sc 
to  flow.  Here  hearts  have  consented  to  live  which 
a  while  ago  were  fain  to  die.  Here  the  widow 
has  found  another  and  a  heavenly  Husband.  The 
mother  has  had  her  lost  children  restored  to  her. 
The  orphans  have  gone  there  in  the  dark,  and, 
when  they  were  done  sobbing,  they  found  the 
arms  of  their  new  i^Iother  >Iary  round  them.  Here 
thousands  of  hearts  have  <liscovered  how  goo<l  a 
thing  it  was  to  have  been  broken  ;  for  tlu"ough  the 
rent  of  their  own  hearts  they  sjnv  God.  When 
Mary  sat  on  that  hilltop,  and  enthroned  the  dead 
Christ  upon  her  knee,  she  left  an  inexhau.stible 
le^ey  oi  blessings  behind  her  to  all  generations, 
with  the  condition  of  resilience  on  the  top  of 
Calvary  attached  to  their  enjoyment. 
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Our  Lady  of  Oonsolation.    - 

Ave  MarJa  !    At  thy  left 

Oft  have  I  knelt,  my  bliss  complete; 

Unuiindful  of  all  else  beside, 

Since  tliy  pure  arms  were  open  wide. 

Ave  Maria  !  let  it  be 

My  sole  delight  to  honor  thee. 

My  heart  was  full  of  love,  and  threw 
Strong  tendrils,  as  young  grapevines  do : 
Earth  forced  them  rudely  all  apart. 
And  left  a  torn  and  bleeding  heart. 
Ave  Maria  !  I  appealed 
To  thee,  and  every  wound  was  healed. 

I  loved  all  beauty ;  but  I  saw 

Beauty  Avas  suV>ject  to  the  law, 

Of  death,  decay, — the  law  of  earth, — 

And  beauty  grew  as  nothing  worth. 

Ave  Maria,  then  I  turned 

To  thee,  and  fadeless  beauty  learned. 

I  loved  the  truth  but  always  found 
Falsehood  did  more  than  truth  abound. 
My  life  grew  chill.     I  came  and  linelt — 
Tliv  truth  unswerving  here  I  felt. 
O,  Marj-  Motlier,  then  thy  child 
AVas  by  thy  justice  reconciled. 

I  yearned  for  science.     Everywhere, 
Earth's  answer  was  as  empty  air: 
A  mocking  sound,  a  vain  pretense. 
Whose  din  and  folly  drove  me  thence. 
I  flew,  sweet  3Iary,  to  thy  shrine, — 
And  learned  a  science,  all  divine. 

Fame  called  to  me,  with  clarion  voice. 
And  held  her  laurels  for  my  choice  ; 
I  turned,  heart-sickened,  for  I  knew 
What  thorns  amid  her  bays  she  threw. 
Ace  Maria  !  Then  'twas  sweet 
To  burn  fresh  incense  at  thy  feet. 

Then  let  me  ne'er  unmindful  be, 
Of  all  in  joy  I  owe  to  thee. 
Ave  Maria,  keep  my  soul 
Forever  bound  'neatli  thy  control. 
So,  wheresoe'er  my  lot  be  cast — 
Thine  now,  I  may  be  thine  at  last. 


The  Temptation  of  Saint  Pranois  of  Sales. 

We  placed  before  our  readers,  a  few  weeks  ago, 
the  portrait  of  one  of  the  most  remarkable  charac- 
ters in  our  latter  days — the  glorious  Saint  Chantal. 
We  will  again,  before  long,  draw  some  exquisite 
episodes  from  that  noble  life,  in  which,  perhaps 
more  than  in  any  other,  is  embodied  all  that  was 
grand  and  sublime  in  the  seventeenth  century. 

To-day,  not  by  way  of  "contrast,  but  rather  of 
parallelism,  we  beg  to  present  to  their  attention 
the  sweet  and  incompara)>le  model,  so  dear  to  the 
heart  of  Saint  Chantal,  the  saintly  director  who 
led  her  soul  to  the  highest  summit  of  Christian 
perfection.  Both  were,  undoubtedly,  conspicuous 
for  their  extraordinary  devotion  to  the  Mother  of 
God.  Which  of  the  two  excelled  most,  we  leave 
others  to  decide ;  but  whoever  has  visited  Paris, 


and  khtlt  Jjefore  the  statue  where  Saint  Francis 
de  Sales,  under  an  awful  temptation  of  despair, 
made  his  heroic  vow,  and  found  relief  through 
Mary's  intercession,  will  scarcely  admit  that  any 
soul  ever  loved  her  more  than  he  did.  It  has 
been  our  consolation,  more  than  once,  to  kneel 
before  that  same  statue  ;  and  therefore  we  love  to 
speak  of  a  Saint  who,  above  all  othcr.s,  has  been 
from  our  childhood  one  of  our  predilection — par- 
ticularly on  account  of  his  boundless  love  for  the 
Ble.ssed  Virgin. 

At  the  age  of  thirteen  the  young  Count  de  Sales 
was  sent  to  Paris,  to  study  rhetoric  and  philosophy. 
He  soon  obtained  the  most  brilliant  success  in  all 
his  studies  ;  but  the  young  Francis  was  much  more 
occupied  in  his  advancement  in  the  science  of  the 
saints. 

He  daily  visited  some  of  the  sajictuaries  of 
Maiy  ;  his'  favorite  one  was  Saint  Etienne  des  Gr6s, 
where  he  venerated  with  a  special  devotion  one 
of  her  statues.  By  the  fervor  of  his  prayers  it  was 
easy  to  recognize  that  if  he  loved  Jesus  Christ  as 
his  God  and  Saviour,  so  equally  did  he  love  Mary 
as  his  Motlier.  lie  could  scarcely  speak  of  her 
without  his  eyes  tilling  with  sweet  tears:  she  was 
the  confident  of  all  his  joys  and  sorrows.  Often 
he  exclaimed,  in  a  holy  transport,  "  Oh,  who  could 
refrain  from  loving  thee,  my  dearest  Mother  V  May 
I  be  forever  thine,  and,  with  me,  may  all  creatures 
live  and  die  for  thy  love."  The  bright  glow  that 
sulFused  his  cheeks,  when  he  .spoke  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  revealed  the  ardent  sentiments  that  in- 
fiamed  his  heart.  It  was  a  jjeculiar  joy  for  him 
to  frequently  renew  his  consecration  to  Jesus 
Christ  by  the  hands  of  Mary  in  the  words  of  the 
touching  prayer  that  has  been  handed  down  to  us 
by  one  of  his  historians :  "  Oh,  God  of  my  heart ! 
take  this  heart,  which  is  all  Thine.  I  olfer  Thee 
all  my  love,  by  the  hands  of  Thy  tender  Mother. 
Vouchsafe  graciously  to  receive  this  offering,  O 
Blessed  Virgin ;  preserve  it,  and  grant  that  my 
heart  may  have  no  love  save  for  thy  Son  and  thee." 

While  praying,  prostrate  before  the  statue  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  in.  the  Church  of  St.  Etienne  des 
Gr6s,  he  loved  to  repeat  to  his  dear  Mother  the 
firm  resolution  he  had  taken  to  preserve  until 
death  his  virginity  intact,  and  with  tears  he  con- 
jured the  Queen  of  Virgins  to  be  herself  its  faith- 
ful guardian. 

His  eminent  virtues  and  brilliant  talents  caused 
many  to  say  that  they  knew  not  which  to  admire 
most  in  this  distinguished  young  nobleman :  the 
perfect  grace  displayed  in  all  things  connected 
with  him,  or  the  grand  hopes  he  gave  for  the 
future. 

But  because  his  soul  was  agreeable  to  God,  there- 
fore was  he  to  be  tried  by  temptations.  And  God 
provided  for  this  in  a  manner  apparently  very 
severe,  when  we  consider  that  the  young  Francis 
was  not  yet  seventeen  years  old.  It  commenced 
with  the  thought  that  perhaps  he  was  not  in  a 
state  of  grace ;  he  was  induced  to  this  belief  from 
a  state  of  great  bodily  weakness,  in  which  he 
found  himself  without  either  courage  or  energy. 
A  thought  so  rending  for  a  heart  fike  his,  op- 
pressed his  soul,  without  however  discouraging 
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bim  ;  for  he  Ruid  to  himsolf  tliiit  Qnd,  who  makes 
nothing  in  vain,  (hn's  not  give  us  courage  at  a 
time  when  wc  do  not  need  it,  Init  He  only  desires 
us  to  resist  the  temptation  when  it  comes.  "But," 
added  his  imagination,  "with  your  present  weak- 
ness it  is  very  certain  you  would  fall  into  mortal 
sin  if  a  dangerous  occasion  would  present  itself." 
This  was  a  new  source  of  anxiety  for  his  beautiful 
soul ;  but  he  .sought  to  restore  peace  to  it  l)y  the 
reflection  that  God  never  fails  in  the  moment  of 
peril,  provided  we  pray  to  Him. 

Notwithstanding,  peace  came  not.  Deprived 
of  all  the  sweetness  of  divine  love  which  he  had 
BO  long  enjoyed,  he  became  impressed  with  the 
idea  tliat  perhaps  his  spiritual  aridities  were  the 
punishment  of  some  infidelity,  and  that  by  some 
mortal  sin  he  had  lost  the  grace  an«l  friendship  of 
God,  to"  whom  he  had  become  an  object  of  hatred 
and  anger.  With  this  terrible  thought  came  the 
recollection  of  the  doctrine  of  the  small  number 
of  the  elect,  the  mystery  of  predestination,  and 
the  frightful  rigor  of  the  judgments  of  Gqd,  his 
own  profound  misery,  which  his  humility  made 
him  feel  in  the  most  lively  manner,  and  it  seemed 
to  him  impossible  that  a  person  so  bad  as  himself 
could  ever  be  of  the  small  number  of  the  elect. 
Not  that  he  feared  the  grace  of  God  would  be 
wanting,  but  that  he  would  not  correspond  with 
grace,  and  in  consequence  !)e  precipitated  into  the 
eternal  abyss.  What  most  afflicted  him  Avas,  not 
the  torments  of  hell,  but  the  thought  that  in  hell 
God  was  blasphemed  and  not  loved.  "O  God," 
he  exclaimed,  "if  I  must  not  see  Thee,  grant  at 
least  this  solace  to  my  anguish,  do  not  permit  me 
ever  to  curse  or  blaspheme  Thee.  O  Love !  O 
Charity,  O  Beauty,  to  whom  I  have  vowed  all  my 
affections !  I  shall,  then,  never  enjoy  Thy  delights ! 
I  shall  never  be  inebriated  with  the  abundance  of 
the  good  things  of  Thy  mansion  !  I  shall  never 
reach  the  place  of  the  admirable  taternacle  where 
my  God  resides !  O  Virgin,  most  amiable,"  he 
continued,  addressing  himself  to  the  Mother  of 
God,  "thou  whose  charms  will  never  rejoice  hell, 
I  shall  then  never  sec  thee  in  the  Kingdom  of  thy 
Son:  beautiful  as  the  moon,  lirilliantas  the  sun! 
Alu^  T  shall  never  participate  in  the  immense  ben- 
efits of  the  Kesurrection  !  But  did  not  my  dear 
Jesus  die  for  me  as  well  as  for  others?  Be  that 
as  it  may,  O  Lord,  if  I  cannot  love  Thee  in  the 
next  life,  since  no  one  can  praise  Thee  in  hell,  at 
least  I  shall  profit  by  the  short  moments  of  life  to 
love  Thee  in  this  world." 

In  the  midst  of  this  deep  anguish  he  became 
quite  emaciated  ;  his  color  fa<led,  and  a  sickly  pal- 
lor overspread  his  face.  Very  .soon  his  whole  per- 
son was  covered  with  a  yellow  jaundice,  which 
cau.eed  him  acute  pain.  He  could  scarcely  eat, 
drink,  sleep,  or  sustain  himself  in  walking.  Nev- 
crthjelcss,  he  omitted  none  of  his  ordinary  exercises 
of  piety;  he  redoubled  his  prayers  to  God  and 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  begging  them  to  prc^rve.in 
his  poor  heart,  hope  in  the  Divine  mercy. 

The  main  feature  of  his  character  during  this 
dreadful  temptation,  and  which  alone  would  ren- 
der the  memory  of  Saint  Francis  of  Sales  forever 
admirable,  was  that  frequently  he  was  heard  to 


exclaim,  "  O  God,  if  I  atn  doomed  to  hate  Thee 
through  all  eternity,  let  me  at  least  love  Thee  with 
all  my  heart  while  upon  earth."  In  thin  sentence 
we  see  revealed  the  heart  of  Saint  Francis. 

These  holy  dispoHitions  were  duly  rewarded. 
One  day,  when  more  than  usually  sad,  as  he  waa 
returning  from  the  college,  the  saintly  youth  en- 
tered the  Church  of  Saint  Etienne  dcs  Grf's,  and 
knelt  before  that  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  at 
whose  feet  he  had  fonnerly  taken  the  firm  resolu- 
tion to  guard  perpetual  chastity,  and,  while  tears 
streamed  from  his  eyes,  he  recited,  with  his  heart 
rather  than  with  his  lips.  Saint  Bernard's  beauti- 
ful prayer,  the  "  Hememljcr."  Then,  addressing 
God,  he  besought  Ilim,  through  the  intercession 
of  Mary,  to  restore  him  to  his  fonner  state ;  he 
renewed  his  vow  of  perpetual  chastity,  and  prom- 
ised to  recite  daily,  in  meuiorj'  of  this  vow,  the 
beads  of  Saint  Bridget.  Scarcely  had  he  pro- 
nounced thgse  words  than  he  felt  a  movenient 
over  his  whole  body,  as  if  the  scales  of  leprosy 
had  fallen  from  it ;  perfect  health  was  restored, 
and,  after  six  weeks  of  unspeakable  anguish,  his 
soul  enjoyed  a  j^rofound  peace. 

It  would  be  impossil)le  to  relate  all  the  treas- 
ures of  graces  and  lights  which  the  saintly  youth 
obtained  by  this  temptation.  It  was  then  he 
amassed  the  richest  treasures  for  Heaven,  and  was 
elevated  to  the  highest  degree  of  charity  by  so 
many  acts  of  pure  love  of  God  so  totally  free  from 
all  self-interest ;  for  what  purer  love  can  be  imag- 
ined than  the  disposition  to  love  and  serve  God 
solely  because  He  is  in  Himself  infinitely  worthy 
to  be  loved,  and  served,  without  thought  of  rec- 
ompense. What  more  perfect  than  the  other  dis- 
position of  his  beautiful  soul,  which,  amid  all  the 
torments  of  hell,  saw  nothing  coni])anible  to  the 
evil  of  not  loving  God?  It  was  in  this  school  of 
trial  that  his  heart  obtained  that  tender  commis- 
eration for  souls  tempted  and  fatigued  by  inte- 
rior pains,  who  so  often  had  recourse  to  him  in 
after  life. 

The  young  noblemar^  by  his  combats  and  vic- 
tories in  this  circumstance,  rendered  himself  so 
skillful  in  the  use  of  spiritual  arms,  that,  to  sjieak 
in  the  language  of  the  Bishop  of  Belley,  "He 
was  as  an  arsenal  for  others,  furnishing  defenses 
and  weaiM>ns  to  all  those  who  discovered  their 
temptations  to  him  ;  he  was  as  the  tower  of  David, 
on  which  hung  a  thousand  shields  and  all  sorts  of 
arms." 

Delivered  by  Jlary,  as  we  have  seen,  Francis 
gave  himself  to  God,  and  to  her,  with  more  fervor 
than  ever.  He  said  his  beads  dailj-,  accortling  to 
the  vow  he  had  mmle.  Every  day  he  recited  the 
prayer  so  celebrated,  l>y  w  liieh  he  had  been  freed 
from  temptation — the  "Remember."  He  recom- 
mended it  to  all  jjcrsons  under  his  direction,  and 
he  delighted  to  praise''its  efHcixcy.  "  It  was  from 
his  mouth,"  said  the  Bi.shop  of  Belley,  "that  I 
learned  it ;  I  wrote  it,  from  his  dictation,  at  the 
head  of  my  breviary,  in  order  to'engravc  it  upon 
my  memory  and  use  it  in  my  needa" 

Thus,  God  and  Marj-  were  the  sole  delight  of 
the  young  Francis,  during  his  four  years  of  plii- 
losophy,  its  they  ever  remained  in  after  life. 
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Ave  Maria  from  Protestant  Lips; 

OR,   BfYSTlCAL   KOSES   FROM   FOREIGN   GARDENS. 

"  The  Annunciation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary." 

Oh,  Thou  who  dcign'st  to  sympathize 
"With  all  our  frail  and  fleshy  ties — 

]\Iaker,  yet  Brother  dear ! 
Forgive  the  too  presumptuous  tliought, 
If,  calming  wayward  grief,  I  sought 

To  gaze  on  Thee  too  near. 

Of  all  the  dearest  bonds  we  prove. 
Thou  countest  sous'  and  mothers'  love 

Most  sacred,  most  Thine  own  ; 
But  who,  O  perfect  filial  Heart, 
E'er  did  like  Thee  a  true  sons'  part. 

Endearing,  firm,  serene? 
Thou  wept'st,  meek  maiden,  IMother  mild, 
Thou  wept'st  upon  thy  Sinless  Child, 

Thy  very  heart  was  riven : 
And  yet,  what  mourning  matron  here, 
Would  deem  thy  sorrows  l:)ought  too  dear 

By  all  on  this  side  Heaven. 

Ave  Muria!  blessed  Maid  ! 
Lily  of  Eden's  fragrant  shade, 

"Who  can  express  the  love 
That  nurtured  thee,  so  ])ure  and  sweet. 
Making  thy  heart  a  shelter  nu;et 

For  Jesus,  Holy  Dove  ? 
A^x  Mi(ri(i!  Mother  blest, 
To  whom  caressing  and  caress'd 

Clings  the  Eternal  Child  ; 
Favord  beyond  Archangel's  dream. 
When  first  on  thee  with  tenderest  gleam 

Thy  new-born  Saviour  smiled. 
Ave  Maria!  Thou  whose  name 
All  but  adoring  love  may  claim. 

Yet  may  we  reach  thy  shrine  : 
For  He,  thy  Son  and  Saviour,  vows 
To  crown  all  lowly  lofty  brows 

With  love  and  joy  lii:e  thine. 


LEGENDS  OP  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIlf.— VI. 


Prom  the -Prison  to  the  .Stake.— Continued. 


The  door  was  opened  by  a  lay-Brother,  who  sa- 
luted them  thus  :  "  Peace  be  to  you." 

Soudriol  did  not  move,  but  Bouillac  returned 
the  salutation  by  an  inclination  of  the  head. 

The  Brother  was  a  man  of  about  forty  years  of 
age,  at  most.  His  countenance  was  austere,  but 
mild.  From  a  reed  basket,  which  he  carried  with 
him,  he  took  some  bread,  fresh  vegetables  and 
cheese.  He  divided  the  victuals,  and,  in  silence, 
placed  before  each  of  the  prisoners  the  portion 
intended  for  hira.  He  also  left  them  two  wooden 
vessels  full  of  water. 

"  Don't  they  give  us  a  little  wine  ?"  asked  Sou- 
driol ;  "  water  is  tasteless." 

"  The  fruit  of  the  vineyard,"  replied  the  Relig- 
ious, "  is  treacherous ;  it  generates  intoxication 
and  delirium,  and  frequently  proves  the  ruin  of 
man." 


"  We  have  had  sad  experience  of  it,"  said  Bouil- 
lac. 

''  If  it  causes  intoxication,"  added  Soudriol,  "  I 
do  not  think,  considering  our  present  situation, 
that  a  little  of  it  would  do  much  harm  in  ena- 
bling us  to  forget  the  reality  of  our  misery." 

"I  shall  mention  your  request  to  the  Father 
Superior.  I  am  afraid,  however,  that  you  must 
make  up  your  mind  to  forego  that  pleasure;  the 
Itule  forbids  us  to  have  wine  in  the  monastery, 
Besides,  the  time  is  so  short,  that — " 

"  What !  Has  our  sentence  been  pronounced  ? 
What  is  our  punishment  V" 

"Judgment  was  to  have  been  passed  yesterday; 
but  I  cannot  say  to  what  decision  the  judges  have 
come." 

"Yesterday !  Their  judgment,  then,  cannot  be 
carried  into  execution  before  to-morrow  ;  so  that 
we  still  have  a  day  and  a  night." 

"  Yes,  my  brother.  The  hours  are  short,  and 
therefore  precious,  if  you  desire  to  prepare  the 
defense  you  are  to  make  before  the  great  Judge." 
1  Soiidriol  became  thoughtful.  The  Brother  pre- 
pared to  retire ;  but  Bouillac  detained  him,  and 
asked : 

"  Is  there  not  a  Priest  in  the  city  who  has  the 
charity  to  visit  us  and  reconcile  us  with  God?" 

"  Certainly  there  is ;  and  rest  assured  that  you 
shall  not  go  alone  to  execution.  When  justice 
strikes,  religion  presses  forward  and  seeks  to  con- 
sole ;  for  religion  is  repentance  and  penance,  and 
consequently,  hope  and  pardon." 

"  Yes,  I  wish  to  confess.  My  life  has  been  bad 
enough,  but  I  do  not  desire  to  die  like  a  Pagan." 

Here  Soudriol  recovered  from  his  alistraction, 
and  asked  the  Brother :  "  How  long  have  you 
been  in  this  monastery  ?" 

"Alas !  since  yesterday  only ;  for  what,  in  real- 
ity, are  eight  years  consecrated  to  the  service  of 
God,  when  we  consider  that  we  owe  Him  every 
moment  of  life  ?" 

"  Eight  years !  That  is  a  long  time ;  and  what 
is  your  present  hope  ?" 

"  It  is  that  God  will  grant  me  the  grace  to  grow 
old  in  peace  in  this  asylum,  and  die  in  fhe  expec- 
tation of  His  mercy." 

"  You  seem  to  be  young  still ;  tell  me,  then,  is 
it  really  possible  to  renounce  all  the  pleasures  of 
life  at  your  age?" 

"I  have  renounced  the  tumult,  the  cares  and 
vexations  of  the  world.  I  never  knew  what  calm 
and  happiness  were  until  I  entered  the  cloister." 

"  You  must  surely  have  suffered  a  great  deal  in 
the  world  ?  You  must  have  endured  hunger  and 
thirst,  and  all  the  evils  of  misery,  when  you  bar- 
tered your  liberty  for  the  jioor  pittance  you  re- 
ceive here  ?  To  my  mind,  poverty  and  independ- 
ence are  better  than  the  slavery  of  the  monas- 
tery." 

"  Yes,  I  had  many  severe  trials  when  I  groaned  . 
under  the  yoke  of  the  world ;  trials  so  severe  that 
I  should  have  died  if  I  had  not  here  found  refuge." 

"  Suppose  you  had  the  offer  of  as  much  gold  as 
your  heart  could  covet ;  suppose  that  all  the  al- 
lurements of  wealth  and  luxury  were 'presented  to 
you,  would   you  not  feel  disposed  to  leave  this 
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prison  ?  for  the  moimstery  is  a  prison — a  very  tomb !" 
Tlie  HrotlRT  niistd  iiis  bnnds  and  eyes  to  Heaven, 
but  did  not  answer. 

" I'^perially,"  continued  the  roblwr,  "if  there 
vren?  hardly  any  thing  to  do,  and — " 

*'  But  wli'o  would  give  mc  the  sum  you  prom- 
ise?" interrupted  the  IJrother. 

"You  shall  have  it  from  vu!  Just  now  I  have 
not  a  piece  of  pold;  but  to-morrow,  if  I  am  free, 
to-morrow  I  shall  have  treasures;  I  shall  have 
them  carried  to  you  on  the  day  and  at  the  hour 
you  may  think  Gt  to  mention.  Trust  my  word, 
for  I  have  never  liroken  it.     Perhaps  you  would 

E refer  receiving  some  gold  here  a  few  hours 
ence?" 

"  No,  my  brother,  no  I  I  have  no  wish  to  re- 
turn to  the  world,  even  if  it  could  make  me  hap- 
py. Those  whom  I  loved  are  no  longer  on  earth, 
and  I  do  not  expect  ever  to  see  them  except  in 
Heaven !" 

"  But  riches  can  procure  other  friends ;  and  it 
is  so  easy  to  acipiire  wealth!  I  do  not  demand 
impossil>ilities.  You  have  merely  to  forget  to 
bolt  that  door  when  you  retuni  this  evening.  I 
ask  nothing  more." 

"  Do  not  deceive  yourself,  my  brother  ;  escape 
is  impossible.  If  you  were  to  leave  this  prison, 
you  would  fall  into  the  hands  of  a  group  of  arch- 
ers, wJio  would  lining  you  back." 

"The  difficulties  concern  vie;  whether  I  suc- 
ceed or  not,  you  shall  have  your  reward,  accord- 
ing to  our  contract." 

"  Forget,  forget  these  projects,  which  you  can- 
not carry  out.  Think  only  of  delivering  your  soul 
from  the  captivity  of  the  devil." 

"  Oh !  let  me  beseech  you !  Liberty  is  a  great 
boon.  I  would  give  the  rest  of  my  life  for  one 
day  of  liberty.  I  do  not  desire  to  die  now.  If  I 
do  not  escape,  I  «hall  die  in  impenitence,  and  on 
you  shall  rest  the  sin  of  my  damnation  !" 

"  No  my  brother,  no ;  for,  if  you  "do  not  repent 
— if  you  do  not  implore  mercy — you  alone  shall 
be  guilty  and  without  excuse.  Death  is  not  tak- 
ing you  l)y  surprise ;  you  are  not  summoned  be- 
fore the  eternal  tribunal  without  warning." 

"When  the  Brother  had  withdrawn,  the  Biscay- 
an  .sat  down,  pressed  his  forehead,  and  gave  him- 
self up  to  reflection.  Bouillac  did  not  disturb 
him  ;  but,  fixing  his  eyes  upon  the  picture  above 
his  head,  he  prayed  fervently. 

"  I  shall  do  it,"  exclaimed  Soudriol,  suddenly. 
He  then  threw  himself  upon  the  ground,  twisting 
his  breast  and  neck,  and  endeavoring  to  cut  with 
his  teeth  the  rope  which  kept  him  fastened  to  the 
wall.     His  companion  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

"  What  are  you  doing  ?"  he  asked. 

"Do  you  not  see?  If  you  had  courage  you 
would  follow  my  example." 

"To  what  purpose?  Suppose  we  succeed  in 
cutting  the  rope,  our  feet  will  still  be  in  shackles, 
our  hands  will  still  be  bound  behind  our  backs. 
We  can  neither  flee  nor  defend  ourselves  against 
the  soldiers." 

"  Let  us  free  ourselves  from  this  rope." 

"  What  is  the  use  of  fatiguing  ourselves,  with- 
out gaining  any  thing  by  it  ?" 


"  None  whatever,  if  vou  do  not  aadst  mc.  I  re- 
quire your  help;  and  f  expect  it,  in  order  to—" 

"  YeS,"  interrupted  the  other,  "if  you  can  escape, 
I  am  ready  to  aid  you  by  all  means  in  my  power; 
l)ut  with  regard  to  myself,  I  repeat  that  ray  mind 
is  made  up  to  remain  where  I  am." 

Soadrif)l  resumed  hi«  work  of  tearing  up  the 
hemp  oonl,  thrnul  by  thread.  He  had  begtm  to 
gnaw  it  the  previous  night,  but  he  was  still  far 
from  having  tinishe<l  it.  The  conversation  waa 
interrupted  whilst  he  lal)ored  at  his  task,  except 
when  he  changed  his  painful  attitude  in  order  to 
take  breath.  "  Explain  your  project  to  me,"  said 
Bouillac.  "I  do  not  quite  unilerstand  it." 

"When  the  rope  is  cut,  I  am  free;  I  can  then 
escape  from  this  wall  l)y — " 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  by  hoi)ping  like  a  mag])ie,  you  may 
walk  about  in  this  turret,  and  go  through  it  as 
much  as  you  like." 

"It  is  then  that  I  shall  need  your  assistance. 
You  have  teeth  strong  enough  to  break  one  of  the 
links  of  the  chain  which  Ijinds  my  arms;  when 
my  arms  are  free,  I  shall  soon  shake  the  fetters 
from  my  feet ;  and  you  too  shall  be  free." 

"  But  the  door — the  bars — the  archers  ?" 

Some  minutes  elapsed  before  Soudriol  answer- 
ed. "  3Iy  project,"  he  said  at  last,  "  is  as  simple 
as  it  is  infallible.  Here  it  is:  the  Brother  comes 
as  usual  to  see  that  every  thing  is  in  order,  and 
that  we  have  all  we  want.  The  stair  is  of  stone, 
so  that  we  can  hear  the  sound  of  his  sandals  when 
he  approaches.  When  I  hear  him  coming,  I  duck 
down  against  the  wall ;  he  comes  in  without  sus- 
pecting anything;  before  he  turns  to  shut  the 
door  I  seize  him  by  the  throat  and  floor  him  before 
he  has  time  to  utter  a  single  cry." 

"And  it  is  thus  you  would  assassinate  a  poor 
creature,  who  has  u.^ed  nothing  but  kind  and  con- 
soling words  to  us  since  we  were  cast  into  this 
dungeon  ?" 

"Ah  !  Just  as  if  you  had  never  throttled  your 
enemies !" 

"  1  never  killed  disarmed  men.  In  the  struggle, 
they  might  defend  themselves,  and  I  never  took 
lives  except  when  risking  my  own." 

"  So  much  the  worse !  Why  is  he  an  obstacle 
to  my  liberty  ?  Nevertheless,  we  can  consider 
afterward  whether  it  is  possible  to  save  him." 

"  Yes ;  for  he  must  not  perish." 

"  If  he  is  prudent ;  if  he  does  not  persist  in  try- 
ing to  give  the  alarm,  then — " 

"I  promise  that  he  will  be  silent,"  said  the  other. 

"Agreed!  I  have  no  dislike  to  him :  although 
he  could  easily  save  us,  if  he  had  the  will  to  do  so." 

"And  if  every  thing  succeeds,  how  will  you  es- 
cape from  the  archers  *" 

"  The  Brother  is  about  my  size  ;  when  I  put  on 
his  clothes,  imitate  his  gait  and  demeanor — yea, 
even  his  voice,  if  required — it  is  very  unlikely 
that  any  body  will  recognize  me  in  the  dark,  or 
hold  a  lantern  up  to  my  face." 

"Truly,  Soudriol,  you  have  great  powers  of 
invention,  and  were  deservedly  our  leader." 

"  It  is  true  that  I  leave  you  in  prison ;  but — " 

"  I  am  satisfied ;  I  am  satisfied,"  interrupted 
Bouillac.    May  my  death  satisfy  for  us  both- ' 
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"  That  is  not  my  plan.  When  I  assemble  my 
men,  we  shall  take  arms,  and  meet  in  a  favorable 
spot!  When  you  are  traversing  the  road  leading 
to  the  place  of  execution,  we  shall  attack  your  es- 
cort; and,  during  the  tumult  which  must  follow, 
all  you  have  to  do  is  to  disappear." 

Here  a  fresh  noise  interrupted  the  conversation. 
When  the  door  was  opened,  the  IJiscayan  stood 
up,  the  better  to  conceal  the  rope  which  he  had 
almost  entirely  cut  in  twain.  He  assumed  an  air 
of  indifference ;  but  the  perspiration  rolled  down 
his  face,  and  his  brown  cheeks  were  inflamed. 

The  visitor  wore  the  habit  and  cord  of  Saint 
Francis.  As  he  did  not  su.spect  that  the  prisoners 
had  any  notion  of  escaping,  he  saw  neither  the 
animation  of  Soudriol's  features,  nor  the  expres- 
sion of  discontent  which  contracted  them.  Bouil- 
lac,  as  soon  as  he  saw  the  Priest,  uttered  an 
exclamation  of  satisfaction  and  joy. 

"  You  were  expecting  me  ?"  said  the  Religious, 
in  a  voice  of  kindness.  1  ought  to  have  come  sooner, 
it  is  trae,  but  several  causes  delayed  me  until  now. 
However,  I  shall  not  go  away  Ijefore  night,  and  I 
shall  be  here  again  to-morrow  by  daybreak." 

"  Do  not  listen  to  him,  Bouillac !"  exclaimed 
Soudriol.  "  He  is  a  rogue  and  a  rascal,  and  his 
only  object  is  to  insult  us." 

"Oh!  my  brother!  You  do  not  suppose  me 
capable  of  such  a  thing !  To  insult  yon,  now  that 
you  are  prisoners,  now  that  you  are  abandoned  and 
unhappy,  would  be  the  depth  of  meanness.  Far 
from  adding  to  your  sorrows,  I  would  gladly  sym- 
pathize with  you  and  offer  you  words  of  comfort." 

"Hypocrite  !"  said  Soudriol,  "  leave  me.  Your 
cunning  shall  be  foiled ;  your  honied  words  cannot 
deceive  me." 

"But,"  said  Bouillac,  "  what  object  could  the 
Father  have  in  deceiving  us?  It  is  but  too  easy 
to  browbeat  us  now;  and,  if  you  were  in  his 
place,  would  you  seek  the  company  of  two  con- 
demned men  in  prison,  merely  for  the  sake  of  so 
miserable  a  triumph  ?" 

"  You  do  not  know  them !  He  is  sent  to  us  in 
order  to  put  himself  in  possession  of  our  secrets, 
and  thereby,  after  having  put  us  off  our  guard, 
deliver  our  companions  to  the  authorities." 

"  Do  you,  my  friend,  take  me  for  the  magis- 
trate's agent?  I  am  Superior  of  this  monastery; 
do  you  suppose  that  I  would  degrade  myself  by 
such  an  employment  ?  No,  no ;  fear  not.  Instead 
of  seeking  to  draw  from  you  the  means  of  placing 
your  comrades  in  the  hands  of  justice,  I  am  here 
in  order  to  aid  you  in  averting  the  Divine  wrath." 

"Moreover,"  added  Bouillac,  "I  did  not  betray 
any  one  when  I  was  tortured ;  so  that  you  have 
nothing  to  fear." 

"  You  bore  up  against  torture,  but  you  cannot 
resist  his  insidious  questions.  Let  him  go  away ! 
We  do  not  need  him.  We  have  lived  like  men, 
let  us  die  as  such." 

"I  do  not,  my  friend,  desire  to  make  you  a 
coward ;  on  the  contrary,  my  effort  would  be  to 
sustain  your  courage  if  I  saw  you  faltering.  But 
there  is  no  cowardice  in  trembling  before  God. 
God  is  great,  and  the  greatest  rulers  in  the  world 
are  very  small  indeed  before  Him," 


"  Begone !  I  will  not  listen  to  you." 

"  I  am  here  ns  your  friend  ;  and  surely  the  pres- 
ence of  a  friend  cannot  be  disagreeable  to  you  V" 

"It  is.  And,  besides,  what  do  you  come  for? 
I  shall  not  make  my  confession." 

"  But  my  desire,"  said  Bouillac,  "  is  to  confess ; 
therefore  Upray  you,  Father,  not  to  leave." 

"Are  you  cowardly  enough,"  said  Soudriol,  "to 
tell  your  secrets  to  that  inquisitor?" 

"  My  friend,  do  you  not  know  that  the  avowals 
made  in  confession  are  more  securely  buried  for- 
ever in  the  heart  of  the  Priest  than  if  you  sealed 
them  in  an  urrf  and  cast  them  into  the  bottom  of 
the  sea  ?  Do  you  not  know  that  even  in  the  dumb 
solitude  of  my  own  thoughts  I  dare  not  dwell 
upon  what  you  tell  me  as  your  confessor?" 

"Dear  me,"  said  Soudriol,  ironically,  "do  you 
imagine  that  I  believe  you?" 

"It  has  never  yet  been  heard  that  a  confessor 
proved  false  to  the  confidence  jjlaced  in  him  by 
his  penitents.  Many  Priests  have  gone  sadly 
astray,  Ijut  they  never  lost  sight  of  this  inviolable 
law.  Even  in  the  transports  of  delirium,  where 
there  was  nothing  to  restrain  the  license  of  their 
language,  the  secret:^  of  the  confessional  never  es- 
caped their  lips.  On  the  contrary,  there  have 
been  some  Avho  preferred  disgrace  and  death  to 
the  transgression  of  this  obligation." 

"  Will  you  leave  us  in  peace,"  howled  Soudriol. 

"  Soudriol,"  said  Bouillac,  "  be  so  good  as  to 
allow  me  to  die  in  the  manner  I  think  best." 

"Fool!  Have  you  become  such  a  coward?  By 
all  the  devils  in  hell,  I  shall  save  you  from  your 
faint-heartednes.s,  and  I  shall  prevent  you  from 
dishonoring  yourself"  Then,  turning  to  the  Fran- 
ciscan, he  heaped  on  him  the  most  gross  and  vio- 
lent abuse,  seasoned  with  blasphemies  and  oaths. 
The  Religious  bore  this  without  rebuke  and  with- 
out emotion.  He  bowed  his  head  with  modesty 
and  waited  until  the  storm  should  be  over.  His 
patience  exasperated  Soudriol.  In  the  hight  of 
his  rage  he  closed  his  hands  and  ground  his  teeth ; 
his  eyes  seemed  about  to  start  from  their  sockets ; 
his  hair  stood  on  end.  He  would  have  darted 
upon  the  Priest  and  strangled  him,  if  his  irons 
had  not  prevented  him.  At  last  he  remained  si- 
lent, as  his  lips,  which  were  covered  with  boiling 
foam,  could  not  find  words. 

"  Do  you  wish  to  converse  with  me  ?"  asked  the 
Franciscan,  addressing  Bouillac,  in  a  calm  and 
gentle  manner. 

"I  wish  it  very  much.  Father;  and  I  beg  of 
you  to  overlook  the  words  of  my  comp'-  *  i ;  they 
are  not  his  own  words,  but  those  ol  excessive 
anger." 

"  It  is  easy  for  me  to  forget  them,  sinco  I  did 
not  hear  them." 

"  You  did  not  hear  them  ?"  roared  Soudriol, 
with  fury." 

"  You  shall  hear  them  now !"  He  then  com- 
menced a  fresh  tirade,  with  increased  rage.  "  Did 
you  hear  them  this  time  ?"  he  asked,  when  he  had 
finished. 

"  No,  my  friend ;  for  whilst  you  w^re  speaking 
I  was  imploring  Heaven  to  have  mercv  on  you  and 
convert  you."     Then,  turning  to  Bounlac,  and  re- 
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qaesting  him  to  look  at  the  wall,  he  said :  **  You 
have,  I  8ii|)ix).se,  frequently  ohsj-rvud  timt  picture  ?" 

"Yes,  Father,  I  have  thought  a  good  deiil  over 
what  it  represents;  and  I  Imve  tbiind  great  conso- 
lation in  the  reflection  that,  as  God  pardoned  a 
thief  who  was  no  better  tlian  I  am,  He  may  also 
pardon  me  if  I  repent  as  he  did." 

Seeing  that  insults  neither  drove  the  Religious 
away,  nor  disturbed  him,  Soudriol  tried  anotlier 
plan.  He  sang  a  number  of  the  most  disgusting 
and  obscene  songs  inuiginal)lc,  so  that  the  Kraii- 
ciscan  had  to  throw  himself  on  his  knees  and  fold 
his  hands.  lie  thought  that  Soudriol  would  soon 
stop  1h rough  fatigiu'}  but  the  mountaineer  had 
strong  lungs  a'ld  for  several  hours  .<Ming  a  great 
many  ballads,  without  repcatingany  of  them.  The 
Religious  was  afraid  that  this  horrid  example 
might  influence  Bouillac.  Perhaps,  thought  he, 
my  presence  is  an  occasion  of  sin  to  the  poor  cul- 
prit, and  it  might  be  better  to  let  him  have  quiet 
and  silence.  Alter  a  few  moments  reflection,  he 
called  the  archers,  removed  Bouillac,  and  led  him 
to  another  hall.     (To  be  continued.) 

-•►- • 

Devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

All  those  having  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin Mary  are  likely  to  love  God,  and  lament  that 
they  do  nt)t  love  llim  more.  All  desire  some- 
thing fot  His  glory, — the  sprejul  of  some  good 
work,  the  success  of  some  devotion,  the  coming  of 
some  good  time.  One  man  has  been  striving  for 
years  to  overcome  a  particular  fault,  and  has  not 
succeeded.  Another  mourn.s,  and  almost  wonders 
while  he  mourns,  that  so  few  of  his  relations  and 
friends  have  been  converted  to  the  faith.  One 
grieves  that  he  has  not  devotion  enough  ;  another 
that  he  has  a  cross  to  carry,  which  is  a  peculiarly 
impossible  cro.ss  to  him  ;  while  a  third  has  domes- 
tic troubles  and  family  unhappiness,  which  feel 
almost  incompatible  with  his  sah-ntion  ;  and  for 
all  these  things  prayer  appears  to  bring  so  little 
remedy.  But  what  is  the  remedy  that  is  wanted  ? 
what  is  the  remedy  indicated  by  God  Himself? 
If  we  may  rely  on  the  disclosures  of  the  Salnt.s,  it 
is  an  immense  increase  of  devotion  to  our  Bles.sed 
Lady ;  but,  remember,  nothing  short  of  an  iin- 
meii*e  one.  Mary  is  not  half  enough  preached. 
Devotion  to  her  is  low  and  thin  and  poor.  It 
is  frightened  out  of  its  wits  l)y  the  sneers  of  here- 
sy. It  is  always  invoking  luunan  respect  and 
carnal  prudence,  wishing  to  make  ilary  so  little 
of  a  Mary  that  Protestants  may  feel  at  ease  about 
her.  Its  ignorance  of  theology  makes  it  unsub- 
stantial anil  unworthy.  It  is  not  the  prominent 
characteristic  of  our  religion  which  it  ought  to  be. 
It  has  no  faith  in  itself  Hence  it  is  that  Jesus  is 
not  loved,  that  heretics  are  not  converted,  that 
the  Church  is  not  exalted ;  that  souls,  which 
might  Ije  saints,  wither  and  dwindle ;  that  the 
Sacraments  are  not  rightly  frequented,  or  souls  en- 
thusiastically evangelized.  Jesus  is  oljscure.be- 
cause  Mary  is  kept  in  the  background.  Thousands 
of  R(Mils  perish  becau.sc  Mary  is  withheld  froni 
them.  It  is  the  miserable  unworthy  shadow  which 
we  call  our  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  that  is 
the  cause  of  all  thescT  wants  and  blights,  these 


evils  and  omissions  and  declines.    Yet,  if  we  are 

to  believe  the  revelations  of  the  Saints,  God  is 
pramiiif/  for  a  greater,  a  wider,  a  stronger,  quite 
another  devotion  to  His  Blessed  Mother.  Let  a 
man  but  try  it  for  himself,  and  his  surprise  at 
the  graces  it  brings  with  it,  and  the  transforma- 
tions it  causes  in  his  soul,  will  soon  convince 
him  of  its  otherwise  almost  incredible  efficacy  as 
a  means  for  the  sjilvation  of  men,  and  for  the  com- 
ing of  the  kingdom  of  Christ.  Oh,  if  Mary  were 
but  known,  there  would  be  no  coldness  to  Jesus 
then  !  Oh  if  Mary  were  but  known,  how  much 
more  wonderful  would  be  our  faith,  and  how 
different  would  our  conuuunions  be !  Oh,  if  Mary 
were  l)ut  known,  how  much  happier,  how  much 
holier,  how  uuich  less  worldly  should  we  be,  and 
how  much  more  should  we  be  living  images  of 
our  sole  Lord  and  Saviour,  her  dearest  and  Most 
Blessed  Son  ! 

May  the  Holy  Ghost,  the  Divine  Zealot  of  Jesus 
and  Mary,  deign  to  give  a  new  blessing  to  this 
work ;  and  may  He  please  to  console  us  quickly 
with  the  canonization  of  this  new  apostle  and  fiery 
missionary  (DeMontfort)  of  His  most  dear  and 
most  Immaculate  Spouse ;  and  still  more,  with  the 
speedy  coming  of  that  great  age  of  the  Church 
which  is  to  be  the  age  of  Mary  ! 
mm 

Weekly  Chronicle. 

Confes»ion  and  Contents  in  th^  Church  of  England 
— Erection  of  a  Statue  of  the  Jilejmed  Virgin  on 
the  Ruins  of  the  Tower  of  Babel — Bi»hoj>ric«  es- 
tahlifihed  in  Algiers — Dishoj)  eltct  of  fj>uiittiUe. 
A  singular   affair   has   lately  occurred  in  the 
Puseyite  circles  of  the  Church  of  England — in 
the  land  of  Albiim  itself — which  is  causing  a  good 
deal  of  excitement.     A  certain  Miss  Kent  lost  her 
mother  when  quite   young.     Her  father  married 
again,  and  had  a  son  by  his  second  wife.     Our 
heroine  seemed  passionately  attached  to  her  little 
brother,  although  she  was  never  reconciled  to  see 
another  till  the  place  of  her  dead  mother  in  the 
house  of  her  father;  her  temper  was  sad  and  mo- 
rose, and  she  never  indulged  in  the  amusements 
and  gaiety  natural  to  children  of  twelve  and  thir- 
teen yeare  of  age. 

One  day  the  babe  wius  found  dead  in  its  cradle, 
its  throat  cut,  and  an  ordinary  ciise-knife,  well 
sharpened,  lying  by  the  little  victim.  Its  mother 
had  just  left  it  sleeping  quietly,  and  it  seemed 
impossible  for  any  one  of  the  servants  to  have 
entered  during  her  absence. 

The  coroner's  suspicions  were  slightly  excited 
against  Miss  Kent,  then  al)Out  fourteen  years  old. 
To  all  his  questions  she  only  replied  by  her  sobs 
and  tears.  She  .seemed  overwhelmed  with  grief, 
and  Jis  all  the  housi-hold  testified  to  her  great  love 
for  the  child,  the  matter  was  dropped.  Never- 
theless ^liss  Kent  became  more  sad  and  somlier 
than  ever;  nothing  could  draw  a  smile  from  her, 
nor  distract  her  frt)m  the  secret  sorrow  that  seemed 
to  devour  her  soul. 

After  a  few*yeai-s.  Miss  Kent  left  her  father's 
house,  and  entered  a  Protestant  convent  lately 
established  by  the  Puseyites,  where  she  was  soon 
remarked  for  the  austerity  of  her  life  and  her 
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continued  gloom.  To  respond  to  tlic  want  of  the 
heart,  Puseyisni  has  also  established  confession — 
which  has  no  efficacy,  simply  because  with  this 
sect  it  is  no  sacrament.  But  be  this  as  it  may.  Dr. 
Wagner,  a  Protestant  minister,  was  the  confessor 
selected  for  the  house  in  which  Miss  Kent  dwelt. 

Many  years  had  passed  since  the  death  of  the 
child,  and  the  crime  was  almost  forgotten,  when 
one  day  Miss  Kent  sought  an  interview  with  the 
justice  of  the  peace  and  declared,  that,  exasperated 
at  the  affection  her  father  showed  to  her  step- 
mother, which  seemed  an  injury  to  the  memory 
of  her  own  mother,  she  had  killed  the  babe,  al- 
though she  loved  it  very  much,  in  order  to  pierce 
their  hearts  Ijy  the  blow.  Scarcely  had  she  com- 
mitted the  act  than  she  bitterly  repented,  and  had 
in  vain  sought  to  drown  her  remoree  by  seeking  a 
refuge  in  penance.  She  had  confessed  her  crime 
to  Rev.  Wagner,  who  imposed  upon  her  the  obli- 
gation of  delivering  herself  into  tbe  hands  of  jus- 
tice, and  accepting  the  sentence  which  would  be 
pronounced  against  her.  On  this  declaration,  she 
was  placed  in  confinement,  and  llev.  jMr.  Wagner 
was  questioned  on  the  sulyect.  lie  refused  to  re- 
ply on  matters  told  him  in  confession,  merely  de- 
claring that  he  had  never  imposed  the  obligation 
of  giving  herself  up  to  justice.  The  civil  author- 
ities are  not  willing,  however,  tliat  the  Rev.  3Ir. 
Wagner  should  use  this  plea,  reminding  him  that 
he  does  not,  as  Catholics  do,  regard  confession  as 
a  sacrament,  l)ut  a  mere  voluntary  avowal. 

This  afiair  is  still  pending,  and  excites  a  good 
deal  of  interest.  The  Religion  of  Henry  YIII  and 
Elizabeth,  which  caused  England  so  much  blood, 
has  no  remedy  for  the  suiferings  of  the  soul,  and  it  is 
this  which  urges  so  many  despairing  hearts  to  sui- 
cide. This  has  caused  the  late  learned  Dr.  Pusey 
to  endeavor  to  ingraft  Catholic  devotion  in  the 
Anglican  heresy.  This  attempt  should  meet  our 
indulgence,  for  to  it  we  are  indebted  for  the  Man- 
nings, the  Newmans,  the  Wilberforces,  and  a 
great  number  of  ministers  who,  understanding 
the  impossibility  of  stopping  within  the  Anglican 
limits,  have  ended  l)y  entering  into  tlie  Church, 
and  have  become  most  zealous  Catholics.  The 
Anglican  minister,  Rev.  Father  Ignatius,  as  he 
calls  himself,  is  the  founder  of  the  Protestant  con- 
vent in  which  Miss  Kent  had  taken  refuge.  This 
Rev.  gentleman  has  established  several  houses  for 
females,  and  one  for  monks,  on  what  they  call  the 
reformed  P>cnedictine  rules.  lie  imposes,  in  many 
cases,  mortifications  far  exceeding  those  of  our 
most  austere  Orders.  But  it  seems  that  a  univer- 
sal spirit  of  revolt  lias  risen  among  his  members. 
While  the  Rev.  founder  was  lately  delivering  a 
course  of  lectures  in  Loudon,  the  members  of  his 
community  as.sembl('d,  and  not  only  deposed  him, 
but  even  expelled  him  from  their  number,  on  ac- 
count of  his  arrogance,  harshness?,  etc.  He  laughed 
at  the  expulsion,  and  by  the  aid  of  the  police 
returned  to  his  convent,  made  a  forcible  entrance, 
and  expelled,  in  his  turn,  the  most  prominent  of 
the  expeJlcrn.  It  seems  to  us  that  this  would  be 
an  excellent  opportunity  to  open  the  eyes  of  those 
who,  amidst  the  cold  forms  of  Protestantism,  feel 
the  urgent  need  of  something  better  for  the  heart 


— which  the  Church  alone  can  give  by  her  Sacra- 
ments and  Religious  Orders.  But,  to  become  a 
Catholic,  these  persons  must  be  humble,  and  know 
how  to  submit.  This  is  even  ditticult  for  one  who 
has  had  the  happiness  to  be  born  a  Catholic;  but 
when  one  has  had  the  misfortune  to  have  been  a 
Protestant,  it  is  only  men  of  truly  superior  minds, 
as  the  Mannings,  the  Newman-s,  the  Fabers,  the 
Marshalls — and  a  host  of  others  we  could  name — 
who  can  comprehend  and  practice  these  divine 
truths  of  Catholicity. 

Asia  has  sent  the  cholera  to  Europe,  and  in  ex- 
change, a  correspondent  of  the  Rosier  de  Marie  says, 
"Europe  sends  Asia  a  statue  of  the  Blessed" Vir- 
gin, blessed  by  His  Holiness,  Pius  IX.  This 
statue  has  been  erected,  by  the  Carmelites,  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Bagdad,  u^jon  the  authentic 
ruins  of  the  Tower  of  Babel.  Its  erection  was  the 
occasion  of  a  beautiful  religious  ceremony. 

Our  readers  may  well  imagine  that  we  will  not 
let  the  Tower  of  Babel  pass  without  saying  a 
word  about  it.  We  daily  see  imaginary  towers  of 
Babel  built  and  thrown  down.  The  bricks  accu- 
mulated from  these  modem  neinbrothnrQ  made  of 
paper — in  folio,  quarto,  octavo,  etc.  But  what 
solidity  could  a  tower  acquire,  built  of  paper  and 
cemented  with  ink?  The  higher  audacious  vani- 
ty raises  it,  the  sooner  it  will  fall.  Nevertheless, 
the  fall  will  have  some  grave  consequences — the 
ruin  of  bad  books!  For  a  long  time,  perhaps, 
the  air  will  be  2>oisoned  by  them.  I  prefer  the 
Tower  of  Babel,  whose  ruins  we  see  in  the  East. 
If  mephitic  vapors  still  exhale  from  it,  the  statue 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin  will  dissipate  them  or  puri- 
fy them.  But  has  it  not  been  a  happy  idea  to  erect 
a  statue  of  the  Immaculate  Virgin  on  the  summit  of 
such  expressive  ruins? — the  Mother  of  God  there 
to  crush  under  her  foot  the  head  of  the  serj)ent !" 

From  the  same  journal  we  learn  that  magnifi- 
cent honors  were  paid  the  Blessed  Virgin  at  Saint 
Bricuc,  on  the  30th  of  July ;  the  crowning  of 
Our  Lady  of  Hope  took  place,  with  great  pomp 
and  in  the  midst  of  the  most  charming  weather. 
An  immense  number  of  the  faithful  were  invited 
for  the  ceremony,  in  this  old  Catholic  city.  The 
Bishop  of  the  jjlace  was  assisted  by  the  Arch- 
bislioji  of  Rennes,  the  Bi-shops  of  Aire,  of  Nimes, 
and  of  Cochin  China.  Caravans  of  pious  pil- 
grims are  being  fonned  in  France  and  Italy  to 
visit  the  holy  house  of  Loretto  for  the  celebration 
of  the  Feast  of  the  Nativity  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin. In  j^assing  Spoleto  the  pilgrims  will  stop 
to  venerate  the  Virgin  Avxilium  Christ ianorum. 

Two  bishoprics  have  lately  been  erected  in 
Algiers — that  of  Oran  and  Constantine. 

The  Apostolical  letters  for  the  consecration  of 
Right  Rev.  P.  J.  Lavialle,  (nephew  of  the  late 
Venerable  Dr.  Flaget,  first  Bishop  of  Louisville,) 
President  of  St.  Mary's  College,  Marion  County, 
Kentucky,  Bishop  elect  of  Louisville,  were  re- 
ceived and  forwarded  within  the  past  week  by 
Archbishop  Purcell.  We  congratulate  our  sister 
Diocese  on  the  cessation  of  its  widowhood  b}'  this 
auspicious  appointment  of  a  worthy  .successor  to 
the  late  distinguished  Bisho])  of  Louftville,  now 
Archbishop,  Spalding,  of  Baltimore. — Cath.  Tel. 
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THE  AP08TLESHIP  OF  PEAYER. 

THE  FRIENDS  OF  THE  HEART  OF  JESUS. 

The  Venerable  Mary  Bapiesi,  Virgin,  of  the 
Third  Order  of  Saint  Dominiok. 

This  name,  which  some  of  our  renders  may  not 
have  met  before,  is  very  tlear  to  the  children  of 
Saint  Dominick,  and  to  the  dau<;hter3  of  Carmel. 
Mary  Bagnesi  belonged  to  the  former  by  ties  of 
religion ;  but,  when  she  liad  jMissed  away,  her 
bo<ly  was  taken  to  tlie  Carmelito  Convent  of  Our 
Lady  of  Angels,  at  Florence,  and  became  an  ob- 
ject of  veneration  and  the  source  of  many  graces 
to  the  Religious.  Many  miracles  for  both  soul 
and  body  were  worked,  and  many  vocations  ol)- 
tained  by  noble  persons  who  desired  to  serve  God 
in  retirement  and  penance.  Among  them  was  a 
girl  sixteen  years  old,  %vho  distinguished  herself 
by  the  fervor  and  assiduity  with  which  she  praj'cd 
to  the  servant  of  God.  This  young  virgin's  name 
in  the  world  was  Catherine  de  Pazzi ;  in  religion, 
Mary  3Iagdalcn.  The  Church  celebrates  her  feast 
on  the  '^th  of  May,  the  vigil  of  the  day  celebra- 
ted in  Heaven  in  honor  of  Mary  Bagnesi. 

The  Veneraljlc  Mary  held  a  high  place  in  the 
aflFection.'?  of  the  Saint,  and  appeared  in'  some  of 
her  revelations.  I  shall  mention  one  example  : 
"  One  day,  as  Mary  ^lagdalen  of  Pazzi  was  rapt 
in  ecstasy,  she  beheld  tlie  glory  of  Si.ster  Marj' 
Bagnesi.  She  saw  her  in  Heaven,  shining  on  the 
breast  of  the  Incarnate  Word,  like  a  precious 
stone." 

Mary  Bagnesi  was  born  of  a  noble  family  in 
Florence.  Her  baptismal  name,  Mary,  presaged 
her  future  devotion  to  Mary,  the  Mother  of  God ; 
and  she  was  educated  and  passed  her  girlhood 
near  a  sanctuary  of  Maiy,  at  Imprunete.  She  used 
to  say :  "At  Imprunete  I  lirst  received  corporal 
food ;  but  on  Mary,  the  Mother  of  <ny  Spou.se,  I 
must  lay  the  foundation  of  my  spiritual  life,  l)y 
imitating  her  admiral)le  virtues." 

In  order  to  prepare  her  for  the  lifeof  suflFering  by 
which  He  intended  to  sanctify  Man,-,  God  permit- 
ted her  to  l>e  intrusted  to  a  nui*sc  who  was  very 
poor  and  had  hardly  any  milk,  and  who  would 
have  allowed  her  to  die  of  hunger  if  the  neighbors 
had  not  occasionally  brought  her  a  few  eggs  with 
which  to  feed  the  baljy.  As  soon  as  Mary  could 
use  her  hands,  she  began  to  gather  crumljs  round 
Her  cradle  and  put  them  into  her  mouth. 

God  was  so  good  to  this  child  that  He  gave  her 
not  only  many  virtuous  and  noble  (|ualities,  but 
also  exterior  lx»auty  and  ainiablenes.s.  Her  coun- 
tenance was  so  angelic  that  all  were  glad  to  see 
her,  and  <lesircd  to  take  her  into  their  arms.  Her 
sister,  who  was  a  Religous  in  the  convent  of  St. 
Salvius,  desired  her  mother  to  let  lu*r  have  Mary. 

Mary,  being  talented,  and  gifted  with  a  good 
memory,  soon  lcarne<l  the  praises  of  the  Lord 
Jesus.  "  Sing,  little  Mary,"  they  would  say  ;  and 
when  she  blusluMl  and  covered  her  face,  they 
would  throw  a  veil  over  her  and  .say  again  :  "Sing 
now,  and  no  one  sliall  see  you  ;"  whereupon  she 
uscil  to  ti'wg  \v  ith  so  much  heavenly  8weetne.<*s  that 
all  who  heard  her  were  filled  with  consolation. 


Durijig  sermons  her  eyes  remained  riveted  on 
the  preacher.  Slic  seemed  to  m'o  her  Beloved, 
and  hear  her  Spouse,  who  was  probably  speaking 
to  lier  in  the  recess«'S(>f  her  heart. 

Whilst  still  young,  Mary  had  charge  of  the  house- 
hold affains,  as  her  mother  was  weakly,  and  her 
elder  sisters  were  no  longer  in  the  family.  In  thia 
office  she  manifested  all  the  prudence  and  discre- 
tion of  an  experience*!  matron.  She  wa.s  every- 
where, and,  by  her  activity,  established  the  most 
perfect  regularity  and  order  among  the  numerous 
persons  under  her  direction.  However,  her  occu- 
pations did  not  interfere  with  her  prayers  and 
spiritual  exercises,  her  motto  being  that  "a  soul 
without  pniyer  and  meditation  was  like  a  fish  outof 
water."  Shegrew  in  the  midst  of  herdomesticcares. 
She  was  moderately  tall,  of  a  delicate  complexion, 
and  rather  thin  in  cr)nsequence  of  her  constant 
mortification  ;  but  a  sweet  smile  always  played  on 
her  countenance.  If  she  .saw  any  one  sjul,  she 
would  say :  "  Come,  let  us  be  merry."  And  if  the 
answer  was  tliat  it  was  impossible,  her  reply  was: 
"  Do  you  wish  to  know  what  medicine  you  must 
take  in  order  to  be  cheerful?  Be  good* and  vir- 
tuous, and  you  shall  have  lasting  joy.  You  shall 
then  see  Jesus,  who  is  the  real  bliss  of  the  heart  of 
man,  and  brings  with  Him  peace  and  happiness." 

Her  mother's  death  increased  her  labors.  She 
was  seventeen  years  of  age,  when  her  father,  tak- 
ing her  aside,  asked  what  .she  , intended  to  do; 
whether  she  would  be  a  Religious,  or  remain  in  the 
world.  The  poor  child  was  so  horrified  at  the  lat- 
ter proposal  that  she  could  not  answer  her  father. 
About  this  time  commenced  a  series  of  maladies 
which  never  left  her,  and  from  this  monient  her 
life  is  to  be  one  long,  protracted,  painful  trial. 
Stretched  upon  her  touch,  and  tormented  in  every 
part  of  her  body,  she  was,  says  her  historian  and 
confessor,  "  like  Job,  in  her  sufferings  and  pa- 
tience." The  first  doctors  consulted,  and  the  first 
medicines  prescribed  caused  her  the  most  excru- 
ciating agony,  and  reduced  her  to  the  brink  of 
death.  Whilst  in  this  condition,  God  was  her  only 
consolation ;  all  else  was  as  nothing  to  her.  In  her 
room  she  had  a  little  altar,  and  pious  pictures  and 
statues,  and  to  these  she  unceasingly  turned  her 
eyes.  She  had  always  longed  for  the  religious  life, 
but  as  her  illness  rendered  this  injpracticable,  she 
asked  and  received  the  habit  of  the  Third  Order 
of  Saint  Dominick.  At  the  end  of  a  year  .she  made 
her  profession  in  the  hands  of  a  Father  of  the 
Order.  It  was  a  day  of  so  much  gladness  to  her, 
that  she  seemed  U)  be  well  again,  and  visited  a 
little  chapel  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  an  oratory  ded- 
icated to  Saint  Catherine  of  Sienna,  andVour  of 
her  sisters  in  ditlerent  convents.  This  holy  walk 
was  the  la.st  she  took  in  this  world. 

Her  pains  returned,  and  with  them  a  complica- 
tion ot  dist'ases.  She  was  so  oftt'U  near  dying, 
that  she  received  the  Sacrament  of  Extreme  Unc- 
tion eight  times  during  her  lift.  When  her  friends 
sympathized  with  her,  heran.swer  was:  "We  must 
obey,  and  patiently  do  the  will  of  God,  abandon- 
ing ourselves  entirelj"  to  His  ])leasure."  Some- 
times she  would  s»iy :  '*  ()  mv  Je.sus,  console  me  8 
little,  if  it  be  Thy  pleasure,  In  Thy  mercy,  and  by 
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the  niei-its  of  Thy  ever  Blessed  Mother,  an(J  of  all 
the  Saints.  Yet,  if  rny  sufferings  do  not  seem 
great  enough  to  Thee,  add  to  them  ;  but  do  also 
increase  my  patience,  that  I  may  not  offend  Thee." 

Her  ardent  love  of  God  manifested  ..itself  in 
continual  acts  of  charity  to  her  neighbor.  As 
soon  as  she  heard  of  unseen  affliction,  her  thought 
was  how  to  remedy  it.  For  this  purpose  she  de- 
prived herself  of  every  thing  necessary  to  herself, 
and  would  gladly  have  shed  her  blood  if  required. 
When  she  had  nothing  left,  she  herself  begged 
alms  in  order  to  clothe  the  needy  and  establish 
females  in  the  world,  or  procure  their  admission 
into  a  convent.  "  Jesus,"  she  said,  "has  been  so  lib- 
eral to  man  that  He  has  given  him  not  only  all 
created  things,  l)ut  He  has  also  made  a  present, 
an  alms  of  Himself  What  offering  could  be 
more  munificent,  more  precious?  If  men  under- 
stood this  well,  if  they  ajipreciated  this  liberality 
at  its  real  worth,  there  would  be  nothing  but 
charity,  kindness  and  sweetness  among  them. 
Who  would,  then,  injure  his  neighbor?  Yet  she 
was  so  humble  that  she  would  not  do  any  thing 
unless  under  obedience."  To  her  confessor  she 
would  say :  "  If  you  approve  of  it,  I  shall  give 
this  alms."  Although  the  confessor  generally 
said  that  she  "might  do  without  fear  all  that  God 
inspired,"  still,  when  circumstances  required  her 
to  do  any  thing  before  being  able  to  consult  the 
Father,  her  first  \\;ords  to  him,  on  liis  return,  would 
be :  "  My  Father,  I  did  an  act  of  charity.  I  know 
that  you  ai)prove  of  it ;  l)ut  I  desire  to  mention  it 
to  you,  as  my  wish  is  to  perform  every  action 
under  obedience." 

She  would  gladly  have  been  forgotten  and  left 
alone,  in  order  to  be  with  God ;  but  she  spoke 
with  so  much  unction  and  modesty,  that  many 
came  to  see  her  and  ask  advice.  If  her  confessor 
happened  to  be  present,  she  would  say :  "  Ask 
the  Father."  If  they  insisted,  her  answer  was  : 
"  Confess  frequently  to  a  good  and  prudent  con- 
fessor, who  will  teach  you  to  pray  and  to  be  de- 
vout to  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Make  good  use  of 
time,  and  lose  no  opportunity  of  doing  good. 
Flee  from  men,  for  their  conversation  leads  to  dis- 
sipation. Do  not  anxiously  seek  to  be  known  by 
the"  world.  Happy  he,  who  is  free  from  the  cares 
of  the  world,  for  he  shall  enjoj-  calmness  and  peace 
of  soul."  She  said  this  with  so  much  feeling,  and 
with  so  much  earnestness  of  manner,  that  she 
touched  the  hearts  of  those  around  her,  and  they 
felt  that  Jesus  Christ  spoke  in  her.  Her  counte- 
nance breathed  a  joy  so  pure  that  the  sight  of  it 
spread  gerenity,  and  led  to  love  of  modesty  and 
purity. 

God  still  continued  to  send  her  fresh  crosses,  in 
order  to  increase  her  reward.  One  day  she  lost 
her  sight ;  another  day  she  became  perfectly  deaf, 
so  that  she  was'never  free  from  suffering  in  some 
one  of  her  senses.  "  Pray  to  God,"  she  said,  "that 
He  may  grant  me 'patience,  for  I  deserve  still 
greater  afflictions,  on  account  of  my  sins ;  but  I 
know  my  sweet  Jesus  will  not  confound  me.  Is 
it  not  so,  my  Jesus !  O  Lord,  do  not,  I  beseech 
Thee,  leave  me  to  myself"  Those  who  saw  her 
in  such  anguish  sometimas  said  :  "  O  Sister  Mary, 


how  much  you  suffer  !"  when  she  always  replied, 
with  great  fervor  :  "  What  I  do  is  bad ;  but  not 
so  what  is  done  by  Jesus,  who  is  the  real  and  sov- 
ereign Good.  What  to  us  appears  an  evil  is  al- 
ways good  when  Jesus  does  it.  He  always  does 
what  is  best  for  us,  if  we  let  Him  have  His  way. 
Pray,  then,  that  I  may  abandon  myself  entirely 
to  His  will,  and  that  I  may  not  interrupt  His 
work  in  me." 

She  always  felt  worse  when  some  great  festival 
was  approaching.  Those  who  saw  her  would  say  : 
"  Sister  Mary  is  worse ;  but  it  is  not  strange,  as 
such  a  festival  is  coming  on."  But  the  days  of 
greatest  suffering  to  the  body  were,  to  her,  the 
days  orf  greatest  spiritual  consolation ;  her  delight 
was  beyond  expression.  Like  an  humble  and 
discreet  spouse,  she  sought  to  conceal  the  extraor- 
dinary graces  of  her  Beloved.  As  she  almost  al- 
ways swooned  after  her  very  painful  attacks,  she 
tried  to  make  her  ecstasies  pass  for  swoons  also  ; 
but  she  could  not  always  deceive  those  who 
watched  around  her.  In  ecstasy,  she  turned  to  the 
wall,  and  her  face  became  red  and  inflamed.  But 
in  her  fainting  attacks  she  so  lost  the<tnastery 
over  herself  that  she  kept  turning  from  side  to  side, 
and  her  face  became  pale  as  of  a  person  going  to 
die.  When  the  doctor  came  and  found  her  in  a  . 
swoon,  he  waited  until  she  came  to  herself ;  and 
if  he  found  she  sought  to  conceal  an  ecstasy,  he 
would  jocosely  remark  :  "  That  is  a  very  strange 
malady.  See,  she  is  young  again  ;  not  more  than 
fifteen.  She  is  red  and  blooming,  like  a  spring 
rose.".    This  embarrassed  poor  Sister  Mary. 

She  had  received  permission  to  have  her  con- 
fessor constantly  in  the  house  with  her,  to  have 
Mass  said  in  her  room.  She  confessed  every  day, 
but  she  was  not  scrupulous,  and  fnade  her  confes- 
sion or  deferred,  just  as  charity  required.  During 
the  last  twenty  years  of  her  life  she  communicated 
three,  four  and  even  six  times  in  the  week.  But 
this  consolation  was  denied  her  on  the  day  of  her 
death.  Her  throat  was  so  swollen,  in  consequence 
of  interior  inflammation,  that  she  could  swallow 
nothing  but  a  drop  of  water. 

Toward  the  end  of  her  life  her  sufferings  were 
excessive.  But  her  countenance  was  ever  as  joy- 
ful as  if  she  had  seen  Heaven,  and  had  been  in- 
vited to  the  nuptials  of  the  Lamb.  When  she 
could  not  speak,  her  lips  moved  in  prayer,  and  re- 
peated the  words  Catherine,  St.  Cecilia,  and,  above 
all,  Mary.  One  of  the  Priests  present  having 
made  this  prayer:  "Mary,  Mother  of  grace,  pro- 
tect us  against  our  enemy,  and  receive  us  at  the 
hour  of  death,"  she  tried  to  express  her  admira- 
tion and  assent,  and  exclaimed,  "  Oh !"  as  if  to 
thank  God  for  having  suggested  the  aspiration. 

In  her  last  moments  she  enjoyed  complete  re- 
pose, and  passed  away  un])erceived.  One  present 
exclaimed :  "Alas !  the  pulse  does  not  beat ;  she 
is  dead."  The  Priest  took  a  blessed  candle  and 
made  the  sign  of  the  cross  over  the  corpse,  the 
others  doing  in  like  manner.  She  then  raised 
her  head,  opened  her  eyes,  with  joy  beaming  in 
them,  as  if  to  salute  Heaven,  and.  rijndered  her 
soul  into  the  hands  of  God,  her  Creator  and  Master. 
It  was  the  third  day  after  Pentecost,  1557. 
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ST.  PATEIOK'S  DREAM. 

In  n  wild  secluded  (t\wt  in  Brittany,  Jit  no  great 
distance  troni  the  shore,  a  younjj  hoy  sat  alone  one 
allcrnoon  in  the  earliest  days  of  spring,  watcljing 
over  a  slender  floek  of  sheep,  which  were  straying 
far  and  wide  in  search  of  pasture,  of  which  there 
was  little  to  he  found.  The  hrown,  desolate  plain, 
extending  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  and  end- 
ing only  with  the  cliffs  that  overlooked  the  ocean, 
was  relieved  hy  scarcely  a  hlade  of  green,  and  di- 
versitie*!  hy  no  ohject  upon  which  the  eye  could 
rest.  There  were,  at  ahout  the  distance  of  a  mile, 
a  few  squalid  huts  standing  in  a  sen)icirclc  ;  hut 
they  were  not  sufficiently  raised  ahovc  the  ground 
to  he  easily  perceived,  the  rather  as  they  were 
composed  of  j)eat,  the  color  of  the  moor.  In  the 
dim  horizon,  hardly  seen  against  the  sky,  rose 
some  gigiintic  hlocks  of  stone,  the  remains  of  an 
ancient  Druid  temple,  to  which  the  still  heathen 
inhahitants  occasicmally  resorted ;  for  even  now, 
four  hundred  years  after  the  hirth  of  Christ,  the 
greater  part  of  Northern  European  i^ations  were 
immersed  in  the  darkness  of  Paganism.  Not  a 
sound  was  heard  save  the  heating  of  the  sea 
waves,  and  the  tinkling  of  the  hell  which,  the 
leaders  of  the  herd  carried  round  their  necks;  the 
dark,  lowering  clouds  and  cold  hlast,  which  told 
that  winter  was  not  yet  ended,  and  that  a  speedy 
fall  of  snow  might  he  expected,  rendered  the 
scene  around  still  more  gloomy.  The  hoy  himself, 
inured  to  hardship  and  exposure,  seemed  to  regard 
the  threatening  sky  hut  lightly;  he  was  clothed 
in  a  scanty  garment,  composed  of  the  undressed 
hide  of  some  wild  animal  that  had  not  long  ago 
roamed  in  a  neighboring  f\)rest,  and  which  showed 
to  advantage  his  robust  form  and  strongly-made 
limbs.  He  possessed  the  blue  eyes,  fair  curling 
hair,  and  tiorid  complexion  common- to  his  coun- 
trymen ;  hut  his  countenance  bore  an  exjiression 
of  more  depth  and  cultivation  than  could  have 
been  expected  of  a  child  leading  such  a  wild  and 
solitary  life.  The  ground  rose  slightly  behind 
the  place  where  he  was  sitting,  and  on  it  he  had 
planted  a  tiny  cross,  rudely  lormed  of  twigs — a 
rough  symbol  of  the  faith  he  held.  Here  it  was 
that  the  little  shepherd  offered  his  simple  prayers ; 
but  he  was  now  otherwise  occupied,  as  he  sat  call- 
ing together  several  of  his  sheep,  which  had 
strayed  to  a  little  distance.  Suddenly  he  became 
aware  of  a  dark  fomx  which  was  traversing  the 
moor  in  his  direction.  He  was  glad  to  see  that  it 
was  that  of  a  fellow-creature ;  for  all  that  day  no 
one  had  passed  or  spoken  to  him.  But  how  much 
greater  was  the  delight  of  the  Christian  boy.  in 
this  almost  entirely  heathen  country,  to  see  that 
the  stranger  wore  the  dress  of  a  monk  !  He  was 
no  iong(;r  young,  and  carried  a  staff  to  help  him 
on  his  way  ;  his  eyes  were  cast  upon  the  ground, 
so  that  he  did  not  see  the  little  herdsman,  who, 
eager  to  fulfill  what  he  had  been  taught  to  con- 
sider a  duty,  saluted  him  eagerly  with  the  custom- 
ary "  G(xl  save  you.  Father !" 

"And  you,  also,"  answered  the  stranger,  with 


some  rarprise,  perceiving  the  child,  and  guessing 
his  faith  from  his  words.  "  You  are  a  Chrii^tian, 
my  son;  what  in  your  name?  and  why  are  you 
here  alone  r" 

"  My  name  is  Patricius,"  answered  the  boy  ; 
"and  I  tend  sheep  all  «lay  long.  My  little  sister 
came  with  me  in  the  morning.  She  has  run  down 
to  the  sea,  to  pick  up  shells  and  stones;  and  I 
have  her  flock  to  tend  as  well  as  my  own." 

"Does  your  father  own  a  large  flock*"  asked 
the  monk;  "and  does  he  dwell  larolT?  there  seem 
no  houses  near." 

"I  do  not  live  with  my  father,"  replied  the 
child.  "  When  my  mother  died,  he  became  a  holy 
priest,  and  is  gone  to  study  at  Home.  It  was  my 
aunt  who  took  me  and  my  sisters  home ;  she  is 
very  poor,  and  all  she  has  is  only  the  little  flock 
which  you  see." 

"It  is  hut  a  quiet  lifeforaboy  like  you," kindly 
continued  the  stranger;  "and  when  I  was  your 
age  I  should  not  have  liked  it  much.  The  time 
mu.st  seem  hmg  which  you  spend  alone  all  day." 

"Oh,  I  am  u.'^ed  to  it.  Father;  and  the  days  go 
quicker  than  you  would  believe.  I  like  the  quiet 
moor.     Here  I  can  sit  and  think  of — " 

"  Of  what,  my  son  ?"  asked  the  monk,  as  the 
boy  hesitated. 

"  Of  God,  Father,  and  how  wonderful  He  is. 
Every  morning  He  makes  the  beautiful  sun  rise 
over  our  heads,  and  every  evening  it  is  He  who 
makes  it  set  amongst  the  clouds.  Twice  every 
day  He  rolls  hack  the  waves  of  the  sea  under  the 
cliffs,  so  that  they  are  never  .still.  Those  are  great 
things  to  do,  and  I  am  never  tired  of  thinking  of 
them;  but  what  I  like  best,  though  it  frightens 
me  a  little,  is  to  watch  a  storm,  such  as  comes 
sometimes  in  the  summer ;  to  hear  the  loud  growl- 
ing thunder,  and  see  the  bright  darting  lightning, 
making  every  thing  shine  around  me;  it  must  be 
like  the  Day  of  Judgment,  of  which  my  father 
used  to  tell  me." 

"/>/r»  ircp,  ilkn  ilia,  solcet  gceclum  in  fnrilla,'' — 
(Nigher  still,  and  .still  more  nigh,  dmws  the  day 
of  prophecy,) — munnured  the  monk  involuntarily. 

The  child  continued:  "Then,  you  know,  I  can 
always  pray  ;  there  is  a  little  cross  I  made,  and  I 
kneel  before  it  at  the  end  of  every  hour.  I  can 
easily  guess  when  the  time  comes  round  ;  it  never 
comes  too  soon  for  me,  for  I  have  always  so  much 
to  a.sk  of  God." 

"  What  do  you  find  to  pray  for,  my  child  ?"  in- 
quired the  monk,  with  a  curiosity  which  each 
remark  of  little  Patricius,  made  in  perfect  simpli- 
city, only  served  to  increase. 

"  Oh,  a  great  many  things.  I  will  tell  you  one, 
as  you  are  a  monk,  if  you  will  not  tell  any  one 
agtun  ;  for  perhaps  you  will  pray  for  me,  and  God 
will  hear  you,  because  you  are  His  servant ;  it  is, 
that  when  I  grow  up  I  may  be  a  priest,  like  you 
and  my  father,  and  convert  the  jxwr  heathen,  who 
do  not  know  Christ.  There  are  some  in  this  coun- 
try, and  a  great  many  more,  I  have  heard,  over  the 
sea  yonder.     Is  that  true.  Father?" 

"Too  true,  my  child.  I  am  on  my  way  to  bear 
the  Gospel  to  a  Pagan  nation  across  that  very  ocean. 
There  is  a  harlwr  not  many  miles  farther,  where  I 
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hope  to  find  a  ship  to  convey  me  thence.  T  go  in 
obedience  to  the  connnands  of  our  Holy  Father, 
the  Pope,  and  it  has  l)ocn  the  desire  of  my  whole 
life;  but  I  feel,  I  know  not  why,  that  I  shall  not 
succeed  in  my  mission — perchance  because  I  am 
becoming  old  and  feeble ;  it  may  be  that  for  my  sins 
I  shall  not  be  accounted  worthy  to  bring  others  to 
God.  But  it  seems  to  me,  that  though  I  may  make 
a  beginning,  it  is  His  will  that  another,  younger 
and  holier  tlian  I,  shall  build  up  the  work." 

"  O  Father,"  cried  Patricius,  his  eyes  sparkling 
with  eagerness,  and  clasping  his  hands  in  entreaty, 
"if  I  might  only  go  with  you  to  this  poor  dark 
country ! — how  is  it  called,  I  i)ray  you,  the  Land 
of  the  West  ?" 

"  Its  name  is  Ilibernia,  though  it  is  often  called 
Ireland  or  Erin,"  said  the  monk,  smiling ;  "  but 
you  forgot,  my  son,  that  you  are  not  a  priest,  and 
are  still  only  a  child.  What  service  could  you 
render  to  these  Pagan  people?  All  you  can  do  is 
to  pray  for  them  every  day  by  your  little  cross, 
and  ask  God,  if  I  cannot  turn  them  to  Him,  to  send 
one  speedily  v/ho  may  do  so.  Who  knows,"  added 
he,  seeing  the  disappointed  face  of  the  boy,  "that 
you  may  be  the  priest  whom  God  intends  to  con- 
vert them  :  as  you  say,  time  goes  on  more  quickly 
than  we  can  believe;  and  in  a  few  more  years,  if 
you  are  still  in  the  same  mind,  you  would  be  old 
enough  for  the  tonsure.  You  will  not  lose  your 
vocation  in  this  peaceful  solitude  ;  rather  will  it 
gather  force  from  the  life  you  lead,  thus  spent  in 
jirayer  and  serving  those  to  whom  you  now  belong. 
There  was  once,  so  I  have  read  in  the  sacred  Scrip- 
tures, a  youth  s.o  pleasing  to  God  that  he  was  called 
a  man  after  God's  own  heart,  and  like  you,  he 
was  employed  all  day  in  tending  a  flock  commit- 
ted to  his  care.  He  was  alone  one  day  with  his 
sheep,  when  a  lion  and  a  bear  came  down  upon 
him  suddenly,  and  seized  upon  one  of  the  finest. 
Though  they  are  more  terrible  animals  than  any 
to  be  found  in  this  countiy,  the  l)oy  was  not 
frightened,  because  he  put  his  trust  in  God.  He 
rushed  upon  them,  and  struck  them  with  the  staff 
he  carried,  and  made  them  give  up  their  prey ; 
and  as  they  turned  upon  him,  he  caught  them  by 
their  throats  and  strangled  them.  When  he  was 
grown  a  little  older,  there  came  into  his  country  a 
giant  so  immensely  tall  and  strong  that  every  one 
wondered  at  him.  He  Avore  a  helmet  of  brass 
upon  his  head,  and  a  coat  of  mail  ujDon  his  body, 
through  which  no  weapon  could  pierce.  He  was 
an  idolater,  and  hated  those  who  worshiped  the 
true  God,  and  he  came  to  defy  them,  and  to  chal- 
lenge them  to  stand  up  and  fight  with  him.  But 
every  one  was  afraid.  At  last  the  young  shepherd 
I  have  been  telling  you  of  heard  of  this  giant, 
and,  leaving  his  flock,  went  to  the  king  to  ask 
leave  to  try  and  overcome  him.  His  brothers 
laughed  at  him,  and  even  the  king  asked  him  how 
he,  who  was  but  a  boy,  could  think  of  attacking 
this  great  giant,  who  had  been  a  warrior  from  his 
youth.  He  answered  that  God  had  delivered  him 
from  the  lion  and  the  bear,  and  that  he  knew  He 
would  keep  him  now.  So  the  lad  went  against 
the  giant  with  nothing  but  a  sling,  and  some  stones 
he  had  gathered  from  the  brook ;  and  calling  upon 


God,  he  advanced,  fearing  nothing,  cast  the  stone 
from  his  sling,  and  it  .struck  the  giant  in  his  fore- 
head, so  that  he  fell  down  dead.  This  shepherd 
became  afterward  a  great  king.  He  was  King 
David,  of  whom  you  must  have  heard,  because 
Saint  Joseph,  the  huslmnd  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
was  of  his  house  and  fiimily  ;  and  that  same  king 
wrote  the  beautiful  psalms  we  monks  sing  every 
day  in  praise  of  God.  Well,  Patricius,  how  like 
you  my  story?"  the  Father  ended  by  asking,  see- 
ing how  anxiously  the  boy's  eyes  were  fixed  on 
his  face  during  the  time  of  its  relation. 

"Oh,  very  nmch.  Father  ;"  replied  the  child, 
adding,  a  little  wearily,  "oh,  I  am  afraW  there 
are  no  wicked  giants  now  who  hate  the  Christians; 
but  if  there  were,  how  I  should  like  to  go  and 
fight  against  them!" 

"  I  aia  going  to  fight  a  giant,"  quietly  answered 
the  nionk ;  "the  giant  of  Paganism — stronger 
than  any  mortal  man  can  be — Avho  holds  whole 
nations  in  dreadful  captivity,  teaching  them 
nothing  but  cruelty,  revenge  and  falsehood.  And 
you  said  awhile  since  that  you  wished  to  go  forth 
against  him  also.;  but  that  cannot  be  yet.  Sup- 
l)ose  that  you  begin  by  subduing  the  lion  and  the 
bear,  as  young  David  did." 

"  But,  Father,  there  are  neither  bears  nor  lions 
here,"  said  Patricius,  looking  rather  puzzled. 

"  There  are  wild  animals  more  terrible  than 
they,  wandering  unchained  in  the  hearts  of  all  of 
us,"  replied  the  monk ;  the  most  dangerous  are 
called  pride  and  self-will.  Fight  again.st  them 
unceasingly,  even  if  the  struggle  endure  your 
whole  life  through,  trusting  in  God  alone  for  vic- 
tory. You  will  heed  my  words,  my  son,"  he  con- 
tinued kindly,  "  and  not  forget  them  or  me  as  soon 
as  I  am  out  of  sight  ?  I  shall  often  think  of  you, 
kneeling  Ijy  your  cross  in  this  desolate  place,  with 
all  your  little  flock  beside  you.  As  you  tend  them, 
think  of  the  Good  Shepherd,  as  our  Lord  calls 
Hi<nself,  who  so  loved  His  sheep  as  to  give  His 
life  for  their  .sakes,  and  who,  if  one  only  is  miss- 
ing, never  rests  till  He  has  sought  it  and  brought 
it  safe  home.  Farewell,  then,  and  pray  for  me,  as 
I  shall  often  pray  for  you  ;  and  in  particular  ask 
for  a  blessing  on  the  jDoor  monk,  Palladius,  and 
his  work  in  Ireland." 

Patricius  knelt  to  receive  the  Father's  blessing, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  more  the  missionary  had  re- 
sumed his  journey  with  such  speed  as  to  be  almost 
out  of  sight.  The  boy  watched  him  till  he  was 
no  longer  visible  ;  then  casting  a  glance  around, 
he  saw  that  the  evening  was  closing  in  with  every 
prospect  of  a  speedy  fall  of  snow.  It  was  time, 
he  thought,  to  turn  his  steps  homeward. 
[to  be  contdtoed.] 

My  dear  child,  in  the  evening,  if  a  traveler  finds 
that  he  has  gone  astray,  what  does  he  do  ?  He 
goes  back  again,  as  quickly  as  he  can,  into  the 
right  road.  Look  into  your  past  life,  and  perhaps 
you  will  see  that  not  once  only,  but  many  times, 
you  have  gone  astray  from  the  service  of  God. 
Perhaps  even  at  this  moment  you  are  not  serving 
God.  What  must  you  do  ?  Go  back  to  the  service 
of  God,  and,  with  a  sorrowful  heart, Taeg  His  par- 
don, because  you  left  His  service. 
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THE  PEIEST. 


There  exists,  saj's  the  author  of  the  Il'roe*  of 
CJiriMinnitif,  in  tiic  midst  of  motlcrn  society,  u 
man  wljo  has  no  family,  but  wlu*  Ijolongs  to  all 
families;  a  man  whom  nil  cull  upon  a<i  witness,  as 
counselor,  anil  as  af^ent  in  the  principal  acts  of  life; 
a  man  who  receives  the  inl'ant  from  the  bosom  of 
its  mother,  to  sustain,  elevati-  and  guide  it  in  the 
path  to  God.  even  to  the  end  of  its  days ;  a  man 
who  sanctilies  the  cnidle  and  the  toml),  the  nup- 
tial coucli  and  the  l)ed  of  death;  a  man  whom  the 
little  children  follow  and  venerate,  whom  the  un- 
known cull  their  father,  who  opens  his  heart  to 
the  most  secret  avowals  and  the  most  hidden  teal's ; 
a  man  who  is  by  his  nussion  the  consoler  of  all 
the  misery  of  the  soul  and  all  the  suflFerings  of  the 
body;  who  draws  to  himself  both  the  rich  and 
the  poor:  the  rich  to  giv(!  him  the  secret  alms  of 
which  Heaven  keeps  count,  and  the  poor  to  re- 
ceive it,  without  blushing,  in  the  name  of  the  Gotl 
of  the  unfortunate  ;  a  man  who,  being  of  no  social 
rank,  unites  himself  to  all  classes — to  the  inferior 
ranks  by  his  humility,  to  the  most  elevated  classes 
by  his  knowledge  of  the  sciences  of  Heaven  and 
earth;  a  pilot  saviour,  sent  to  civilize  the  worhl, 
and  who  rules  the  storms  of  moral  life  by  the 
8i)irit  and  authority  which  he  has  receive<l  from 
on  liigh ;  this  universal  man  is  the'-Priest.  His 
liistory  is  the  living  Gospel ;  it  is  the  Testament 
of  Jesus  Christ,  perpetually  renewed  through  all 
ages.  From  the  origin  of  Christianity  he  is  seen, 
on  the  summits  of  self  sacri (ice,  surrounded  with 
the  aureola  of  prayer,  charged  to  preach  a  mag- 
niticent  doctrine,  and  his  entire  life  consecrated  to 
works  of  cliarity  for  others. 

As  the  Saviour,  whom  he  has  taken  for  his 
model,  |>assed  long  hours  of  the  night  in  praying 
to  His  Eternal  Father,  the  soul  of  the  Priest  con- 
tinually ascends  to  God  to  draw  down  celestial 
blessings  upon  us. 

We  need  a  counterweight  to  the  blasphemies 
of  the  earth  against  the  Supreme  Being.  God,  in 
His  just  anger,  would  long  since  have  destroyed 
a  world  so  full  of  wickedness,  but  lor  the  power- 
ful supplications  of  the  .sacerdotal  soul  and  those 
who  unite  themselves  to  it.  In  their  favor.  Heaven 
delays  the  vengeance  which  the  errors  of  humanity 
deserve. 

Infidel  writers  dare  publish  that  the  life  of  the 
Priest  is  idle  and  useless;  they  cannot  understand 
the  neces.sity  of  continual  prayer  to  counteract  t  he 
bad  acts  to  which  man's  perversity  continually 
gives  birth. 


The  Priest  also  teaches  the  faithful  the  art  of 

{)raying,  introduces  the  love  of  prayer  into  their 
learts,  and  daily  increases  its  strength  and  fervor. 
In  the  midst  of  tlie  sadness  and  disappointments 
of  every  sort  which  meet  our  existence  at  every 
turn,  we  feel  within  ourselves  the  imperious  need 
of  elevating  our  thoughts  to  a  higher  and  more 
.serene  region.  Tlie  soul,  thus  disengaged  from 
the  miseries  of  life,  finds  such  consolation  as  man 
cannot  give.  She  is  inspired  with  tlie  ideas  of 
Heaven  ;  .she  carries  them  into  the  region  in  which 
slie  dwells;  she  has  found  a  light  for  all  her 
doubts  and  obscurities. 

Admit,  for  a  moment,  that  this  dew  from  Heaven 
would  not  fall  ;  witlnlmw  the  healthful  source  of 
prayer  from  the  impure  atmosphere  which  sur- 
rounds us,  and  tlespair  would  soon  become  our 
portion  ;  noble  and  generous  thoughts  would  van- 
ish, and  life  would  be  a  long,  dreary  blank.  "God 
alone  can  console,"  said  Eugenia  GuCrin,  in  her 
exquisite  manner  of  expression.  When  the  heart 
of  man  is  sad,  so  heavy  is  his  sadness  that  human 
aid  bends  under  the  weight.  This  reed  neeils  other 
support  than  other  reeds.  "Prayer,  prayer  alone," 
she  continued,  "can  soothe  me.  When,  before  God, 
I  say  to  my  soul,  why  art  thou  sad  and  why  art  thou 
troubled,  theodm  and  serenity  returns  as  the  little 
babe  cea.ses  to  cry  at  the  sight  of  its  mother." 

Our  heart  is  made  for  all  love.  That  heart 
which  loves  God,  Mary,  humanity,  country  and 
family — all  that  is  good,  l>eautiful  and  true — hides 
in  its  foltls  an  affection  for  the  most  humble  crea- 
ture. Our  soul  sometimes  loves  to  abase  itself,  as 
well  as  to  a.scend  ;  it  attaches  itself  to  all  things; 
it  embraces  all  indiscriminatelj' ;  it  is  a  house 
which  shelters  all  sorts  of  guests,  .as  one  of  those 
caravansaries  of  the  East  where  all  hxige,  horse- 
n>eu  and  pedestrians,  rich  and  poor,  emirs  and 
fellahs.  But,  alas!  that  which  cau.^ed  our  joy 
soon  becomes  our  sorrow,  and  tears  of  bitterness 
often  follow  those  of  happiness.  Our  friendships 
are  destroyed  by  death  or  misunderstandings;  our 
family  loses  its  deirest  members;  our  hearth  be- 
comes desolate;  our  country  saddens  us  by  its 
reverses  and  its  faults;  human  affecti<ms  fade 
away,  like  those  frail  soap  bubbles,  brilliant  with 
all  the  tints  of  the  rainbow,  which  burst  as  they 
ascend  in  the  air.  There  is  l<ut  one  love  which 
never  dies,  because  the  Being  who  inspired  it  is 
eternal  ;  a  love  which  always  cons<ilos  and  never 
deceives— the  love  of  G<k1,  which  prayer  nreservea. 
The  Priest,  then,  by  bis  own  prayers  and  those  he 
teaches  others  to  say,  fullills  the  most  important 
duty  to  society. 
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The  Priest,  in  his  quality  of  preacher,  announces 
the  mo?t  beautiful  and  useful  truths.  Listen  to 
his  burning  words.  It  is  not  in  his  name  he 
moves  the  multitude — it  is  in  the  name  of  God. 
He  opens  the  Book  of  books,  and  traces  for  each 
one  his  individual  duties.  To  the  learned  and  the 
ignorant,  the  rich  and  the  poor,  the  miserable  and 
happy  of  the  age,  to  all,  he  offers  instructions, 
counsels  and  hopes.  From  his  pulpit  sometimes 
his  voice  thunders  against  vice,  sometimes  it  en- 
courages virtue  ;  sometimes  it  relates  the  sweet 
consolations  of  the  just ;  sometimes  it  describes 
the  awful  state  of  the  hardened  sinner.  "As  mor- 
alist," says  Lamaitine,  "  the  work  of  the  Priest  is 
most  admirable.  Christianity  is  a  divine  philoso- 
phy, written  in  two  ways:  as  history  in  the  life  and 
death  of  Christ ;  as  precept  in  the  divine  teach- 
ings it  announces  to  the  world.  Those  two  words 
of  Christianity,  precept  and  example,  are  united 
in  the  New  Testament.  The  Priest  must  always 
have  it  in  his  hand,  always  under  his  eyes,  always 
in  his  heart.  A  good  Priest  is  the  living  com- 
mentary of  tliis  divine  Book.  There  is  no  word 
of  political  tnith  whose  germ  is  not  found  in  the 
Gospel.  He  has  only  to  open  it,  read,  and  spread 
around  him  the  treasure  of  light  and  perfection 
of  W'hich  Providence  has  given  him  the  key." 

At  the  tribunal  of  penance,  the  Priest  continues 
his  work  of  civilization.  "  There  is  not,"  admits 
an  infidel  writer,  "  any  establishment  as  useful  as 
the  confessional ;  the  greater  part  of  mankind, 
when  they  fall  into  great  crimes,  naturally  feel 
remorse  ;  and  if  there  is  any  thing  whicla  can  con- 
sole them  on  this  eartli  it  is  the  power  of  being 
reconciled  with  God  and  themselves."  "Confes- 
sion," said  Napoleon  I,  one  day,  "  is  a  divine  and 
necessary  institution.  In  making  ourselves  known 
to  others,  we  learn  to  know  ourselves ;  it  is  a  sup- 
plement and  an  admirable  auxiliary  to  the  con- 
science." Confession  is  an  emetic,  too  necessary 
for  poor  humanity  not  to  be  a  medical  institution 
of  tlie  God-lledeemer.  By  confession  we  are 
strengthened  in  virtue ;  we  know  the  depth  of 
evil,  and,  withdrawn  from  it,  we  are  united  with 
God.     These  facts  are  incontestible. 

"  The  world  does  not  understand  the  value  of  a 
confessor,"  writes  Eugenia  Guerin,  "this  man,  the 
friend  of  the  soul,  its  most  intimate  confident,  its 
physician,  its  master  and  its  light ;  this  man,  wlio 
binds  and  unbinds  us  ;  to  whom  we  speak  on  our 
knees,  calling  him,  as  God,  our  father.  When  I 
am  at  his  feet  I  see  nothing  else  in  him  than  Jesus 
listening  to  ^Magdalen  and  forgiving  much  because 
she  loved  muoh." 

Confession  is  but  an  expansion  of  repentance 
into  love.  Suppose,  for  an  instint,  that  the  mouth 
of  the  Priest  wouhi  lose  the  power  of  being  un- 
derstood;  what  a  i rightful  spectacle  would  be  pre- 
sented to  us.  At  the  same  moment  the  bonds  whicii 
unite  the  wife  to  the  husband,  the  child  to  the 
father,  the  friend  to  the  friend,  would  be  broken  ; 
society  would  be  dismembered ;  robbery,  rapine, 
hatred,  murders,  all  the  vices  condemned  by  the 
Gospel,  would  gather  around  the  domestic  hearth. 
Faith,  which  trans2>orts  souls  even  to  Heaven  on 
wings  of  gold,  would  no  longer  elevate  them;  de- 


votcdness,  abnegation  and  heroism  would  disap- 
pear with  the  Priest.  Hope,  the  sweet  consola- 
tion of  the  afflicted,  of  the  widow  and  the  orphan, 
would  be  vainly  invoked ;  on  her  throne  would 
reign  black  despair,  imprecations  ami  suicide. 
Wliere  would  we  find  the  august  virtue  of  charity, 
if  the  Priest  would  disappear  forever  ?  The  char- 
ity which  consoles  the  abandoned  child,  lovingly 
dries  tlie  tears  of  all  the  unfortunate,  encourages 
the  sorrowing  widow,  soothes  the  sick-bed,  binds 
the  wounds  of  the  bleeding  defender  of  his  coun- 
try ;  this  charity,  which  casts  a  spark  of  divine 
love  into  the  heart  of  the  missionary,  the  intrepid 
soldier  of  civilizjition,  bidding  him  abandon  home 
and  country  to  go  and  gather  among  savage  tribes, 
in  exchange  for  his  heroism,  opprobrium,  incredi- 
ble sufl*ering.s,  and  the  picture  of  martyrdom ! 

In  the  name  of  charity  the  country  Priest  passes 
his  life  in  the  midst  of  ignorant  persons,  spend- 
ing his  entire  life  in  consoling  their  afflictions; 
he  becomes  poor  and  humble  with  the  poor,  in 
imitation  of  the  Son  of  God,  who  assumed  the 
form  of  a  slave  to  save  us.  Were  the  Priest  gone 
forever,  wdiere  would  charity  be?  Her  fair  do- 
mains would  become  a  desert  waste,  where  bar- 
barity, as  an  iron  queen,  would  reign,  for  the 
shame  and  misfortune  of  humanity. 

The  Priest  consecrates  his  entire  life  for  the 
good  of  others.  From  his  youth  he  renounces 
glory  and  the  honors  of  the  world ;  he  bids  an 
eternal  farew-ell  to  family  satisfactions,  and  a  host 
•of  enjoyments  which  are  pennitted  to  others,  in 
order  to  fulfiil  with  freedom  his  charitable  mis- 
sion. Contemplate  the  modest  country  Priest ! 
AVhat  sublime  renunciation  in  all  his  acts !  All 
his  days  passed  in  an  obscure  village ;  his  society 
composed  of  the  simple  and  ignorant  laborers,  to 
whom  he  becomes  the  benefactor  and  the  father. 
He  must  please  himself  among  these  children, 
to  whom  he  teaches  the  first  elements  of  faith. 
Often  he  has  to  fight  against  the  human  passions, 
which  his  teachings  revolt ;  they  rage  around 
him,  urged  on  by  hell,  and  surround  him  with 
black  perfidy  and  calumny.  When  called  upon 
to  bear  the  last  Sacraments  to  the  dying  he  is 
never  checked  by  fatigue,  distance,  nor  the  dan- 
gers of  the  route.  His  home  is  open  to  all  who 
ask  his  aid,  and  his  heart  receives  the  cries  of  all 
the  unfortunate.  Sometimes  we  see  him  in  per- 
son begging  alms  for  the  relief  of  the  suffering. 
By  voluntary  privations,  he  is  enabled  to  save 
from  his  meager  stipend  something  for  the  poor. 

The  Priest,  who  knows  that  his  lips  must  be  fa- 
miliar with  science  according  to  the  expression  of 
the  Scrii)tures,  sometimes  consecrates  the  leisure 
of  his  ministry  to  high  scientific  studies.  He  suc- 
cessfully explores  the  dry  fields  of  the  abstract 
sciences,  or  he  surrounds  himself  with  the  studi- 
ous youth  who  in  after  years  will  fulfill  tlie  eccle- 
siastical or  civil  functions.  And  here  we  are  re- 
minded of  a  touching  scene,  in  which  the  actors 
were  a  General  and  a  Priest.  The  first  had  been 
instiiicted  by  the  second.  Among  the  l)rave  who 
sleep  (heir  last  sleep  upon  the  field  of  Waterloo 
was  General  Lefort,  a  simple  soldier  when  he  en- 
tered the  ranks,  and  his  rapid  ascent  was  marked 


with  the  most  brilliant  deeds  of  heroism.     lie 

was  firxt  destined  f«)r  tlie  priesthood,  and  he  had 
piously  and  studiously  prepared  hiuLselt'  for  his 
future  holy  life,  under  tlie  direction  of  a  saintly 
Priest,  Father  Ik-rmont,  of  Sugcnt  k  Ji»trim;  l)Ht 
the  conscript  law  suddenly  knocked  at  the  door 
of  the  presbytery  and  odled  the  young  man  from 
the  8«.'renity  of  his  peaceful  life  to  throw  him 
roughly  into  the  tumult  of  the  camp,  and  from 
the  seminar}'  he  was  forced  without  a.  moment's 
reflection  into  a  regiment.  Nevertheless,  Lofort 
soon  became  pleased  with  his  new  life.  His  bril- 
liant and  serious  qualities;  his  bravery,  joined  to 
an  education  rarer  in  those  days  than  now;  his 
irreproachable  conduct  and  the  generosity  of  his 
sentiments,  soon  distinguished  him.  In  a  few  years, 
by  his  merits  alone,  he  WJis  elevated  to  the  first 
rank  in  the  army.  In  1808,  after  the  war  in  Ger- 
many, General  Lefort  received  an  order  to  repair 
to  Spain.  HLs  old  home  of  Nugent  le  liotrvu,  lay 
opon  his  route.  As  soon  as  he  reached  it,  the  Gen- 
eral intpiired  after  the  worthy  Father  liermont, 
and  was  rejoiced  to  hear  that  he  still  dwelt  with 
his  old  congregration.  He  sent  a  messenger  to 
invite  him  to  his  headquarters.  Not  dreaming  of 
the  surprise  that  awaited  him,  but  supposing  a 
sick  or  wounded  soldier  required  his  presence,  the 
good  Priest  hivstened  to  the  hotel.  As  soon  as  he 
entered,  he  was  conducted  to  a  dining  hall  mag- 
nificently illuminated,  and  he  was  not  a  little 
abashed  at  finding  himself  standing  before  a  table 
richly  served  with  choicest  and  most  costly  dishes, 
around  which  were  gathered  a  number  of  officers 
covered  with  glittering  military  decorations. 

"  I  am  mistaken,"  he  stammered,  and  in  confu- 
sion turned  to  the  door  to  make  his  exit. 

"Not  at  all — not  at  all,"  exclaimed  a  deep, 
melodious  male  voice,  from  the  head  of  the  table, 
"  it  is  exactly  for  you  that  we  are  waiting."  At 
the  same  time  the  commanding  officer,  arose,  and 
cordially  advancing  to  Father  Bermont,  stopped 
him  and  warmly  embraced  him.  "Do  you  not 
recognize  me,  dear  Father  Bennont,"  he  continued, 
on  seeing  the  astonishment  of  the  Priest. 

"  Why  not  exactly ! — in  fact,  not  at  all.  I  really 
declare  that  I  have  no  recollection  of  you.  At 
what  epoch — under  what  circum-stances,  did  we 
ever  meet  before  ?  However  there  is  something 
in  your  features  not  altogether  strange." 

"  Well,  I  think  indeed  there  ought  to  be.  I  am 
Lefort,  the  lad  who  served  your  mass  for  five  or 
six  years ;  Lefort,  whom  you  taught  to  decline  mum, 
the  muse,  rosa,  the  rose,  and  to  translate  Casar'» 
commentaries.  The  poor  Latin  !  I  have  very  little 
of  it  left  in  my  memory  ;  but  I  have  never  forgot- 
ten you,  my  worthy  preceptor,  nor  your  excellent 
counsels  and  the  thousand  aflfectionate  cares  with 
which  you  surrounded  my  youth  ;  your  truly  pa- 
ternal heart  I  shall  never  forget." 

"Ah,  now  I  remember,"  said  the  good  Priest, 
his  eyes  filling  with  tears. 

A  seat  was  reserved  at  the  General's  right  hand, 
to  which,  in  a  truly  filial  manner,  he  conducted 
the  venerable  old  man ;  then,  turning  to  the 
officers  who  surrounded  him  and  regarded  with  cu- 
riosity  this  touching  scene,   the   General  said : 


"  Gentlemen,  I  present  to  you  the  worthy  nuin  who 
taught  mp  to  know,  love,  and  f»erve  God,  and  to 
walk  with  a  finn  step  in  the  path  of  honor.  If  I 
am  any  thing  to  day,  I  am  happy  t-o  say  that  I  owe 
it  to  this  venerable  Father  Bermont.  Gentlemen," 
he  continued,  rai-sing  his  voice — "to the  health  of 
the  best  of  Priests." 

Tho  toast  was  received  with  thunders  of  ap- 
])lauKc.  Every  officer  presscl  forward  to  touch 
with  his  glass  that  of  Father  Bermont.  when  the 
moment  arrived  to  se|)arate,  the  General,  with  tears 
in  his  eyes,  embraced  the  g'>od  old  man,  who  was 
equally  aflfected  !  then  emptying  his  purse  into  the 
hands  of  the  Priest,  he  said  :  "  Your  poor,  my  dear 
Father,  must  also  share  in  the  happiness  I  feel  in 
seeing  and  embracing  you  again." 

"  The  Priest,"  says  a  celebrated  modem  writer, 
"  is  by  duty  the  friend  and  the  living  Providence 
of  all  the  unfortunate;  the  consoler  of  the.afflicted, 
the  support  of  the  widow,  the  father  of  the  or- 
phan, and  the  repairer  of  all  the  disorders  and 
evils  created  by  our  i)assions  and  fatal  doctrines. 
His  entire  life  is  a  long  and  heroic  devotedness  to 
the  happiness  of  his  lellow-beings.  Who  among 
you  would  con.sent  to  exchange  domestic  happi- 
ness, and  all  the  enjo3rments  and  goods  which  men 
so  eagerly  seek,  for  the  obscure  labors,  the  exercise, 
of  whose  functions  break  the  heart,  weary  the 
mind,  and  from  which  they  gather  for  self,  fre- 
quietly,  but  contempt  and  ingratitude.  "  While 
you  are  still  enjoying  your  morning  slumljers — 
long  before  the  dawn  of  day — the  man  of  charity 
has  commenced  his  charitable  labors ;  he  has  re- 
lieved the  ix)or,  visited  the  sick,  wiped  away  the 
tears  of  the  unfortunate  or  caused  those  of  repent- 
ance to  flow ;  instructed  the  ignorant,  strength- 
ened the  weak,  and  fortified  virtue  in  souls 
troubled  by  the  storms  of  passion. 

Permit  me  here  to  give  an  expression  from  Na- 
poleon I,  which  will  prove,  better  than  all  reason- 
ing, how  useful  to  society  the  Priest  Ls,  on  account 
of  the  consolations  of  every  sort  of  which  he  is  the 
source : 

"  One  day,  at  Saint  Helena,  when  time  hung 
heavily,  he  said  to  Montholon:  'Alas,  how  weary  1 
am  here !'  You  think,  doubtless,  this  was  caused 
by  the  loss  of  his  throne,  the  absence  of  his  wife 
and  child,  and  of  his  comimnions  in  arms,  and 
from  the  inactivity  of  a  man  for  a  long  time  habit- 
uated to  command  and  lead  to  victory  ;  but  the 
Emperor  continued  in  a  sad  tone  :  '  In  this  miser- 
able Protestant  country  we  see  no  cassocks,  we 
hear  no  church  bells ;  this  is  not  life.'  And  be- 
cause his  eye  could  not  rest  upon  a  Priest,  therefore 
was  he  sad."    (D'Appilly.) 

After  God,  Mary  is  ever  and  always  the  life, 
the  hope,  the  joy  and  the  treasure  of  the  devoted 
Priest ;  he  loves  the  Blessed  Virgin,  that  bright 
mirror  of  devotion,  and,  in  imitation  of  her, 
passes  long  hours  of  the  day  in  the  delicious  exer- 
cises of  piety.  It  is  af  her  feet  he  obtains  light, 
science,  consolation,  courage,  zeal,  and  all  the  aid 
necessary  for  sanctifying  the  sacrifices,  crosses  and 
contradictions  of  his  laborious  ministry. 

For  at  Nazareth,  according  to  touching  revela- 
tions, she  listened  in  silent  adoration  to  the  di- 


276 


AVE    MAHIA. 


vine  exposition  -whicli  the  Son  of  God  gave  her  of 
the  ])lan  of  1 1  is  Gospel,  iiHcl  tlie  great  Doctors  of 
the  Cliurch  have  been  favored  through  her.  They 
most  devoutly  honored  Mary,  and  they  received  in 
return  the  richest  gifts  of  grace  and  wisdom.  It 
is  sufficient  to  name  here  Justin,  Iren^eus,  Cyp- 
rian, Athanasius,  Ephrem,  Basil,  Gregory  of  Nazi- 
anzen,  John  Chrysostom,  Jerome,  Ambrose,  Augus- 
tin,  Bernard  and  Bonaventure,  and  it  is  from  the 
same  school  that  the  devoted  Priest,  through  all 
ages,  draws  the  richest  treasures  of  grace  and 
science  for  the  defence  of  religon  and  the  in- 
struction of  his  flock. 

Does  the  parish  of  the  Priest  become  the  thea- 
ter of  a  dangerous  contagious  disease,  the  pastor 
never  flies  the  post  of  danger;  d(!Voted  and  fear- 
less sentinel,  he  remains  to  encourage  his  flock,  and 
to  give  them  the  last  Sacraments  of  the  Church. 
Behold  him  at  the  moment  he  receives  the  last 
words  of  the  dying — closely  bending  over  the  in- 
fected body  and  receiving  the  tainted  breath  from 
those  impoisoned  lips — at  the  risk  of  imbibing 
the  fatal  disease.  Pitiless  death  has  reaped  the 
better  part  of  his  congregation  ;  and  the  pastor, 
in  his  turn  attacked  by  the  pest,  perislies  upon 
this  terrible  battle  field,  victim  of  his  sublime 
generosity.  A  simple  grave  is  dug  for  him  in  the 
neighboring  cemeti  y ;  the  faithful  who  accom- 
pany him  to  his  last  home  munnur  in  low  tones, 
in  voices  broken  with  sobs,  the  words  of  the  Gos- 
pel—  Pi'riransUt  henefdciendo:  he  has  passed  away 
in  doing  good ;  he  lived  on  earth  almost  un- 
known ;  but  on  high  his  triumph  commenced  with 
tlie  last  hour,  when  his  soul  was  loosed  from  the 
bonds  of  the  flesh. 


IToLY  K A5IE  OF  Mary. — As  Saint  Joachim  and 
Saint  Anne  were  most  exact  observeis  of  the  law, 
they  failed  not  to  fulfill  its  duties  on  the  day  ap- 
pointed for  the  ceremony  of  giving  the  name, 
which,  for  female  children,  was  the  ninth.  It  is 
not  known  whether  it  was  hy  a  special  revelation 
that  they  gave  her  the  mysterious  name  of  Mahy, 
which  means,  in  Syriac,  Lady,  Mistreas,  Sovereign, 
— and,  in  Hebrew,  Star  of  tits  Sen,  which  gviden  in 
safety  to  the  port,  a.nd  of  which  the  pilot  never  loses 
sight  during  the  night  without  heing  in  danger  of 
shipwreck, — but  there  is  no  doubt,  say  the  holy 
fathers,  that  God  Himself  gave  it  to  her,  since  she 
alone  was  to  fulfill  all  its  signification  and  all  its 
mysteries.  Confining  ourselves  here  to  the  his- 
torical traits  of  the  life  of  the  holy  Virgin,  we 
shall  speak  more  particularly  of  her  holy  name 
on  the  day  which  the  Church  consecrates  to  the 
celebration  of  its  festival. 


A  LATE  issue  of  the  Semaine  de  Nevers  says,  an 
honest  vine-dresser  of  the  parish  was  invited  by 
a  friend  to  take  a  glass  of  wine  with  him.  "With 
pleasure,"  said  he,  "  but  I  shall  not  have  much 
time  to  spend  with  you,  for  1  wish  to  go  to  vespers 
and  afterwards  to  confession." 

"  To  confession !"  said  his  friend,  somewhat 
surprised  ;  "  why,  you  are  too  tall  for  that." 

"True,"  rejoined  the  good  old  vine-dresser; 
<'  therefore,  to  do  it  I  get  on  my  knees." 


Devotion  to  Our  Lady's  Dolors. 

It  seems  neccssaiy  to  say  something  on  the  spirit 
of  this  l)cautiful  and  popular  devotion.  It  pro- 
duces in  our  minds  an  extreme  tenderness  toward 
our  Blessed  Lord,  united  with  the  profoundest  rev- 
erence. Jesus  demands  from  us  our  worship  as 
God.  He  claims  our  undoubting  faith  in  His 
goodness  and  in  the  abundance  of  his  redeeming 
grace.  He  expects  from  us  a  rational  conviction 
that  our  only  trust  is  in  Him,  and  that  we  should 
consequently  discharge  our  duties  to  Him,  and 
obey  His  commandmemts  as  our  necessary  and 
reasonable  service.  But  lie  wants  far  more  than 
this.  lie  has  something  much  nearer  His  heart. 
He  desires  our  tenderness.  He  wishes  to  see  us 
with  our  hearts  always  in  ou-^.ands  for  Him.  He 
would  fain  win  us  to  Himself,  and  unite  us  with 
Himself  in  the  bond  of  the  most  familiar  and  in- 
timate aflTcction.  He  Avould  have  us  identify  our 
interests  with  Hi.s,  and  concentrate  our  sympathies 
in  Ilim.  The  thought  of  Him  should  fill  our  eyes 
with  tears,  and  kindle  our  hearts  w'ith  love.  'His 
name  should  be  the  sweetest  music  that  we  know; 
His  words  the  laws  of  all  our  life.  He  wishes  us, 
as  it  were,  to  forget  the  precise  amount  of  our  ac- 
tual obligations  to  Him.  Indeed,  what  is  the  use 
of  remembering  tiiem  when  we  know  that  it  is  be- 
yond our  power  to  fulfill  them  !  He  would  have 
us  deal  with  Him  promptly,  generously,  abund- 
antly, with  the  instincts  of  love,  and  not  as  if  the 
life  of  faith  were  a  spirit  of  commerce,  the  balance 
of  justice,  the  duty  of  gratitude,  or  the  wise  calcu- 
lations of  an  intelligent  self-interest.  We  should 
cling  to  Him  as  a  child  clings  to  its  mother.  We 
should  hang  about  Him  as  a  friend  whose  absence 
we  cannot  bear.  We  should  keej)  Him  fondly  in 
our  thoughts,  as  men  scmietimes  do  with  a  svveet 
grief,  which  has  become  to  them  the  soft  and  rest- 
ful light  of  their  whole  lives.  Now,  the  way  in 
which  our  Lady's  dolors  keep  His  Passion  contin- 
ually before  us  has  a  special  virtue  to  produce  this 
tenderness  in  us.  We  love  Him,  who  is  infinitely 
to  be  loved  in  all  ways,  in  a  peculiar  manner  when 
He  is  reflected  in  His  Mother's  heart ;  and  although 
it  is  abslolutely  necessary  for  us  perpetually  to 
contempate  His  Passion  in  all  the  nakedness  of  its 
harrowing  circumstances  and  revolting  shame,  for 
else  we  shall  never  have  a  true  idea  of  the  sinful- 
ness of  sin,  yet  there  is  scmiething  in  the  Passion, 
seen  through  Mary,  which  makes  us  forget  our- 
selves, and  tranquilly  engrosses  us  in  tlie  most 
melting  tenderness  and  endearing  sympathy  to- 
ward our  Blessed  Lord.  The  emotions  which  are 
awakened  by  the  Passion  in  it.self  are  manifold 
and  exciting,  Adiereas  the  spirit  of  tenderness  pre- 
sides over  Mary's  sorrows  with  one  exclusive,  con- 
straining presence. 

But  out  of  this  tenderness  comes  also  a  great 
hatred  of  sin.  If  God  were  to  let  us  choose  which 
of  the  great  and  extraordinary  gifts  that  He  has 
given  to  His  Saints  should  be  conferred  upon  our- 
selves, we  could  not  do  better  than  ask  for  that 
piercing  and  overwhelming  hatred  of  sin  which 
some  have  had.  It  is  a  gift  which  lies  at  the  root 
of  all  perfection,  and  is  tlie  supernatural  vigor  of 
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all  p«nieTerRnce.    It  w  at  once  the  safest  and  the 
nv)ht  opi'mtive  of  all  singulur  graces. 

Devotion  to  our  Lady's  dolors  is  a  ji^rent  help 
iKith  to  a(-«|uirin^  the  hutn-d  of  sin  nsa  liuhit,  and 
to  meriting  it  as  a  grncc.  The  desolation  wrought 
by  sin  in  the  heart  of  the  sinless  Mother,  and  the 
rellection  that  her  sorrows  were  not,  like  those  of 
Jesus,  the  redemption  of  the  world,  till  us  with 
horror,  with  pity,  with  indignation,  with  self- 
reproach.  There  is  nothing  to  distract  us  from 
this  thought,  as  there  is  in  tlje  siicrifiec  of  our 
Lord,  who  was  thus  accomplishing  Ilis  own  great 
work,  satisfying  the  justice  of  Ilis  Kuther,  earning 
the  e-xaltation  of  His. Sacred  Humanity,  and  be- 
coming the  Father  Himself  of  a  countless  multi- 
tude of  the  elect.  The  Mother's  heart  bleeds, 
simply  l)ecause  she  is  His  Mother;  and  it  is  our 
sins  which  are  making  it  bleed  so  cruelly.  We 
arc  ourselv(8  part  of  the  shadow  of  that  eclipse 
which  is  passing  so  darkly  over  her  spotlcsn  lite. 
We  can  never  help  thinking  of  sin,  so  long  as  we 
see  those  seven  swords,  springing,  like  a  dreadful 
sheaf,  from  the  very  inmost  sanctuary  of  her 
broken  heart. 

He  who  is  growing  in  devotion  to  the  ^lother 
of  God  is  growing  in  all  good  things.  His  time 
cannot  be  better  spent;  his  eternity  cann«)t  be  more 
iufallibiy  secured.  But  devotion  is,  on  the  whole, 
more  a  growth  of  love  than  of  reverence,  though 
never  detached  from  reverence.  And  there  is 
nothing  about  our  Lady  which  stimulates  our  love 
more  effectually  than  her  dolors.  In  delight  and 
fear  we  shade  our  eyes  when  the  bright  light  of 
her  Immaculate  Conception  bursts  ujxm  us  in  its 
heavenly  effulgence.  We  fathom  with  awe  and 
wonder  the  depths  of  her  Divine  Maternity.  The 
vastness  of  herscience,  the  sublimities  of  her  holi- 
ness, the  singularity  of  her  prerogatives,  fill  us 
with  joyful  admiration,  united  with  reverential 
fear.  It  is  a  jubilee  to  us  that  all,  these  things 
belong  to  our  own  Mother,  whose  fo'ndness  for  us 
knows  no  bounds.  But  somehow  we  get  tired  of 
always  h>oking  up  into  the  bright  face  of  Heaven. 
The  very  silver  linings  of  the  clouds  make  our 
eyes  ache,  and  they  Imik  down  for  rest,  and  tind  it 
in  the  green  grass  of  the  earth.  The  moon  is 
beautiful,  gilding  with  rosy  gold  her  own  purple 
region  of  the  sky,  but  her  light  is  more  beautiful 
to  our  homesick  hearts  when  it  is  raining  over 
field  and  tree,  and  lapsing  stream,  and  great  un- 
dulating ocean.  For  earth,  after  all,  is  a  home 
for  which  one  may  be  sick.  So,  when  theology 
has  been  teaching  us  our  Mother's  grandeurs  in 
those  h)fty,  unshared  mysteries,  our  devotion,  be- 
cause of  its  very  iutirmity,  is  conscious  to  itself  of 
a  kind  of  strain.  Oh  how,  after  long  meditation 
on  the  Immaculate  Conception,  love  gushes  out 
of  every  pore  of  our  hearts  when  we  think  of 
that  almost  more  than  mortal  Queen,  lieart  broken, 
and  with  bloodstains  on  her  hand,  beneath  the 
Cross!  O  Mother!  we  have  been  craving  for  more 
human  thoughts  of  thee ;  we  have  wanted  to  feel 
thee  nearer  to  us;  we  can  weep  for  joy  at  the  great- 
ness of  thy  throne,  but  they  are  not  such  tears  as 
we  can  shed  for  thee  on  Calvary ;  they  do  not 
rest  us  so.    But  when  once  more  we  see  thy  sweet, 


sad  face  of  maternal  sormw,  the  teara  streaming 
down  thy  cheek.s,  the  quietness  of  thy  great  woe, 
and  the  blue  mantle  we  have  known  k>  long,  it 
seems  a>i  if  we  had  found  thee  after  losing  thee, 
and  that  thou  wert  another  Mary  from  that  glori- 
ous jjortent  in  the  heavens,  or  at  lca.st  a  fitter 
Mother  for  us  on  the  low  summit  of  Calvary,  than 
scaling  tltOM*  unapproachable  mountain  heights 
of  Heaven !  See  how  t  he  children's  affections  break 
out  with  new  love  fn)m  undiscovered  recesses  in 
their  hearts,  an<l  run  round  their  newly-widowed 
Mother  like  a  river,  as  if  to  .supply  her  inexhausti- 
bly with  U-ars,  and  divide  her  off  with  a  great 
broad  frontier  of  love  from  the  as.sault  of  any  fresh 
calamity.  The  house  of  sorrow  is  always  a  hotiso 
of  love.  This  is  what  takes  place  in  us  regarding 
Mary's  dolors.  One  of  the  thou.sand  ends  of  the 
Incarnation  was  God's  cf)ndescending  to  meet  anJ 
gratify  the  weaknes.s  of  humanity,  forever  falling 
into  idolatry  because  it  was  so  hard  to  be  always 
looking  upward,  always  gazing  fixe<lly  into  inac- 
cessil)le  furnaces  of  light.  So  are  Mary's  dolors  to 
her  grandeurs.  The  new  strength  of  faith  and 
devotion  which  we  have  gained  In  contemplating 
her  celestial  splendors  furni.slus  us  w  ith  new  ca- 
pabilitiesof  loving;  atid  all  our  loves,  the  new  and 
the  old  as  well,  rally  round  her  in  her  agony  at  the 
foot  of  the  Cross  of  Jesus.  Love  for  her  grows 
fjuickest  there.  It  is  our  birth-place.  We  became 
her  children  there.  She  suffered  all  that  because 
«)f  us.  Sinlessness  is  not  common  to  our  Mother 
and  to  U.S.  But  sorrow  is.  It  is  the  one  thing  we 
share,  the  one  common  thing  betwixt  us.  We  will 
sit  with  her  therefore,  and  sorrow  with  her,  and 
grow  more  full  of  love,  r.ot  forgetting  her  gran- 
deurs— oh,  surely  never! — but  pressing  to  our 
hearts  with  f«)ndest  predilection  the  memory  of 
her  exceeding  martyrdom. 

But  when  we  speak  of  the  spirit  of  this  devo- 
tion, we  must  not  onut  to  speak  also  of  its  power. 
We  must  not  dwell  exclusively  on  the  spiritual 
effects  it  produces  in  ourselves,  without  reminding 
ourselves  of  its  real  power  with  God.  In  this  re- 
.spect  one  devotion  may  differ  from  another.  One 
may  be  more  acceptable  to  God,  even  where  all. 
are  acceptable.  He  may  promi.se  prerogatives  to 
one  which  He  has  not  promised  to  another.  Now, 
there  are  few  devotions  to  which  our  Blessed  Lord 
has  promised  more  than  He  has  done  to  this. 
There  is  a  perfect  cloud  of  visions  and  revela- 
tions resting  upon  it,  and,  in  consequence,  of  ex- 
amples of  the  saints  also.  Moreover,  there  are 
reasons  for  its  being  so,  in  the  nature  of  the  devo- 
tion itself  We  know  what  a  powerful  means  of 
grace  our  Blessed  Lady  is,  and  our  devotion  to  her 
for  the  most  part  takes  its  form  either  from  her 
sorrows  or  her  joys.  Now,  in  her  joys,  as  Saint 
Sophronius  says,  our  Lady  is  simply  a  delator  to 
her  Son,  whereas  in  her  sorrows  He  is  in  some 
sense  a  debtor  to  her.  He  is  l>eforehand,  says  St.  An- 
selm,  with  those  who  meditate  upon  HisMother's 
woes.  And  do  we  not  stand  in  need  of  power  in 
Heaven?  What  a  great  work  we  have  to  d(»  in 
our  souls,  and  how  little  of  it  is  already  done! 
Uow  slight  is  the  impression  we  have  made  yet 
on  our  ruling  passion,  on  our  besetting  sin !    How 
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superficial  is  our  spirit  of.  prayer,  how  cliildishly 
timid  our  spirit  of  penance,  how  transitory  our 
moments  of  union  with  God  !  We  want  vigor,  de- 
termination, consistency,  solidity,  and  a  more  ven- 
turous aspiration.  In  short,  our  spiritual  life 
wants  power ;  and  here  is  a  devotion  so  solid  and 
efficacious,  that  it  is  eminently  calculated  to  give  us 
this  power,  as  well  by  its  masculine  products  in 
the  soul  as  by  its  actual  influence  over  the  Heart  of 
our  Blessed  Lord.  Who,  that  looks  well  at  the  saints, 
and  sees  what  it  has  done  for  them,  will  not  do 
his  best  to  cultivate  this  devotion  to  himself? 

Do  not  some  of  us  fuel  that  the  world  grows 
more  attractive  to  us  as  we  grow  older?  It  should 
not  be  so ;  but  so  it  is !  This  comes  of  lukewarm- 
ness.  Age  unlearns  many  things;  but  woe  betide 
it  when  it  unlearns  vigor,  wlien  it  unlearns  hope ! 
Rest  is  a  great  thing.  It  is  the  great  want  of  ago. 
But  we  must  not  lie  down  before  our  time.  All! 
how  often  have  fervent  youth  made  the  world  its 
bed  in  middle  life!  and  when  at  last  the  world 
slipped  from  under  it,  whitlier  did  it  fall  ?  If  we 
live  long  in  the  enervating  ring  of  domestic  love, 
much  more  in  the  vortex-  of  the  world,  we  must 
live  with  Jesus  in  the  spirit  of  Mary,  or  we  are 
lost.  Let  us  learn  this  in  increased  devotion  to 
her  dolors.  When  we  lie  down  to  rest,  we  per- 
suade ourselves  it  is  but  for  a  moment,  and  that 
we  shall  not  go  to  sleep.  But  only  let  this  most  pa- 
thetic romance,  which  the  destinies  of  humanity 
have  ever  brought  before  men,  sound  in  our  ears 
and  knock  at  the  doors  of  our  hearts,  uud  it  will 
become  in  us  a  continually-flowing  fountain  of 
supreme  unworldliness.  Torpor  will  become  im- 
possible. Oblivion  of  supernatural  things  will  be 
unknown.  We  shall  feel  that  rest  will  be  pleasant 
for  awhile  ;  but  we  shall  disdain  the  temptation. 
Mary  will  teach  us  to  stand  beneath  the  Cross. 

-m^ 

S.^iNT  Gektrude. — She  was  divinely  instructed 
that  as  often  as  the  Angelic  Salutation  is  devoutly 
recited  I)y  the  faithful  on  earth,  three  efficsicious 
streamlets  proceed  from  the  Father,  Son,  and  the 
Holy  Ghost,  most  sweetly  penetrating  the  Blessed 
Virgin's  heart.  Then  from  her  heart  again,  with 
efficacious  impetuosity,  they  seek  their  fountains 
and  break  at  the  foot  of  God's  throne,  as  a  sunny 
wave  Ijreaks  upon  a  rock,  leaving  her  most  power- 
ful after  the  Father,  most  wise  after  the  Son,  and 
most  benignant  after  the  Holy  Ghost.  The  streams, 
while  the  Ave  Maria  is  being  said,  flow  around 
the  Blessed  Virgin  superabundantly,  and  with  po- 
tent impetus,  and,  on  the  other  hand,  flow  back 
upon  her  most  holy  heart.  So  with  marvelous 
delectation  (I  am  using  St.  Gertrude's  words)  they 
seek  their  fountain  first;  and  then,  rebounding 
back,  bright  drops  of  joy  and  bliss  and  eternal 
salvation  are  sprinkled  over  all  the  persons  of  the 
saints  and  angels  ;  nay,  more,  over  those  who  on 
earth  are  then  commemorating  that  same  Saluta- 
tion, whereby  is  renewed  in  every  one  all  the  good 
which  he  has  ever  up  to  this  time  received  through 
the  most  salutary  incarnation.  Yet,  what  more 
easy  than  to  say  a  devout  Hail  Mary  ?  And  if 
this  be  true  of  the  Ave,  what  also  of  the  Pater,  and 
the  Credo,  and  the  Missal  prayers  and  ejaculations 
from  the  Gospel  ? 


The  Chapel  by  the  Lake. 

At  evening,  o'er  the  silent  lake 

A  sturdy  boatman  plied  his  oar; 
The  balmy  zejjhyrs  gently  shake 
The  leaflet  of  the  flowery  brake 

That  nestles  on  the  verdant  shore. 

The  golden  rays  of  parting  day 

Upon  the  sleeping  waters  fell ; 
And  as  their  luster  dies  away. 
And  deeper  shadows  claimed  the  sway, 

A  breathing  stillness  ruled  the  dell. 

Now,  trembling  through  the  crystal  air 
A  bell  sends  forth  its  silvery  peal. 

Whose  cheerful  sweetness  smothers  care, 

And  invitation  kind  doth  bear 

To  all  who  would  in  homage  kneel. 

My  spirit  answered  the  appeal, 

But  trackless  doi^ths  my  path  divide  ; 
I  tried  my  foimer  boj'ish  skill, 
And  sent  a  whistle  sharp  and  shrill, 
On  message  to  the  other  side. 

The  boatman  raised  his  watchful  eyes, 
The  water  round  in  circles  spread  ; 

And,  as  his  powerful  arm  applies. 

The  lake  beneath  his  paddle  flies. 
As  earth  beneath  the  racer's  tread. 

I  soon  was  at  the  boatman's  side. 

And  speeding  to  th'  opposing  land ; 
The  lake  was  pass'd  as  moments  glide, 
When  smoothly  flows  life's  fleeting  tide, 
And  on  the  wished-for  shore  I  stand. 

I  hastened  uj?  the  slo])ing  hill. 

Whose  verdure,  decked  with  fragrant  bloom, 
Rejoiced  beside  a  rippling  rill 
Whose  silvery  strains  with  untaught  skill 

Robbed  shades  and  stillness  of  their  gloom. 

At  length  upon  the  level  height 

I  stand  before  an  open  door ;  • 

Across  my  path  bright  rays  of  light 
Transpierce  the  curtains  of  the  night, 

Which  now  had  fall'n  upon  the  shore. 

Before  my  eyes  a  'rapturing  scene 

Displayed  the  power  of  Virtue's  sway ; 

A  silent  throng  with  breathless  mien 

Drank  eagerly  the  words  serene   . 

Of  one  whose  locks  were  tinged  with  grey. 

Why  so  intent  ?    What  is  the  spell 

That  rivets  every  eye  and  ear  ? 
The  objects  'round  the  secret  tell, — 
The  speaker's  words  all  doubt  dispel — 

They  come  to  honor  Mary  dear. 

An  image  of  the  Virgin  mild 

Looked  from  its  light-clad  station  high 
Upon  the  people,  man  and  child. 
While  fresh  spring  flowers  their  sweetness  yield. 

The  charming  scene  to  beautify. 
The  reverend  speaker  told  the  praise 

Which  Heaven  and  earth  uniting  sing 
To  her,  from  whom  the  golden  blaze 
Of  Freedom's  Sun  first  sent  its  rays* 

To  still  the  wrath  of  Heaven's  King. 
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Awhile  I  listened  to  that  voire — 

Its  eurnfst  aindor  piive  nie  cheer ; 
Tlie  truths  announced  my  sotil  rejoice, 
And  rea^son  bids  mo  make  the  choice, — 
Wliom  once  I  loved  I  no\v  revere. 

I  knelt  upon  the  dew-gemmed  green, — 
My  inmost  soul  pronounced  the  vow 

"Wliich  pk'd{.^e<l  me  to  Heaven's  Virgin  Queen ; 

O,  may  she  greet  with  smile  serene, 
When  at  her  throne  in  Heaven  I  lx)W. 

And  may  the  memory  of  that  shrine 

Of  Marj',  on  the  peaceful  hill, 
V\wn  my  soul  forever  shine, 
And  every  thought  and  sense  refine, 

Till  siu  no  more  hath  power  to  kill. 

THE  MOTHER  OF^D  OUR  MOTHER. 

Dovotion  to  the  Imniiiculate  Virgin  seems  to 
have  been  principally  estal>Hshed  in  favor  of  the 
unfortunate,  and  for  the  purjwse  of  sweetening 
the  bitterness  of  adversity  ;  Viecause  this  devotion 
has  for  its  object  the  mo.st  afflicted  of  mothers, — 
the  Mother  of  grief.  The  Christian  can  express 
to  her  no  pains  that  she  has  not  experienced ;  he 
can  relate  to  her  no  misfortune  that  has  not  been 
surpas.sed  in  the  sufferings  of  her  life  ;  he  cannot 

{)our  into  her  bosom  tlie  troui)les  that  oppress 
dm,  without  an  as.surance  from  her  that  no  afflic- 
tions have  ever  been  like  unto  her  afflictions ;  and 
if  she  has  been  raised  to  the  summit  of  glory,  it 
was  only  after  having  been  plunged  into  an  ocean 
of  sorrow. 

Why  is  the  devotion  to  Mary  propagated,  at 
the  present  day,  with  so  much  pomp  and  m- 
pidity?  Why  those  fervent  invocations  of  the 
faithful  to  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary,  and 
that  continual  recourse  to  her  powerful  interces- 
sion ?  True  Catholics,  as  it  were,  no  longer 
pray  to  Jesus  except  through  the  instrumentality 
of  Mary  ;  there  are  no  festivals  for  them  without 
her;  it  would  almost  appear  that  without  her  there 
is  no  hope  for  them;  her  name  is  inces.santly  on 
their  lii)s,  nnd  her  image  is  engraved  upon  every 
heart.  The  Church,  far  from  ojjposing,  encourages 
these  raptures  of  piety,  and  from  his  agitated  l)ark 
Peter  turns  his  eyes  continually  upon  the  Ocean'H 
Star.  It  would  seem  that  God  had  confided  to 
His  Mother  the  exercise  of  His  almighty  power, 
and  that  the  hands  of  this  pure  Virgin  could 
alone  dispense  to  Jew  and  Gentile  the  rays  of 
truth  and  the  waters  of  grace. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  Holy  Ghost,  who 
will  assist  the  Church  until  the  consummation  of 
ages,  has  rekindled  among  the  faithful  a  lively 
confiden<'e  in  Mary,  and  propagated  under  a 
thousand  different  forms,  and  as  many  various 
denominations,  the  devotion  to  this  Queen  of  An- 
gels. Dcu's  it  not  pertain  to  the  economy  of  His 
providential  care  lor  the  Church  to  dispense  His 
assistancv  the  more  abundantly,  as  the  dangers 
that  beset  her  in  her  passage  through  the  worM 
are  more  numerous?  At  the  appeixrance  of  a 
new  enemy  has  she  not  always  received  from 
Christ,  her  Spouse,  an  addition.-d  armor  I'or  the 
conflict  t 


Wlien  wo  cajrt  our  eyes  abroad  to  look  for  that 
progress  in  wcllbfing  that  is  prm-laimed  with  so 
much  elo<piem«  by  the  writers  of  our  age,  wo 
witness  only  a  more  scandalous  profanation  of  the 
Lord's  day,  a  more  revolting  licentiousncsa  in 
literature  and  the  arts;  an  increasing  boldneas  of 
that  doctrine  which  has  ceased  to  be  Catholic, 
and  can  scarcely  Ik;  called  Christian;  a  cupidity 
which  absorbs  the  soul  of  man,  or  an  egotism 
which  chills  the  heart.  In  our  eye»  these  are  the 
baneful  causes  which  heap  uj>on  our  heads  the 
burning  coals  of  the  divine  anger,  and  which 
produce  in  the  depths  of  society  those  moaning 
sounds,  the  forerunners  of  the  volcanic  eruption. 
But  where  is  the  intercession  sufficiently  power- 
ful to  avert  the  anger  of  Heaven  ?  Who  will 
protect  us  against  the  blow  which  we  have  mer- 
ited y  Nothing  less  efficient  Ls  recpiired  to  implore 
our  pardon  than  the  voice  whicli  so  often  com- 
manded the  Master  of  the  Universe  when  He  had 
become  an  humble,  little  chihi.  The  arms  which 
so  often  airried  the  Ruler  of  the  Earth,  when  be- 
come the  servant  of  us  all,  must  snatch  the  thunder 
from  the  hands  of  an  irritated  God  ;  and  the 
heart  which  gave  to  the  humanity  of  the  Word 
that  precious  blood  shed  on  Calvary  will  move 
the  heart  of  our  indignant  Father.  It  is  enough 
to  tell  you  that,  in  these  days  of  confusion  and 
indifference,  we  need  the  powerful  Virgin  for  our 
advocate  and  support !  Behold  how  the  Spirit  of 
God,  who  wishes  not  the  death  of  the  sinner,  Ixit 
his  salvation,  awakens  everywhere  a  strong  con- 
fidence in  Mary:  how  lie  inclines  the  Catholic 
people  to  approach  the  lieart  of  their  Mother, 
there  to  seek  an  asylum  and  protection!  A  pious 
instinct  leads  them  to  repeat,  from  one  extrenuty 
of  the  Church  to  the  other,  that  touching  invoai- 
tion:  "Show  thyself  a  mother  to  us,  and  may  our 
prayers  through  thee  be  hi-ard  by  Him  who,  in 
being  born  for  us,  chose  to  be  born  thy  Son." 

It  was  not  enough  to  reanimate  among  the 
faithful  the  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin.    God, 

!  who  seems  to  have  confided  our  destinies  to  her 

]  hands,  has  indicated  to  us  the  sure  way  of  making 

I  bur  devotion  agreeable  to  her,  and  of  rendering 
her  more   attentive  to  our  prayers.     And  could 

,  there  be  any  thing  more  acceptable  to  this  Vir- 
gin of  virgins,  than  to  cckljrute  her  sjxjtless 
purity,  than  to  proclaim  her  exempt  from  all  stain, 

,  even  from  that  of  our  common  origin  *  Is  not 
this  perfect  innocence  her  most  magnificent  privi- 

i  lege  ?  Does  it  not  place  her  al>ove  the  dignity  of 
the  Mother  of  God,  aud  the  Queen  of  Heaven? 

I  Is  not  an  exemption  from  the  least  stain  of  sin 

'  more  valuable  to  her  than  the  immortal  crown 
which  encircles  her  brow?  To  supplicate  her, 
then,  in  the  name  of  her  Immaculate  Conception, 
is  a  pledge  of  finiling  access  to  her  heart,  and  of 

!  meeting  with  a  favorable  attention  to  our  wants 
and  supplications. 

I  •» 

'  It  will  give  a  man  great  confidence  of  dying 
happily,  if   he   has   a   perfect   contempt  of  the 

I  world,  a  fervent  desire  of  advancing  in  virtue,  a 
love  for  discipline,  the  spirit  of  penance,  a  ready 
obedience,  self  denial,  and  patience  in  bearing  all 

'  adversities  for  the  love  of  Christ. 
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SANOTUAKIES_OF  MAEY. 
Our  Lady  of  Laus. 

It  was  in  the  year  of  grace,  1664,  say  pious  wri- 
ters whose  authentic  manuscripts,  after  miraculous- 
ly escaping  the  vandalism  of  '93,  are  now  relig- 
iously preserved  by  the  guardians  of  the  sanctuary, 
in  the  little  village  of  ISaint  Etienne  of  AvauQon, 
there  lived  a  young  girl  named  Benedetta  Iten- 
curel.  Her  parents  were  ])oor,  but  pious.  God 
had  preserved  her  witli  Ilis  benedictions  from 
her  most  tender  years.  In  her  simple  and  artless 
soul  blossomed  the  most  precious  virtues ;  in  vain 
did  her  modesty  seek  to  conceal  them ;  like  the 
flowers  of  the  Alps,  they  betrayed  their  presence 
by  the  sweetness  of  their  perfume. 

One  day  Benedetta,  whose  life  was  passed  in  the 
duties  of  a  shepherdess,  led  lier  flock  into  a  little 
valley,  containing  a  grotto,  whither  she  was  ac- 
customed to  retire  to  recite  her  beads.  Suddenly 
she  saw  a  lovely  lady,  holding  in  her  arms  an  in- 
fant of  admirable  beaut3\  Benedetta  approached 
her,  and,  after  addressing  to  her  some  artless  ques- 
tions, offered  to  share  with  her  the  morsel  of 
bread  which  formed  her  modest  repast.  The  lady 
smiled,  but  made  no  reply.  These  apparitions 
were  daily  renewed  for  four  montlis.  At  length, 
on  the  29th  of  August,  the  beautiful  Vady  said  to 
Benedetta :  "  I  am  Mary,  the  Mother  of  Jesus.  My 
beloved  Son  wishes  me  to  be  honored  in  this  par- 
ish, but  not  in  this  place;  it  is  at  Laus  that  you  will 
behold  me."  One  month  afterward,  Mary  again 
appeared  to  Benedetta  upon  the  declivity  of  Pin- 
dreau,*  and  repeated  her  orders.  "Go  to  Laus," 
said  slie  to  her ;  "  there  is  the  road  ;  follow  it  until 
you  find  a  little  chapel ;  it  is  there,  henceforth, 
that  you  shall  speak  to  me  and  frequently  see  me." 
Benedetta  obeyed,  and  after  many  inquiries  and 
fatigues,  arrived  at  the  chapel  of  the  "  Ha])py 
Meeting,"  a  poor  chapel,  with  a  roof  of  thatch,  a 
half  open  door,  and  an  altar  of  ])laster.  L'pon  this 
dusty  altar  Mary  appeared  to  her.  "  JVIy  most 
honored  ^Mother,  will  you  permit  me  to  place  my 
apron  under  your  feet,  it  is  quite  clean?"  "No, 
my  child,  keep  it.  In  a  little  while  nothing  will 
be  wanting  here ;  neither  linens  nor  ornaments. 
I  wish  to  have  a  church  built  hore,  with  the  ofter- 
ings  of  the  poor,  for  the  honor  of  n»y  Son  and 
mine ;  it  must  lie  large,  and  in  it  I  will  frequently 
appear  to  you."  From  that  time  Benedetta,  who 
belonged  to  the  Third  Order  of  Saint  Dtmiinick, 
daily  visited  Laus,  and  passed  many  sweet  hours 
in  intercourse  with  the  Blessed  Vrgin.  This  oc- 
curred in  the  course  of  September,  1664,  and  the 
pilgrimage  of  Our  Lady  of  Laus  was  founded. 

Very  soon  the  fact  of  these  apparitions  became 
known  in  the  neighborhood  and  the  adjacent  coun- 
tries, and  crowds  hastened  to  the  miraculous  sanc- 
tuary. Who  may  tell  the  numberless  graces  with 
which  the  pious  shepherdess  was  favored  during 
these  heavenly  colloquies — the  illuminations  of  "her 
soul,  and  her  ineffable  raptures?  To  what  a  degree 
of  wisdom  and  of  sanctity  did  she  not  arrive  under 
the  direction  of  the  Mother  of  God  ?     Poor,  igno- 

•Pindrenn  is  n  little  iiill  at  the  eutraucc  of  Lima  valley,  op- 
posite bainc  Etioauo  of  AvunQon. 


rant  and  artless,  a  stranger  to  all  human  learning, 
she,  in  a  little  time,  perfectly  acquired  the  science 
of  the  saints.  She  knew  not  how  to  read  in  books, 
but  she  read  hearts,  penetrated  the  recesses  of 
consciences,  sounded  the  most  hidden  wounds  of 
souls.  Heaven  itself  had  no  secrets  for  her.  For 
sixty  years  she  was  admitted  to  the  intimacy  of 
the  Queen  of  Heaven  and  the  celestial  spirits  who 
everywhere  form  her  court.  For  sixty  years  Mary 
and  the  angels  revealed  to  her,  almost  every  day, 
in  the  sublime-st  ecstasies,  what  it  is  not  given  to 
man  to  comprehend.  Nothing  of  the  privileges 
of  the  greatest  saints  were  wanting  to  her:  super- 
natural graces,  virtues,  remarkable  privileges, 
temjitations,  trials,  combats,  contradictions.  God 
was  pleased  to  concentrate  in  lier  all  the  charac- 
ters of  His  elect;  so  that  for  two  centuries  her 
name  has  been  pronounced  with  veneration  and 
love,  as  that  of  a  saint. 

Mary,  herself,  having  chosen  the  place  of  her 
new  sanctuary,  commanded  Benedetta  to  erect  it, 
assuring  her  that  she  had  destined  this  place  for 
the  convei'sion  of  sinners.  Very  soon,  in  fact,  the 
walls  of  the  miraculous  church  arose,  as  if  by  en- 
chantment, to  the  sound  of  psalms  and  canticles, 
with  the  pence  of  the  poor  and  the  general  con- 
cour.'ie  of  the  surrounding  population.  The  en- 
thusiasm was  universal,  and  a  holy  zeal,  excited 
by  the  presence  and  words  of  the  shepherdess, 
])ervaded  all  hearts.  How  beautiful  was  the  spec- 
tacle of  these  pious  midtitudes,  hastening  from 
every  side  to  contribute,  with  their  hands,  to  the 
building  of  this  new  temple.  Old  men,  women, 
young  girls,  children,  in  turn  collected,  from  the 
bed  of  the  torrent,  rocks  detached  from  the  moun- 
tain, and  laying  them  on  their  shoulders,  ascended, 
often  with  bare  feet,  the  abrupt  steeps  which  lead 
to  Laus.  Each  felt  honored  in  being  allowed  to 
place  his  stone  in  those  walls,  whose  dimensions 
ilary  herself  had  given,  that  he  might  thus  testify 
his  love  and  confidence  for  his  tender  Mother. 

The  necessary  resources  never  tailed;  they  in- 
creased with  the  demand  for  them  ;  and  yet  no  one 
rich  in  worldly  goods  gave  any  part  of  his  treas- 
ure. It  was  th.'  pence  of  the  poor  which  the  good 
jMother  blessed. and  multiplied.  Thus  was  built 
that  miraculous  church,  large,  spacious,  with  solid 
foundations,  on  a  delightful  and  marvelously  cho- 
sen site.  Under  its  vault  was  sheltered  the  rustic 
chapel  where  the  Mother  of  God,  paling  by  her 
beauty  the  rays  of  the  sun,  had  many  times  ap- 
peared to  the  shepherdess  and  enveloped  her,  as 
it  were,  with  a  mantle  of  glory  and  honor. 

Since  that  memorable  epoch,  Mary  reigns  sover- 
eign over  the  venerated  sanctuary.  From  her 
throne  flow  torrents  of  graces  and  benedictions. 
There  she  commands  nature,  and  nature  obeys. 
There  the  blind  see,  the  deaf  hear,  the  lame  walk, 
the  paralytic  recover  the  u.se  of  their  limbs,  and 
the  Gospel  is  preached  to  the  poor.  Spiritual  fa- 
vors, as  they  are  more  precious,  so  are  they  more 
numerous.  Two-thirds,  at  least,  of  the  pilgrims 
confess  and  communicate,  and  the  yearly  concourse 
amounts  to  more  than  one  hundred  thousand. 

Thus  are  realized,  to  the  letter,  tllte  promises  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  to  Benedetta :     "I  will  have  a 
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chnrch  built  here  for  the  honor  of  my  Son  and 
mine,  wIjctc  many  sinners  sliull  Ik-  convt'rtcd." 

LEGENDS  or  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN.— VI. 


From  the  Prison  to  the  Stake. — Oontinned. 


BouiUnc  mntie  liis  confession  with  ail  the  sigiis 
of  sineere  repentance.  When  the  Francisciui  spoke 
to  him  of  the  infinite  mercy  of  God,  and  declared 
to  him,  in  the  name  of  jleaven,  that  all  his  ini- 
quities wen;  l>lotte«l  out,  the  rohlx-r  melted  into 
tears.  "Oh!"  he  exclaimed,  "what  pen:incecouhl 
ever  have  ac«]uitted  nu«^l  IIow  mucli  reason  have 
not  I  to  return  thanks  to  JIary,  who  ha.'*  ol)tained 
for  me  the  pernnssion  to  otter  my  life  to  God  in 
order  to  cancel  my  crimes !" 

"  Yes,  my  frieml,  you  shall  make  the  .sacrifice  of 
your  life  to  God,  and  an  offl-ring  of  your  suffer- 
ings. If  your  sins  have  been  enormous,  the  pun- 
ishment shall  also  i)e  great." 

"  I  fear  that  my  sufferings  shall  hardly  be  com- 
mensunite  with  my  crimes?  What  is  death?  I 
have  frequently  not  been  farther  from  death  than 
the  thickne:ss  of  a  leaf;  and  I  assure  you  that  it  is 
a  great  mistake  to  be  afiiud  of  it  at  a  distance. 
I  shall  suffer  death  as  willingly  as  I  would  (juaff 
a  bowl  of  wine,  and  God  will  be  very  indulgent 
to  me  if  He  is  satisfied  with  so  slight  an  expiation." 

"You  do  not,  then,  know  how  you  are  to  die? 
You  are  condemned  to  die  at  the  stake !" 

"God  l)e  praise<l  for  that!  Fire  is  the  only 
kind  of  pain  that  I  am  not  familiar  with.  Be- 
sides, that  will  accustom  me  to  the  llames  of 
purgatory." 

"  Such  a  death  will  free  you  entirely  from  them, 
if  you  meet  it  in  a  holy  manner." 

They  spent  the  rest  of  the  <lay  in  pious  conver- 
flation.  The  penitent  never  grew  tired  listening 
to  the  exhortations  of  his  confessor-.  But,  like  a 
good  shepherd,  who  leaves  his  faithful  tiock  in 
the  fold  and  goes  in  se.ircli  of  the  lost  sheep,  the 
Religious,  in  a  manner  forgetting  Bouillac,  whose 
conversion  seemed  certain,  returned  over  and 
again  in  thouglit  to  the  turret  and  to  the  poor  im- 
penitent robber  within  its  wails.  Bouillac  j)er- 
ceived  his  distraction,  and  said  :  "  You  are,  per- 
haps, thinking  of  Soudriol.  When  he  has  once 
taken  a  resolution,  twenty  swords  presented  to  his 
breast  could  not  turn  him  from  it." 

"Nevertheless,  I  ougl>t  to  try.  I  must  not  give 
him  up  until  the  last  moment.  He  has  now  had 
time  to  become  calm,  and  reflect." 

"  You  do  not  kncnv  him.  The  more  yon  show 
your  anxiety  for  his  sjilvation,  the  more  obstinate 
he  will  be.  Pretend  that  ytm  h:ive  abandoned 
him.  I  shall  speak  to  him  ujyself  But,  Father, 
tell  me — are  we  to  be  executed  before  dawn?" 

"An  hour  after  sunrise." 

"lleturn  a  little  earlier,  and  I  shall  tell  you  how 
I  liave  succeeded." 

"  Yes;  your  advice  is,  I  think,  the  be.st.  Induce 
him  to  repent.  What  glorj-  it  would  be  for  you, 
if  you  succeeded  in  snatching  him  from  hell,tol»e 
able  to  present  your  friend  to  Go<l  for  your  justi- 
fieition,  saying:  'Lord,  I  have  offended  Thee,  but 


if  I  hare  lost  my  own  soul,  here  is  coo  that  I  have 

gained  for  Thee!" " 

The  archers  recon<lucted  Bouillac  to  the  turret 
As  they  opened  the  dfM)r,  they  heard  a  deep  groan ; 
and.  going  in  cautiously,  they  found  Soudriol  ly- 
ing on  the  fl<M»r,  with  his  face  <lownward,  in  a  pocd 
of  blcMxl.  Raising  him  up,  they  restore<l  aninui- 
tion  by  bathing  his  face  in  c»ld  water,  afTter  which 
they  carried  him  to  the  wall.  The  niblK-r  allowed 
himself  to  be  dragged  along,  and  sank  upon  the 
floor  as  if  too  weak  to  remain  standing. 

"Did  you  try  to  kill  yourself?"  asked  one  of 
the  armed  men.  "  Could  you  not  liavc  patience 
for  one  day  more  ?" 

Soudrioi  answered  only  in  stifled  sobs.  Whon 
he  saw  that  they  ag:nn  tied  the  knot  which  he 
had  rent  a.sunder,  and  even  substitute*!  a  stronger 
rope,  he  broke  out  anew  in  sighs  and  lamenta- 
tions. His  l)ody,  he  said,  was  all  Itniise*! ;  his 
pains  were  excruciating;  he  shouM  die  Iwrfore 
morning;  it  was  l>arl»arous  thus  to  leave  him  in 
agony  for  two  days;  justice  required  him  to  die 
only  once,  but — 

"Two  days!"  exclaimed  the  archer,  interrupt- 
ing him.  "  Be  console*!.  Your  agony  shall  be  a 
sli  )rt  one.  This  time  to-morrow  your  sufferings 
shall  have  an  end." 

"  In  this  world,  at  all  events,"  added  Bouillac 

"If  you  give  way  to  so  many  lamentations  in 
consequence  of  a  tew  scratches,  wliat  will  be  your 
feelings  when  the  flames  peel  off  and  devour 
every  inch  of  flesh  on  your  body?" 

"If  you  had  a  spark  of  compassion  forme," 
said  Soudriol,  "you  would  dispatch  me  with  one 
blow." 

"  If  you  had  shown  mercy  to  the  many  unhappy 
ones  whom  you  assassinated,  you  Wfndd  not  now 
need  to  implore  us  to  grant  you  what  is  not  in 
our  power." 

"  If  you  are  not  better  than  I  am,  why  do  you 
punish  me?" 

"  You  have  too  much  courage,  my  friend.  We 
should  not  like  to  dvprive  our  comrades  of  the 
money  given  them  f»r  preparing  the  stake,  and 
the  people  of  the  plea-jure  of  seeing  you  treated  as 
you  deserve." 

The  archers  then  retired,  and  the  two  robbers 
remaine<l  alone  in  prison. 

Day  began  to  wear  in  the  turret.  Darkness 
was  spreading  its  deep  and  dreamful  shades  un- 
der the  vaults.  JSoudriol  was  .seated  on  the  floor, 
and  Bouillac  sto(Ml  in  silence  looking  at  him. 

"  Have  you  suffered  much,"  he  asked.  The 
other  answered  by  a  hissing  sneer.  "But  where 
did  so  nuich  ■  blood  c(mic  from?"  continued 
Bouillac 

"Can  you  not  imagine?  WheTJ  I  had  alm-^st 
gnawed  the  rope  asunder,  I  became  impatient,  and 
pulled  it  from  the  wall  with  so  much  viidence, 
that  I  fell  back  to  the  ground." 

"  Your  cries  ami  groans,  then,  were  only — " 

"I  scratched  mvseltV  interrupted  the  other; 
"but,  as  I  found  th.at  my  first  plan  proved  impracti- 
cable, I  had  projected  another:  which  must  have 
l)ecn  successful,  if  1  had  moved  the  archers  so  far 
to  ctmipassion  as  to  remove  me  from  this  place." 
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"  You  iTiust  not  think  of  it ;  our  doom  is  sealed." 

"  .Then  your  conversion  did  not  procure  a  par- 
don for  you  either?" 

"  I  trust  that  it  did — before  God." 

"  Why,  then,  are  you  still  in  irons  ?" 

"  It  is  precisely  by  the  ordeal  of  suflfering  that 
I  am  to  obtain  pardon  and  mercy." 

"  Then  you  shall  be  burned  with  me  ?" 

"  Such  is  my  expectation." 

"  You  are  indeed  well  repaid  for  your  coward- 
ice and  base  hypocrisy,  in  not  gaining  any  thing 
by  it." 

"  I  am  not  a  hypocrite.  I  acted  with  all  frank- 
ness, and  I  should  never  have  confessed,  had  I  not 
been  sincerely  repentant." 

"  You  need  riot  try  to  deceive  me  ;  you  have  no 
cause  to  be  afraid,  as  I  shall  not  betray  you ;  and, 
besides,  what  does  it  matter  ?" 

"I  swear  to  you  that  I  am  happy  to  efface  my 
crimes  by  expiating  them  in  the  flames." 

"  Then  I  have  been  strangely  mistaken  in  you. 
I  considered  you  my  equal ;  I  thought  you  were 
stout-hearted  and  defiant." 

"  Call  my  conduct  what  you  please.  Even  be- 
fore I  was  captured  I  had  some  serious  reflections. 
As  I  lay  among  the  mountains,  with  my  eyes  raised 
toward  Heaven,  and  listened  to  the  wind  howl- 
ing above,  and  heard  the  foaming  waves  of  the 
torrents  thundering  at  my  feet  beneath,  I  thought 
that  it  was  not  man  who  had  divided  the  plain 
into  rivers,  vallies  and  precipices ;  I  thought  it 
was  not  man  who  had  laid  the  foundations  of  the 
hills,  and  spanned  the  firmament  like  a  tent  under 
which  I  was  sleeping.  My  conclusion  was,  that 
if  man  could  not  execute  such  gigantic  works, 
there  must  be  a  God." 

"  How  very  learned  you  have  become !  Have 
you  learned  to  read  also  ?" 

"  We  do  not  require  learning  to  read  the  book 
of  creation.  I  am  sure  that  you  also  have  observed 
the  rivers  and  mountains." 

"But  as  nobody  has  seen  the  beginning  of  the 
world,  neither  you  nor  any  body  else  can  say  that 
it  ever  had  a  beginning.  If  it  had  always  been 
in  existence,  it  is  not  necessary  to  have  recourse 
to  the  supposition  of  a  God  in  order  to  explain 
its  creation." 

"  But  if  He  did  not  maintain  the  order  which 
He  has  estal^lished  in  His  work,  would  not  all  tlie 
parts  composing  it  have  long  ago  fallen  asunder; 
and  would  they,  without  rebellion  or  resistance, 
continue  to  perform  their  prescribed  functions  ? 
If  we  had  not  I^een  at  the  head  of  our  comrades, 
to  force  obedience  and  keep  them  in  restraint, 
would  they  have  executed  our  plans?" 

"  Su))posing,  then,  tliat  there  is  a  God,  you 
yourself  will  admit  tliat  every  one  has  his  partic- 
ular task.  What  follows  then  ?  As  the  lambs  and 
the  chamois  are  made  to  feed  the  wolves  and  the 
vultures,  so  also  men  cannot  live  unless  they  eat 
each  other.  When  we  robbed  and  even  killed 
travelers  who  offered  resistance,  we  were  not 
more  guilty  than  the  wolves  and  vultures.  Man 
made  the  laws :  fear  dictated  them,  and  it  is  only 
strength  of  numbers  which  supports  them.  As 
there  is  no  merit  in  obeying  them,  neither  is  there 


'  any  crime  in  violating  them,  when  it  can  be  done 
with  impunity." 

Bouillac  did  not  know  how  to  reply  to  this 
reasoning — and  no  wonder.  If  we  take  away  the 
idea  of  God,  we  cannot  establish  a  law.  On  what 
should  it  be  based  ?  On  public  opinion  ?  We  have 
seen  the  people  applaud  the  most  monstrous 
crimes,  and  raise  altars  to  the  most  execrable  cul- 
prits. And  what  man  of  sense  would  make  pub- 
lic feeling  liis  guide,  since  it  is  so  fickle  in  its  ca- 
•prices,  and  sometimes  so  august  in  its  prejudices 
and  partialities.  Codes  of  laws  would  have  no 
other  authority  than  brute  force,  and  he  who  could 
defy  that  power,  or  escape  from  it,  might  there 
indulge  all  his  passions  and  whims.  The  most 
shameless  robbers  migh  complain  of  the  iniquity 
of  the  judges  who  condemned  them.  Soudriol 
was  right. 

Both  remained  silent ;  and  Bouillac,  who  was 
not  a  very  profound  theologian,  busied  himself 
thinking  of  argiunents  to  meet  his  companion. 
"  It  is,"  lie  said  at  last,  "  a  very  poor  compliment 
to  man  to  compare  him  to  the  most  cruel  of  beasts; 
moreover,  in  your  comparison,  man  is  worse  than 
the  wolves  and  the  vultures ;  for  they  do  not  de- 
vour animals  of  their  own  .sjjecies,  neither  do  they 
usually  lay  snares  for  them.  I  feel  that  I  am  su- 
perior to  mere  beasts,  and  I  believe  that  I  have  a 
soul  which  they  have  not — a  soul  capable  of  dis- 
tinguishing between  good  and  evil,  arid  that 
wolves  have  no  idea  of  such  a  distinction.  When 
I  did  evil,  it  was  not  through  ignorance.  I  knew 
that  the  men  whom  I  slew  bad  as  great  a  right  to 
live  as  I  had,  and  I  have  never  been  so  proud  as 
to  think  that  God  sent  men  into  this  world,  and 
kept  them  in  existence  for  thirty  or  forty  years, 
that  I  might  assassinate  them  at  pleasure." 

"And  if  they  were  not  destined  to  perish  on 
that  particular  day,  and  in  that  particular  man- 
ner, why  did  your  God  deliver  them  to  us  ?  If  He 
gave  them  to  us,  we  did  His  will ;  and  if  we  dis- 
ol)eyed  Him,  then  He  is  not  so  attentive  to  earthly 
things  as  you  repi'csent  Him." 

"  In  order  to  know  God's  motives  in  permitting 
the  death  of  these  men,  it  would  be  necessary  to 
enter  into  His  decrees,  and  assist  at  His  delibera- 
tions, lie  could  have  provided  us  with  other  vic- 
tims, or  He  could  have  saved  those  whom  we 
killed.  At  all  events,  accusations  against  His  provi- 
dence and  rejoicings  atHLs  negligence  would  come 
from  us  with  much  better  grace  if  we  were  free 
and  victorious.  Now,  that  we  are  at  the  very 
threshold  of  execution,  with  irons  round  our  hands, 
feet  and  waist,  it  seems  to  me  that  the  best  thing 
would  be  to  implore  His  clemency." 

"  It  is  not  certain  that  He  exists." 

"  It  is  only  too  certain,  on  the  contrary.  And 
believing  in  His  existence,  I  am  resolved  to  keep 
near  to  Him,  at  all  hazards." 

"  Pray  and   tremble,"  said  Soudriol,   "  if  that 
amuses  you.    I  sliall  not  pray  ;  I  shall  defy  Him 
if  He  exists,  and  insult  Him  to  His  face." 
[to  be  contixced.] 
«» 

Oun  dwelling  must  be  in  Heaven,  and  all 
things  of  the  earth  are  only  to  be  looked  upon  as 
passing  by. 
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Oar  Lady  of  the  Infirmary. 

"  Sulua  infirmoruiH — ora  pro  nobU  /" 
All  clothed  in  white,  the  tiny  beds 

Hi'rtd  closely  to  the  wall ; 
0«r  Ljidy  ofth'  Inflnnnry 

Smiles  sweetly  down  on  all. 

The  children  moan  upon  their  beds, 

They  tosH  in  feverish  ])lig!it ; 
"Look  up,  O  weary  little  ones, 

Aud  ease  your  aching  sight. 

Upon  you  all,  from  yonder  wall, 

Smiles  our  own  Lady  dear  !" 
The  children  gaze,  hi  soft  amaze,- 

And  with  a  wondrous  cheer. 

The  Sister's  voice  goes  mildly  on; 

"  So  smiled,  that  Christmas-day, 
Our  Lady,  as  they  laid  her  Son 

Upon  His  bed  of  hay. 

The  tears  stood  on  her  Babe's  pale  cheek, — 

But  Jesus,  as  a  chiM, 
Gave  l)ack  a  look  of  Ijlesscdncss, 

Whenever  Mary  smiled. 

She  smiles  on  you,  my  little  ones, 

Just  as  she  smiled  that  day 
On  her  dear  Jesus,  as  he  moaned 

On  His  rough  crib  of  hay. 

And  who,  of  all  my  sick  ones  dear. 

Will  not  n  grateful  smile 
Return  to  Mary,  who  thus  deigns 

His  anguish  to  beguile'?" 

The  suflFering  faces,  bright'ning,  turned 

To  Mary  on  the  wall. 
And  gleams  of  Bethlehem's  cradle-love 

Transfigured  each  and  all. 

Let  us  say  boldly,  with  Saint  Bernard,  that  wc 
have  need  of  a  mediator  with  the  Mediator  Him- 
self and  that  it  is  the  divine  Mary  who  is  the  most 
capable  of  filling  that  charitable  office.  It  is  by 
her  that  Jesus  Christ  came,  and  it  is  by  her  that 
we  must  go  to  Him.  If  we  fear  to  go  directly  to 
Jesus  Christ,  our  God,  whether  because  of  His  in- 
finite greatness,  or  because  of  our  vileness,  or  be- 
cause of  our  sins,  let  us  boldly  implore  the  aid 
and  intercession  of  Mary  our  Mother.  She  is  good, 
she  is  tender,  she  has  nothing  in  her  austere  or 
repulsive,  nothing  too  sublime  and  too  brilliant. 
Ih  seeing  her,  we  see  our  pure  nature.  She  is  not 
the  sun,  who,  by  the  vivacity  of  its  rays,  blinds 
us  because  of  our  weakness  ;  but  she  is  fair  and 
gentle  as  the  moon,  which  receives  the  light  of 
the  sun,  and  tempers  it  to  render  it  more  suitable 
to  our  capacity.  She  is  so  charitable  that  she  re- 
pels none  of  those  who  ask  her  intercession,  no 
matter  how  great  sinners  they  have  been  ;  for,  as 
the  Saints  say,  never  has  it  Ijeen  heard  since  the 
world  was  the  world,  that  any  one  has  confidently 
and  perseveringly  had  recourse  to  our  Blessed 
Lady,  and  yet  has  been  repel  led. 

Chuist  will  come  to  thee,  discovering  to  thee 
his  consolation,  if  thou  wilt  prepare  for  him  a  fit 
dwelling  within  thee. 


Weekly  Chronicle. 

Pius  IX — //m  Country  Sojourn-^VUit* — Chrt/n- 
irle  of  Mitrino — Ciinoniz^itiont — Dtutk  of  Very 
Rit.  Mr.  (HlinB—Tlic  Jiish/p  Elect  of  AVxiny — 
Piiriton  Broicnloic  on  Cut/iolic  Eduoition. 
RoMK. — Our  good  Father  is  continuing  in  his 
country  sojourn  the  active  and  beneficent  life 
which  he  led  in  the  mid.st  of  us.  And  so,  on  Sat- 
urday last,  the  22d  ult.,  he  honored  the  town  of 
Albano  with  his  presence.  His  first  visit  there 
was,  as  in  eveiy  place  he  visits,  to  the  Cathedral 
and  the  Ble.»ised  Sacrament,  and  it  was  in  the  sac- 
risty of  the  church  that  he  received  the  homage  of 
the  local  authorities  and  chief  inhabitants.  He 
went  thence  on  foot  to  the  Convent  of  the  Capu- 
chin Nuns,  whom  he  blessed  and  rejoiced  especi- 
ally by  his  kind  attention.  The  population  of  old 
Alba  showed  themselves  worthy  rivals  of-Rome 
in  their  cnthus'iasm  for  their  Pope  aud  King.  A 
worthy  professor  of  literature  at  the  local  semin- 
ary duly  expressed  the  loyal  feeling  of  his  fellow- 
townsmen  in  an  address  in  choice  Latin,  to  which 
the  Pater  optimiix  resj^nded  with  ready  and  kind- 
ly scholai-ship.  Twenty-four  little  girls,  chosen 
among  the  prettiest  of  that  far-famed  race  of  Al- 
bano, were  very  busy,  with  all  childish  earnest- 
ness, in  keeping  the  Pope's  way  strewn  with  flow- 
ers wherever  he  set  foot  in  the  streets. 

On  Saturday,  the  23rd,  the  Holy  Father  offered 
the  Holy  Sacrifice  in  the  Chapel  of  the  Papal 
Palace  in  Castel  Gandolfo,  and  went  thence  to 
the  parish  church  of  St.  Thomas  of  Villanova, 
where,  after  having  heard  the  3Iass  of  one  of  his 
chaplains,  he  ordered  Mgr.  Bartolini,  Secretary  of 
the  Congregation  of  Rites,  to  read  the  decree  stat- 
ing that  the  solemn  Canonization  of  the  Blessed 
Germaine  Cousin,  a  lay  virgin  and  shepherdess, 
of  the  village  of  Pibrac,  near  Toulouse,  in  France, 
could  be  saiely  proceeded  with.  The  Holy  Father 
himself  spoke  on  the  occasion  in  answer  to  the 
thanks  expressed  by  the  Postulator  of  the  Canoni- 
zation process. 

On  Tuesday  the  Pope's  walk  led  him  to  the 
sanctuary  of  Galloro,  beyond  Albano,  where  a 
miraculous  image  of  our  Blessed  Lady  is  kept  in 
the  church  of  the  Jesuits'  residence.  The  Holy 
Father  went  in  to  venerate  onr  Lady's  favored 

gicture,   and  .received    the    Benediction    of  the 
lessed  Sacrament  from  his  Eminence  Cardinal  de 
Villecourt. 

The  town  of  Marino,  was  the  point  toward 
which  the  Holy  Father  turned  his  steps  in  the 
afternoon  of  Wednes<iay,  the  26th.  He  had  been 
requested,  some  time  ago,  by  a  deputation  from  its 
population,  to  appoint  a  day  for  such  a  favor.  Now, 
Marino,  whatever  our  Scotch  friends  may  say,  is  a 
sad  town.  Local  chroniclee  say  that,  once  upon  a 
time,  its  whole  population  was  swept  away  by  a 
pestilence ;  whereupon  the  Colonna  family,  who 
are  lords  of  the  manor,  as  well  as  many  other 
manors  up  and  down  the  Papal  States  and  the 
Kingdom  of  Naples,  made  a  selection  of  all  the 
individuals  of  whom  such  manors  were  anxious 
to  be  rid  of,  and  sent  them  to  Marino  to  people 
the  tenantless  domain.     Marino,  thus  eoumiaed. 
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somcwliat  after  the  fashion  of  Ronmn  beginnings, 
hiis  remained  woitliy  of  such  ancestry ;  and  the 
wihl  revenge  .of  th«  knife  is  iss  rife  in  it  as  in  any 
'\V(  stern  settlement  of  our  Yankee  cousins.  Oh,  for 
anotlier  Saint  Bernardine  of  Sienna,  and  liis  box- 
ing school  of  muscular  C'lirrstianity  '  No  wonder, 
tiien,  tliat  wlien  Pius  IX  was  invited  to  visit  so 
amiable  a  ilock,  lie  should  ob.serve  to  tlie  inviting 
deputation  that  he  did  not  much  like  to  go  anuing 
knives.  The  deputies  looked  foolish  and  said  some- 
thing al)out  more  police  being  wanted;  finally, 
they  spoke  al)out  the  great  expense  they  had  al- 
ready been  at  to  adorn  the  town,  in  the  confident 
hope  that  the  Holy  Father  would  not  refuse  them 
the  honor  he  is  granting  to  other  neighboring 
towns.  I  Ix'lieve  this  consideration  prevailed  on 
the  Pope's  kind  heart,  and  accordingly,  on  the 
Feast  of  St.  Anne,  after  visiting  t!ie  Convent  of 
the  Dominican  Nuns,  at  the  entrance  of  JIarino, 
the  Pope  went  to  the  chief  church  of  the  town  to 
l)ray  before  the  Blessed  Sacrument.  The  inhabit- 
ants were  overjoyed,  and  had  hastened  to  deco- 
rate the  streets  and  piazza  before  the  church,  where 
they  had  erected  a  copy  of  the  column  of  the  Im-  | 
maculate  Conception.  I  do  not  know  whether  the  ' 
pope  addressed  the  Marinesi  in  any  way  on  their 
dreadful  vice,  but  I  am  sure  that  this  visit  of  the 
Vicar  of  the  King  of  Peace  will  have  a  due  effect  j 
among  them,  and  that  the  all-provident  heart  of  { 
Pius  IX  will  not  fail  to  provide  for  their  urgent  i 
spiritual  wants.  The  mischief  is  that  now  in  Italj'-, 
as  in  Ireland,  designing  political  adventurers  often 
spoil  the  best  efforts  of  the  clergy,  and  flatter  the 
vices  of  the  people,  which  they  endeavor  to  turn 
to  their  own  account,  while  they  denounce  as  un- 
patriotic the  reproving  sincerity  of  the  only  ^true 
friends  and  moral  guides  of  the  nation. 

The  canonization  of  certain  Japanese  martyrs 
will  be  celebrated  at  Home  in  the  ensuing  year, 
and  the  occasion  will  be  availed  of.  according  to 
well-informed  sources  of  intelligence,  for  an  ag- 
gregate meeting  of  the  Catholic  hierarchy,  with 
the  object  of  advising  the  Pope  with  respect  to 
the  future  policy  of  the  Holy  See. 

Died. — The  Vei*y  Rev.  Edwakd  Timothy  Col- 
lins died  of  liver  complaint  and  dropsy,  on  Sat- 
urday, August  26th,  in  the  64th  year  of  his  age. 

Deceased  was  born  in  Philadelphia,  on  the  26th 
of  February,  1802.  He  entered  Mount  St.  Mary's 
College,  Emmitsburg,  Md.,  in  1823,  and  after 
com))leting  his  classical  and  theological  course  in 
that  institution,  was  ordained  priest  in  Cincinnati, 
•  in  18'32.  The  first  scene  of  his  missionary  labors 
was  in  the  city  and  vicinity  of  Dayton;  but  the 
scarcity  of  priests  at  that  time,  in  Ohio,  obliged 
him  to  visit,  in  the  discharge  of  his  ministerial 
duties,  many  and  distant  portions  of  the  Diocese. 
The  present  Archbishop  of  Cincinnati,  having  had 
an  opportunity  to  appreciate  the  fidelity  with 
which  the  Rev.  ]\Ir.  Collins  ])repared  himself  for 
the  sacred  ministry,  at  Mount  St.  Mary's,  and  the 
zeal  and  self-denial  with  which  he  had  discharged 
his  duty,  when  he  had  neither  church  nor  home, 
Ijrought  him  from  Dayton  to  Cincinnati,  and  made 
liim  his  Vicar-General.  * 


In  the  fatal  year  of  the  cholera,  the  Rev.  de- 
ceased labored  night  and  day,  with  untiring  pa- 
tience and  heroic  fortitude. 

Solemn  Pontifical  Mass  was  celebrated  for  the 
repose  of  his  soul,  in  the  Cathedral,  on  Monday 
morning,  by  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Rosecrans,  Verv 
Rev.  Edward  Puicell  l^ing  Assistant  Priest,  Rev. 
Mr.  Borges.s,  Deacon,  and  Rev.  Mr.  Albrinck,  Sub- 
deacon.  The  church  was  crowded  to  its  utmost 
capacity  by  the  religious  and  charitable  societies, 
tlu!  orphans  and  Sisters  of  Charity,  and  niany 
friends  of  the  deceased,  Catholics  and  non-Catho- 
lics, from  ev<ry  part  of  the  city,  an.xious  to  pay 
the  last  tril)ute  of  respect  and  gratitude  to  his 
memory  and  remains.  ]SIay  the  many  fervent 
prayers  that  were  offered  for  him  find  acceptance 
at  the  judgment  seat,  and,  as  the  Archbishop  who 
preiichecl  the  funeral  sermon  admonished  the  con- 
gregation and  his  Rev.  brethren,  his  instructions 
and  the  sacraments  he  administered,  and  the  good 
example  he  gave,  produce  the  desired  fruit. — OutJi. 
Tdiffivph. 

We  are  authorized  to  state  that  the  Apostolic 
Letters  apjjointing  the  Right  Rev.  Dr.  Conroy  to 
the  vacant  See  of  Albany  have  been  received  by 
the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  New  York.  They 
are  now  in  possession  of  the  Bishop  elect. 

The  Very  Rev.  Wm.  JlcCloskey,  D.  D.,  Rector 
of  the  American  College  in  Rome,  was  among  the 
passengers  of  the  Scotia  in  her  last  trip  to  this 
2)ort.  We  understand  that  he  intends  to  make  a 
stay  of  several  months  in  this  country,  in  the  in- 
terests of  the  college. — JV.  Y.  Tablet. 

Parson  Bkownlow  on  Catholic  EorcvTiON. 
— In  a  recent  number  of  the  Knoxville  Whig,  Par- 
son Brownlow  gives  the  following  opinion  of  our 
Catholic  Colleges:  "While  the  '-"resbyterians, 
Methodists  and  Baptists  have  been  spending  their 
eneigies  upon  politics,  and  trying  to  pull  down 
the  Government  and  to  build  up  a  bogus  one — 
annihilating  their  schools  and  colleges — the  Ro- 
man Catholics  have  been  devoting  their  energies 
to  their  religion,  and  hence  they  have  made  as- 
tonishing progress,  and  they  now  have  an  open 
field  and  a  free  fight,  almost  without  Protestant 
competitiem.  Many  of  the  Protestant  clergy  have 
taken  to  the  intemperate  use  of  ardent  spirits,  to 
jjrofane  swearing,  to  notorious  lewdness,  and  to 
(^pen  and  notorious  lying,  cheating  and  swindling. 
While  Protestant  ministers  in  the  South  have,  as 
a  general  thing,  fallen  from  grace,  di.^graced 
themselves,  and  destroyed  their  influence  for  good, 
the  Roman  Catholics  set  down  their  religion  as  of 
more  importance  than  politics,  kept  their  people 
together,  and  kept  their  schools  and  colleges  un- 
der way.  The  result  of  thus  minding  their  own 
busin^iss,  while  bad  men  and  designing  dema- 
gogues carried  on  the  war,  is  now  to  be  seen  in 
all  i^arts  of  the  United  States.  In  looking  over 
the  addresses  of  Catholics  to  their  graduating 
classes  they  confine  their  remaiks  to  their  classes; 
but  a  Protestant  at  the  North  dwells  upon  Negro 
Suffrage,  and  at  the  South  upon  the  glpries  of  the 
Confederacy — de  omnibus  quibu»  damnatia." 
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THE  APOSTLESHIF  OF  PBAYEB. 

Apostleship  of  the  Blessed  Ganisius. 

In  our  (Inys,  many  preiicli  licentious  lilicrty  and 
unfurl  the  hannt-r  of  corruption,  ami  very  many 
more  uckno\vle<lge  and  follow  it :  the  Cliurcli  has 
jxiwcrful  and  hypocritical  enemies.  It  is,  in  every 
respect,  a  revival  of  the  situation  of  Germany  in 
the  sixteenth  century.  Then.  lus  now,  there  were 
men  who  attacked  the  authority  of  the  Holy  See; 
then,  as  now,  there  were  (leserte<tainona.sterics  and 
neglected  churclu-s ;  Hishops  and  Prie.<t'<  were  tor- 
mented and  |xrseCMtcd  for  their  firmness  in  the 
faith  ;  princes  espoused  error,  and  protected  its 
propagators;  the  pre.vs  was  impious  and  obscene. 
A  man  who,  to  use  the  words  ol"  Saint  Bu'^il,  gave 
himself  entirely  to  the  Church,  8Uccee<U'd  in  calm- 
ing the  storm,  and  restoring  pence  and  ])rosperity 
to  religion.  In  raising  this  man  to  the  honors  of 
our  altars,  Pius  IX  proposes  him  to  us  iw  our 
model  in  the  troul)led  times  in  which  we  live, 
as  if  he  should  say:  "Follow  him,  and  victory  is 
yours." 

The  struggle  is  a  terrihlc  one,  the  enemy  for- 
midable, it  is  the  d'ity  of  every  one  of  us.  each 
according  to  liis  means  and  capacity,  to  coml)at 
nobly  and  incessantly,  like  Canisius,  that  we  may 
come  forth  triumphant  as  he  did.  At  the  age  of 
twenty-tive,,C  a"i-'*Ju>'  took  his  degrees  as  Doctor 
of  Divinity  in  the  University  of  Cologne.  The 
Archbi.shop  of  that  city  inclined  toward  heresy, 
and  most  of  the  inhabitant.s,  both  young  aH<l  old, 
were,  more  or  less,  his  disciples.  Canisius  began 
his  task  :  he  preached  dogmatic  sermon.s,  he  taught 
the  children  the  catechism,  he  corrected  the  errors 
of  all ;  and.  in  a'short  time  Cologne  regained  the 
purity  of  the  faith,  and  the  unworthy  Archt^ishop 
was  deposed.  Ingolstadt  was  the  rallying  point  of 
heresy,  impiety  and  libertinism.  Tlie  responsible 
functions  of  teaching  were  in  the  Imnds  of  protli- 
gate  profes-sors,  and  all  religious  life  seemed  ex- 
tinct in  the  people.  Canisius  came  forward,  com- 
bated heresy  in  the  University  and  in  the  churches, 
instructed  and  edified  the  people,  and  intwoj'cars 
repaired  an  evil  which  would  have  daunted  any 
one  less  zealous  and  courageous  than  himself. 

During  the  absence  of  the  sovereign,  heresy  had 
crejjt  into  the  Austrian  state,  was  rife  in  Vienna, 
an(l  making  fearful  havoc  in  all  classes  of  society  ; 
not  more  than  one-twentieth  jjart  of  the  inhabit- 
ants remaiiie<l  faithful  to  Catholicism,  and  even 
this  minority  shook  ominously;  noReligeousin  the 
convents,  no  students  in  the  seminaries ;  three  hun- 
dred parishes  were  without  pastors,  and  during 
the  twenty  years  immediately  preceding,  no  cleric 
had  i)re8ented  himself  as  a  candidate  for  Holy 
Orders.  Canisius,  assi.sted  by  a  few  Ueligious,  in 
the  face  of  menaces,  persecution  and  calumnies, 
began  the  work  of  regeneration.  The  servant  of 
God  multiplied  himself  in  order  to  meet  the  enemy 
at  all  points.  If  a  pe.st  l)roke  out,  he  showed  so 
much  abnegation  and  charity  that  no  one  could  re- 
sist him,  and  his  success  was  complete.  The  three 
hundre<l  parishes  were  provided  with  pastors, 
the    seminaries   repeoplcd,  the    doctrine  of  the 


University  purgwl,  and  the  apostolic  man  left 
this  «ene  of  labor  only  to  continue  the  same  work 
of  preaching  in  many  of  the  cities  of  Northern 
Kurope — in  Prague,  Brisa«-h.  Stniubingen,  Uatix- 
bon,  Augsburg,  WCirtsburg,  Friixjurg  iu  Switzer- 
land, etc. 

Canisius  was  excectlingly  active  and  very 
learne«l.  Whilst  engaged  in  his  apostolic  travels, 
he  found  time  to  prepare  and  publish  a  correct 
edition  of  the  works  of  Saint  Cyril  of  Alexandria 
and  of  yuint  Leo  the  Great,  correct  the  IJible  of 
Erusmu.s,  write  an  admirable  commentary  cm  the 
reform  of  the  clergy  and  people,  translate  Osiiis, 
revi.He  the  Breviary  and  Martyrology  of  Germany, 
publish  selections  fnmi  the  letters  of  Saint  Jer- 
ome and  an  edition  of  the  works  of  Saint  Cyp- 
rian, compose  a  catechism  Avliich  the  sovereigns 
of  Germany  and  Spain  adopted  for  their  States, 
write  two  voluminous  works  against  the  heretics 
of  Magdeburg,  instructions  on  the  Gosjx-ls  and  the 
reception  of  the  Sacraments. 

TIk-  ability  displayed  by  Canisius  in  religious 
matters  was  hardly  le.ss  aitmirable  than  his  activ- 
ity and  learning.  Thi^  he  proved  in  tlie  Council 
of  Trent,  in  which  he  sat  as  theologian  to  Cardi- 
nal TrucliK's,  when  he  raised  his  voice  in  the 
famous  conference  of  Worms,  and  bj'  merely  pro- 
posing one  question  to  his  adversaries  showed  how 
dis.sentient  were  the  opinions  of  the  leaders  of 
heresy  in  the  fundamental  points  of  religion;  this 
he  also  provcfl  in  the  delicate  mi.ssions  intrusted 
to  him  by  the  Emperor  Ferdinand,  many  Bishops, 
and  the  Duke  of  Bavaria.  His  genuine  earnest- 
ness was  irresistible,  and  his  manner  overcame 
even  the  most  hostile. 

liis  courage  withstood  every  trial.  During  the 
fifty  years  of  his  ministiy,  the  Beatified  suffered, 
without  complaint  or  (hjtction.  all  the  invectives 
and  lies  hurled  against  him  l>y  his  exasperated 
enemies,  who  never  forgave  him  for  defeating 
them  so  often.  He  was  publiclj' abused  as  a  hyp- 
ocrite and  lurttic  !  on  the  roa«ls  from  Vienna  and 
Prague  he  was  waylaid  by  men  sent  to  a.ssassinate 
him  ;  he  was  pelted  with  stones  and  covered  with 
mu<l ;  they  even  tore  him  from  the  altar  when 
celebrating  the  divine  mysteries;  but  his  noble 
soul  ever  remained  firm,  liis  words  are :  "  I  return 
thanks  to  Jesus  Christ  for  having  exposed  me  to 
tile  barking  and  biting  of  the  innovators,  men 
whose  doctrine  the  Church  has  condemnecit  and 
shall  be  an  abomination  to  posterity.  Their  sen- 
tences and  condemnations  I  have  never  heeded, 
and  I  consider  jK-rsecution  from  the  enemies  of 
the  Church  the  highest  eulogy  of  my  conduct." 
.  Such  was  the  Blessed  Peter  Canisius  in  his 
attachment  to  the  Church.  He  cons<cnited  all 
his  energy,  all  his  knowledge,  all  his  business- 
talent  to  its  siip|xirt,  its  defence  and  its  service, 
never  stopping  to  consider  the  fatigue,  the  CJil- 
umnies,  the  insults,  the  risks,  the  probabilities  of 
death  by  violence  which  everywhere  lay  on  his 
path.  Totum  xe  tnuIuNt  Mutrt  E<-rIrjiur,  and  that 
constantly  and  with  heroic  generosity.  Such  also 
is  the  example  now  given  by  the  Viear  of  Jesus 
Christ  to  his.  faithful  children;  let  us  follow  it. 
We    have   activity,   influence,  wealth,  resources. 
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ability ;  let  us  then  give,  consecrate  them  to  so 
great'a  mother.  Let  us  labor  according  to  our 
means  and  strength.  Effort  is  now  more  neces- 
sary than  ever.  Let  us  not  give  time  to  indolence 
and  useless  complaints.  Jesus  Christ  has  prom- 
ised us  the  victory  :  to  work,  then,  in  the  footsteps 
of  Peter  Canisius!  This  is  our  rallying  cry. 
— . «». —   - 

The  Era  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus. 

"  Lord,  where  are  Thy  ancient  mercies,  accord- 
ing to  what  Thou  didst  swear  to  David  in  Thy 
truth?  Be  mindful,  O  Lord,  of  the  reproach  of 
Thy  servants  (which  I  have  held  in  my  bosom)  of 
many  nations ;  wherewith  Thy  eneu^ies  have  re- 
proached, O  Lord ;  wherewith  they  have  re- 
proached the  change  of  Thy  Christ."  (Psalm 
lx.xxviii,  50.) 

Such  were  the  wailings  of  the  Jews  when  cap- 
tives in  BaI)ylon ;  and  perhaps  these  words  fell 
from  the  lips  of  David  Avhen  he  received  the  visit 
of  the  angel.  The  people  of  God  had  then  lost  all 
hope  of  Redemption.  After  a  prostrated  schism,  and 
many  prevarications  equally  culpable,  Israel  and 
Juda  fell  into'  the  hands  of  their  enemies;  the 
l^romised  land  was  laid  waste,  the  temple  over- 
thrown, the  chosen  peo})le  expiated  their  rebellion 
and  ingratitude  in  disgraceful  bondage,  and  the 
throne  of  David,  which  was  to  last  as  long  as  the 
sun,  was  shivered  in  the  dust.  The  future  held 
out  no  encouragement ;  and  the  generation  which 
had  witnessed  the  gloi-y  of  Juda  had  passed  away, 
and  that  which  was  born  in  slavery  forgot  that 
they  had  ever  belonged  to  a  free  nation. 

Just  then  the  angel  Gabriel  assured  the  Prophet 
that  the  promises  made  to  David  were  about  to 
be  realized.  He  announced  one  deliverance  which 
was  the  figure,  the  beginning  of  a  second  and 
complete  deliverance;  he  named  the  precise  hour 
of  the  advent  of  Ciirist.  The  situation  of  the 
new  people  of  God  is,  at  this  moment,  like  that  of 
the  ancient  jjeople  when  ca])tive  in  Babylon.  If 
the  Church  does  not  everywhere  undergo  material 
cajitivity,  in  the  person  of  her  ministere  and  chil- 
dren, there  is  .scarcely  a  country  in  which  her 
principles  are  not  subjected  to  a  moral  and  more 
dreadful  oppression.  For  the  last  five  centuries 
the  Kingdom  of  Jesus  Christ,  which  can  alone 
give  peace,  and  which  she  has  constantly  labored 
to  establish,  has  been  torn  and  disturbed  by  a 
coaTition  of  the  strongest  passions  in  the  heart  of 
man.  One  half  of  the  countries  in  which  she 
held  sway  has  been  snatched  from  her  by  heresy 
and  schism,  and  inci'edulity  prevails  extensively 
in  those  which  remained  more  faithful.  In  our 
times,  the  rebellion  against  Christ  and  His  Church 
is  general  and  triumphant.  It  is  no  longer  a  na- 
tion, it  is  no  longer  a  coLtinent,  but  it  is  the  spirit 
of  in"dern  times,  which  is  resolved  to  shake  off  her 
authority,  cost  what  it  may;  and  those  who  would 
defend  this  authority  are  brow  beaten  and  crushed 
by  all  the  influence  and  power  wielded  by  this 
same  modern  spirit. 

Whence  shall  we  obtain  help  ?  Shall  it  be  from 
infidel  nations,  now  rapidly  losing  their  moral 
life,  and  even  their  material  influence  ?  Shall  it 
be  from  heretical  nations,  from  whom  the  last 


vestige  of  Christian  faith  is  disappearing?  We 
must  be  very  blind  indeed  not  to  see  the  progress 
of  the  evil.  An  impious  ])ress  is  busy  seeking  to 
undermine  all  feelings  of  faith ;  and  this  deplora- 
ble contagion  is  spreading  rapidly,  not  only  in 
our  large  towns,  but  in  all  ranks  of  society,  even 
among  those  who  were  formerly  obedient  to  the 
Churcli.  Those  who  do  not  succumb  to  increduli- 
ty, fall  into  .skepticism.  Faith  is  not  firm  even 
in  the  hearts  of  those  who  have  retained  certain 
practices  of  religion,  and  the  spirit  of  Cliristian- 
ity  is  frequently  found  very  much  distorted  under 
external  piety. 

Our  enemies  prevail !  Heretics,  deists,  panthe- 
ists, atheists,  all  join  in  hateful  joy  at  the  pros- 
pect of  the  overthrow  of  the  Papacy.  In  imagina- 
tion they  already  see  crumbling  in  ruins  the  en- 
tire structure  of  which  the  Papacy  is  the  corner- 
stone, and  they  can  hardly  restrain  their  exulta- 
tion !  Where,  then,  tliey  say,  are  those  promises 
of  immortality  of  which  you  boasted?  Where  is 
the  triumph  of  which  you  spoke  to  us  but  yester- 
day? Where  are  those  hopes  with  which  your 
saints  and  prophets  lulled  you  into  security?  You 
are  forsaken  ;  Heaven  heeds  not  your  prayers,  and 
the  rock  upon  which  your  Church  is  built,  is  even 
now  tottering,  so  that  one  shock  more  shall  re- 
duce it  to  an  immense  ruin. 

Thus  speak  our  enemies ;  and  we  must  admit 
many  are  needlessly  saddened  by  J;heir  threats. 
Like  the  disciples  whom  Jesus  met  on  the  road  to 
Emaus,  they  find  the  ordeal  painfully  long,  and 
think  that  rescue  ought  to  have  come  before  now. 
We  were  induced  to  Jiope,  say  they,  that  the  defi- 
nition of  the  dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion would  put  an  end  to  our  troubles;  but  since 
then  they  seem  to  have  only  thi^ened  around  us. 
We  received  the  devotion  to  the  Heart  of  Jesus  as 
the  beginning  of  our  regeneration,  but  since  its 
adoption  affairs  have  become  only  more  dispirit- 
ing. Have  not  our  hopes  been  vain !  And  if  not 
vain,  when  shall  we  see  their  realization? 

This  question  has  been  put  to  us  by  many 
Christians  who  would  gladly  indulge  hope.  Oth- 
ers again  have  taken  their  own  course,  and  have 
made  up  their  minds  not  to  expect  any  thing  in 
this  world,  and  do  not  understand  why  we  do  not 
agree  with  them.  You  are  mistaken,  they  tell  us, 
if  you  ever  expect  to  see  truth  and  justice  tri- 
umphant here  on  eailh,  since  it  is  only  in  Heav- 
en that  such  a  thing  can  take  place.  More  than 
ever  *' the  whole  world  is  seated  in  wickedness." 
(1  John,  V,  19.)  Society  would  have  been  happy, 
if  it  had  obeyed  Jesus  Christ ;  but  it  revolted, 
and  must  take  the  consequences  of  its  rebellion. 
To  hope  that  it  shall  ever  be  perfectly  cured  of 
its  mortal  maladies  is  to  expect  a  miracle  which 
God  is  not  bound  to  perform  for  His  unfaithful  crea- 
tures, a  miracle  of  which  history  affords  no  prece- 
dent. Let  us  rather  turn  to  Heaven  and  implore 
some  relief,  some  respite  in  the  midst  of  our 
storms.  We  may,  if  you  like,  continue  our  prayer, 
"  Thy  kingdom  come ;  Thy  will  be  done  on  earth 
as  in  Heaven ;"  but,  whilst  we  pray  thus,  let  us  be 
convinced  that  this  Kingdom  shall  ^M>i  come  ex- 
cept in  Heaven.     (To  be  continued.) 
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ST.  PATRIOK'S  DREAM.-Oontinued. 

Ai)proaching  the  edge  of  the  cliflfs,  he  called 
his  sister,  who  still  was  carelessly  lingering  on  the 
beach  below 

• "  Darerca,  it  is  getting  late,  and  there  will  be  a 
stonn  before  long.  Pray  come  and  help  me  to 
gather  the  flock  together  before- 1  drive  them 
back."   . 

The  little  girl  heard,  and  scrambled  up  by  a 
rough  and  rugged  path ;  but  instead  ot  going 
near  her  brother,  she  made  her  way  home  a.s  quick- 
ly as  possible,  being  equally  anxious  to  secure  her 
share  of  the  supper  and  to  escape  the  threatened 
snow.  Patricius  was  obliged  to  collect  tiie  sheep 
as  well  as  he  could,  alone.  "NVhen  he  had  done  so 
he  knelt  for  a  few  minutes  to  say  his  last  prayers 
that  day  before  what  we  may  call  his  simple  altar ; 
but  as  he  rose  there  suddenly  aj)peared  close  be- 
fore him  a  large  and  ravenous-looking  wolf  The 
forests  of  Gaul  in  those  days  aboundetl  with  such 
animals,  but  it  was  only  when  pressed  l>y  hunger 
that  tiiey  ventured  from  their  hiding-places  into 
the  presence  of  man. 

The  sudden  fright  made  the  hair  on  the  boy's 
hvftd  stand  upright ;  he  screamed  for  help,  shouted, 
and  clapped  his  hands;  but  the  determined  wolf 
ha<l  already  fi.xcd  on  his  prey,  and  he  was  not  to 
be  baulked.  In  another  minute  he  seized  upon 
his  victim,  the  youngling  of  the  flock,  a  tender 
white  lamb,  and  bore  it  off  so  swiftly  that  it  was 
in  vain,  even  had  it  been  safe,  to  follow  him. 
Patricius,  indeed,  ran  a  little  distance  in  pursuit ; 
but  just  then  there  fell  several  thick  snow-flakes, 
which,  soon  increasing  in  number,  prevented  his 
seeing  more  than  a  few  yards  in  front  of  liim,  and 
oblig«d  him  to  turn  back.  With  a  heavy  heart 
he  began  his  journey  home.  It  whe  well  he  set 
out  at  once,  for  the  storm  was  now  so  violent  that 
the  ground  was  quite  wliite,  and  long  before  he 
reached  the  huts  he  was  wet  through,  and  in  a 
■worse  plight  than  his  sheep,  while  he  was  l)ut  half 
clothed.  Though  he  was  n«»t  very  tall,  he  was 
obliged  to  stoop  to  enter  the  iloor  of  the  miserable 
cabin  he  inhabited :  so  low  was  it  within,  that  a 
grown-up  person  could  not  stand  upright.  It 
had  no  windows;  and  perhaps  it  was  as  well  it 
was  without  them,  for  as  glass  was  then  unknown, 
the  sun,  rain  or  wind  would  have  each  in  its  turn 
been  almost  intok'ral>le.  There  was  a  hole  made 
in  the  roof,  through  which  tlie  smoke  of  the  peat 
fire,  kindled  in  tiie  middle  of .  the  hut,  made  its 
way;  but  the  snow  which  desceiuled  through  the 
sauic  aperture  had  (|uenched  the  bla/e,  and  re- 
duced it  to  a  smouldering  grayish-blue  mass.  The 
aunt  of  Patricius,  who  owned  this  comfortless 
abode,  an  ill-clothed,  miserable-looking  woman, 
of  shrewish  aspect,  was  engjigod.  with  the  assist- 
ance of  a  young  girl,  in  preparing  the  coarse 
evening  meal  of  the  family.  It  stfK>d  upon  the 
ground,  for  there  were  neither  tables  nor  chairs, 
nor  indeed  any  furniture  whatever  It  consisted 
merely  of  dark  rye-bread,  of  no  very  inviting  ap- 
pearance, and  milk,  ready  poured  out  in  one  or 


two  huge  wooden  l>owlii.  The  youngest  child, 
Darerca,  the  little  idler  on  the  sea  shore,  Imd  fin- 
ishe<l  her  repast,  and  was  crouching  over  the 
hearth,  trying  with  difficulty  to  extract  some  de- 
gree of  warmth  from  the  wretched  HMuains  of  the 
lire.  The  young  .shepherd  was  met  with  no  friend- 
ly greeting;  his  aunt,  fearing  lest  her  fl(x;k  had 
been  lost  or  injured  in  the  sudden  snow-stonu,  be- 
gan at  once  to  tind  fault. 

"  How  comes  it  that  you  are  so  late?"  she  began. 
"Darerca,  like  a  good  girl,  has  Ijeen  home  half  an 
hour;  tliere  is  hardly  any  supix-r  left  for  you  by 
this  time.  Why  could  you  not  come  home  with 
her?  But  you  have  been  playing  almut,  I  sup- 
pose ;  or  dreaming,  us  you  are  so  fond  of  doing." 

Patricius  might  have  excused  himself,  by  say- 
ing that  he  had  all  his  sister's  sheep  to  bring 
home  as  well  as  his  own;  but  something  whis- 
pered to  him  not  to  justify  himself  at  the  expense 
of  another,  and  he  remained  silent. 

"Why  do  you  not  answer  me?"  continued  the 
woman  angrily,  "I  know  there  is  something  the 
matter,  else  why  do  you  stand  there,  like  a  sim- 
pleton, without  a  word.  But  I  shall  find  out  what 
It  is,  whether  you  choose  to  tell  me  or  not.  Of 
course  it  is  about  the  sheep;  let  me  see,  where  are 
they  ?" 

And  she  stepped  to  the  door,  round  which  the 
poor  animals  were  crowding.  Ideating  piteously,- 
as  the  snow  fell  heavier  and  heavier  every  mo- 
ment. 

"  One,  two,  three,"  she  began  counting ;  after  a 
pause,  "yes,  they  are  all  there,"  she  exclaimed; 
then  stopped  again.  "But  no;  where  is  the  little 
laml> — Snowdrop,  we  called  her.  You  have  not 
left  her  out  in  this  storm?"  she  continued,  turning 
toward  the  l)oy. 

lie  was  nowol>liged  to  speak,  and  bursting  into 
tears,  sobbed  out:  "Odearaunt.it  was  not  my 
fault.  A  wicked  wolf  carried  off  Snowdrop  just 
as  I  was  returning  home.  I  could  not  save  her, 
though  1  tried." 

His  aunt  turned  upon  him  with  fury.  "  You 
good-for-nothing  fellow !"  she  exclaimed;  "is  it 
for  this  that  I  keep  you  to  eat  me  out  of  house 
and  home?  You  are  more  silly  than  your  own 
sheep,  and  do  not  deserve  the  l>read  of  which  you 
rob  me,  since  you  cannot  or  will  not  work  for  it. 
How  dare  you  allow  a  wolf  to  come  near  the  flock  ! 
Have  you  neither  ears  nor  eyes?  Rut  I  do  not 
lu-lieve  in  your  story  al)out  the  wolf;  it  is  a  lie 
which  you  have  told  me,  hoping  to  screen  your- 
self from  blame.  You  were  not  looking  after  the 
sheep,  and  the  p<K)r  little  lami)  wandered  away, 
and  was  lo.«t  from  your  want  of  care.  I  suppose 
you  were  w-.tsting  your  time  at  plaj',  gathering 
flowers  or  stones,  or  i)niying.  as  1  hear  you  do  all 
day,  which  is  just  as  ba<i  ?  I  dare  ."sayyou  exjX'ct 
fiwd  and  clothes  will  drop  down  upon  you  from 
Heaven,  without  your  taking  the  trouble  to  earn 
them?  But  pray  as  hard  as  you  like,  there  is  no 
supper  for  you  to-night,  young  nia.ster.  Praying, 
forsooth!"  she  repeated  scornfully;  "it  may  be 
well  enough  for  monks;  let  them  pray  for  them- 
selves and  for  us  too;  but  poor  people  like  me, 
who  have  to  labor  all  day  and  to  sleep  at  night. 
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have  no  time  for  it.  So  off  to  bed  at  once,"  she 
concluded,  with  a  threatening  gesture,  "or  it  shall 
be  the  worse  for  you." 

There  is  nothing  harder  to  bear  than  injustice, 
and  nothing  from  which  sensitive  children  snflFer 
more  acutely.  Little  Patricius  was  cut  to  the 
heart  by  his  aunt's  reproaches,  which  he  knew 
were  quite  undeserved.  However,  something 
again  whispered  to  him  to  bear  her  unkindness 
meekly  and  without  reply.  It  was  the  l»oy's  guar- 
dian argel,  who  was  grieved  to  see  him  so  treated, 
but  who  knew  that  it  was  a  trial  and  a  cross  sent 
to  him  by  God  for  the  good  of  his  soul.  Patricius 
quietly  lay  down  in  liis  accustomed  corner.  Ilis 
elder  sister,  un perceived  l)y  her  aunt,  bent  over 
him  to  say  a  few  gKid-natured  words,  and  to  slip 
a  piece  of  bread  into  his  haiul.  The  boy  felt  grate- 
ful, but  was  still  too  unhappy  to  eat.  He  was  very 
sorry  about  the  himl),  as  well  as  hurt  l)y  liis  aunt's 
severe  rebuke,  for  he  knew  it  was  a  great  loss  to 
a  poor  woman,  as  slie  was ;  and  before  he  could 
get  to  sleep,  he  thought  of  it  again  and  again. 

At  last  lie  said  to  liimsolf,  "There  is  only  one 
thing  left  to  do.-  God  only  can  do  every  thing, 
even  if  it  seems  impossible  to  us.  I  will  ask  Him 
to  send  the  lamb  back  safe ;  and  then,  wlien  He 
does,  my  aunt  will  not  say  any  longer  that  it  is  of 
no  use  to  i)ray  to  Him.  It  was  God  who  gave  that 
shepherd-boy,  the  monk  told  meof  to  day,  strength 
to  kill  the  lion  and  the  l)ear,  and  even  the  fierce 
giant.  And  I  have  heard,  l)csides,  of  a  holy  man 
who  was  put  into  a  den  with  cruel  wild  beasts, 
who  never  touched  him  at  all,  because  God  took 
care  of  him.  These  were  all  very  wonderful 
things  to  do,  and  I  am  sure  He  can  bring  back 
the  little  lamb,  if  He  pleases." 

In  his  simple  faith,  Patricius  poured  forth  his 
innocent  petition,  and  trustingly  fell  arsleep  with 
the  W(;rds  still  on  his  lips.  The  misf(\rtune  of  the 
evening  had  for  a  time  l)anished  the  thoughts 
which  had  occupied  him  during  his  conversation 
withthe  missionary,  but  during  his  slumbers  they 
returned  with  full  force.  His  mind  wandered  to 
the  distant  country  to  which  Palladiuswas  bound. 
He  fancied  that  some  one,  he  knew  not  whom,  but 
of  a  pleasant  and  cheerful  countenance,  stood  be- 
fore him,  holding  out  a  scroll,  upon  which  was 
written,  "  The  voice  of  the  Irish,"  the  words  stand- 
ing out  in  letters  of  tire  ;  and  directly  he  heard 
sounds  as  of  innuraeraljle  children  weeping  and 
wailing,  and  it  seemed  as  if  they  Avere  crying  out 
to  him  for  help;  and  as  he  wondered  what  it  meant, 
a  voice  louder  than  all  broke  upon  his  ear:  "The 
Lord  has  given  the  country  of  Ireland  not  to  Pal- 
ladius,  but  to  Patricius;  therefore,  O  holy  youth, 
come  over  quickly  and  release  us."  And  suddenly 
there  was  silence,  and  he  woke  to  find  the  morning 
sun  streaming  in  upon  his  face.  Patricius  knew 
that  all  he  had  seen  and  heard  were  only  dreams, 
and  that  it  was  not  only  foolish  but  sinful  to  put 
trust  in  them;  but  he  could  not  help  feeling  that 
there  was  something  wonderful  and  glorious  in 
what  had  come  before  him  that  night;  at  all 
events,  he  no  longer  felt  unhappy,  even  when  lie 
remembered  the  lo.st  lamb.  He  started  up  hastily, 
signing  himself  with  the  cross  as  he  did  so,  fearing  | 


that  he  had  slept  too  long.  His  aunt  and  eldest 
sister  were  already  up,  and  the  former,  who  had 
somewhat  recovered  from  her  ill  temper  of  the 
previous  evening,  spoke  to  him  more  kindly  than 
usual. 

"ilake  haste,  Patricius ;  it  is  getting  late.  See, 
the  sun  is  already  fast  melting  tlie  snow ;  by  the 
time  you  are  out  the  sheep  will  find  plenty  of 
spots  on  which  to  pasture.  But  be  mindful  to-day, 
and  watch  the  herd  carefully.  I  cannot  aiford  to 
lose  another  lamb  ;  and  the  wolf  may  still  be 
lurking  about  not  far  off.  See,  here  is  your  break- 
fast all  ready  for  you  to  carry  in  a  little  basket, 
so  that  you  am  eat  it  as  you  like." 

"  How  good  God  is  to  me !"  thought  the  little 
boy ;  "first  He  sends  me  beautiful  dreams  to  com- 
fort me  in  the  night,  and  now  He  makes  my  aunt 
speak  to  me  more  kindly  than  she  has  done  for 
many  weeks." 

He  and  his  flock  were  ready  to  set  oflf  in  a  few 
minutes,  but  they  were  obliged  to  wait  for  the 
indolent  little  Darerca.  It  was  no  easy  matter  to 
awaken  her,  and  even  when  she  was  awake  it 
was  still  more  difficult  to  persuade  her  to  get  up. 
To-day  Patricius  was  even  obliged  to  start  with- 
out her;  but  he  walked  slowly,  hoping  she  might 
overtake  hiui  soon. 

It  was  a  fine  spring  morning;  the  heavy  fall  of 
snow  had  cleared  the  sky,  now  blue  and  cloudless; 
but  the  air  was  still  keen,  in  Kpite  of  the  warmth 
which  the  rising  suii  dift'used  around. 

The  boy's  heart  was  light,  and  as  he  gazed 
around  it  yet  grew  lighter,  every  thing  looked  so 
fresh  and  l)eautiful ;  as  his  eyes  fell  on  the  un- 
rufHed  dark  blue  of  the  ocean,  he  wondered 
whether  the  stranger-monk  had  embarked  on  its 
deep  water-s,  and  how  it  had  fared  with  him  dur- 
ing the  past  night.  He  had  nearly  reached  his 
accustomed  spot,  when,  turning  back,  he  beheld 
his  little  sister  running  toward  him  as  fast  as  she 
could,  as  if  anxious  to  make  up  for  lost  time.  lie 
slackened  his  ptice,  but  still  went  forward,  direct- 
ing his  steps  toward  the  fiimiliar  crass  a  short 
distance  in  advance.  He  had  scarcely  reached  it, 
when,  from  beneath  its  shadow,  there  started  up, 
seemingly  from  the  ground,  his  terrible  visitor  of 
yesterday,  the  wolf,  holding  between  his  jtiws — 
what,  but  the  missing  Iambi  The  wolf  did  not 
move,  till  Patricius,  in  spite  of  his  fear,  ventured 
to  approach  ;  then,  opening  his  mouth,  he  gently 
dropped  his  burden  at  the  boy's  feet,  and  disap- 
peared so  quickly  that  it  would  all  have  seemed  a 
dream  lia<l  it  not  !>een  for  the  poor  lamb,  who  lay 
frightened  and  panting,  but  quite  .«afe. 

[to   ]5K   CONTlNrED.] 

•► 

It  is  related  of  Saint  Felix  of  Valois,  that 
while  a  child,  he  gave  proofs  iif  great  piety  and 
charity.  He  used  to  select  the  choicest  dishes 
which  were  placed  on  the  table,  and  send  them  to 
the  poor;  and  he  was  accustomed  to  recreate  poor 
little  boys  with  nice  food.  When  grown  up  to 
youth,  he  more  than  once  gave  the  clothes  off  his 
])erson  to  cover  the  naked;  and  afterward,  in  or- 
der to  avoid  succeeding  to  the  crowi!  of  France, 
he  became  a  priest. 
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No.  19. 


A  VISIT  TO  PETIGNY. 

My  Dear :  You  have  nsked  me  to  give  you 

Boine  account  of  my  visit  to  Petigny,  in  the  Dio- 
cese of  Namur,  in  Belgium,  and  of  the  interview 
which  I  there  had  with  Madame  Jalhay,  the  lady 
on  whom  a  miraculous  cure  was  reported  to  have 
been  wrought  on  the  13tli  of  January  of  this  pres- 
ent year,  1865. 

I  will  do  what  I  can  to  satisfy  your  wish  :  but 
before  speaking  of  myself,  it  will,  I  think,  be  well 
for  me  to  give  you  a  letter,  which  appeared  iu  a 
religious  publication  in  France,  and  which  had 
been  the  means  of  bringing  the  subject  to  my  no- 
tice. The  letter  was  as  follows : 
To  the  Editor  of  the  Rosier  de  Marie  : 

Mil,  Editou — The  devotion  which  you  bear  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  your  zeal  in  inspiring  the 
same  feelii-g  in  others,  make  me  feel  sure  that  you 
will  give  a  place  in  your  columns  to  the  follow- 
ing communication. 

The  subj  u  of  it  will  be  a  miraculous  cure 
which  was  wrought  at  Petigny,  in  the  Diocese  of 
Namur,  on  the  13th  of  this  last  month  of  January, 
1865,  on  Madame  Jalhay,  an  inhabitant  of  that 
parish.  This  cure,  the  reality  of  which  can  be 
attested  by  more  than  three  thousand  persons, 
took  place  immediately  after  a  retreSit  which  had 
been  given  at  Petigny  by  the  Redemptorist  Fath- 
ers ;  and  the  circumstances  attending  it  may  bo 
gathered  from  the  following  letter,  which  was 
addressed,  on  January  29th,  to  one  of  those  fervent 
missionaries  by  the  lady  herself  who  had  been 
thus  miraculously  restored  to  health. 

Revekesd  F.vTitER — I  have  delayed  replying 
to  your  letter  in  consequence  of  the  numerous 
visits  which  I  have  received  since  my  cure,  and 
which  I  welcome  with  joy  for  the  honor  of  our 
Divine  Lord  and  His  Blessed  Mother.  They 
prove  that  our  holy  faith  is  still  deeply  rooted  in 
the  hearts  of  Christians.  And  for  the  greater 
glory  of  God  I  will  now  describe,  as  best  I  can,  the 
incidents  connected  with  the  wonderful  manifes- 
tation of  His  power  which  took  place  in  the  per- 
son of  so  poor  and  insignificant  a  creature  as 
myself. 

You  know.  Reverend  Father,  the  trying  mala- 
dies under  which  I  had  been  suffering  for  more 
than  twelve  years,  and  you  had  yourselt  witnessed 
my  condition  during  the  retreat  which  you  gave 
at  Petigny.  A  spinal  complaint  confined  me  to 
my  bed  and  deprived  me  of  strength ;  and  this 
was  accompanied  with  nervous  attacks  and  terri- 
ble cramps.    In  the  region  of  the  stomach  was  a 


swelling  which  gave  me  the  keenest  pain,  and  the 
slightest  touching  of  which  was  followed  by  ner- 
vous convulsions.  My  vomitings  were  continual, 
and  so  violent  that  during  them  I  had  on  many 
occasions  been  supposed  to  be  dying ;  moreover, 
within  the  last  month  I  had  on  three  occasions 
suffered  most  severely  from  the  hemorrhage ;  for 
two  years  and  a  half  I  had  been  unable  to  obtain 
any  sleep  either  by  day  or  night ;  and  my  entire 
foo<l  consisted  of  a  little  milk-diet,  and  this  very 
often  produced  a  burning  effect  on  my  inside.  It 
was  four  years,  or  more,  since  my  medical  attend- 
ant had  cea.sed  to  prescribe  for  me  any  remedy ; 
he  would  only  consent  to  allow  the  burning  of 
some  moxas  for  my  spinal  complaint.  This  win- 
ter my  end  was  fast  approaching ;  and  my  physi- 
cian, and  all  others  who  saw  me,  were  firmly  con- 
vinced that  I  should  not  see  the  return  of  spring. 
During  the  past  three  months  I  had  been  visibly 
sinking ;  and  I  felt  so  sure  myself  that  my  last 
hour  was  nigh,  that  I  had  already  bought  mourn- 
ing for  two  of  my  children,  and  had  made  known 
to  my  son  Charles  my  last  wishes  concerning  dif- 
ferent family  affairs. 

Such  was  my  state,  when  on  Friday,  January 
13th,  about  half-past  five  o'clock  in  the  evening,  I 
was  alone  in  my  room,  which  was  in  darkness,  al- 
though it  had  always  been  customary  at  nightfall 
to  bring  me  a  light.  I  had  just  finished,  on  my 
bed,  the  Way  of  the  Cross,  with  a  crucifix  which 
had  been  ble-ssed  with  that  intention.  All  on  a 
sudden  a  glorious  brilliancy  appeared  above  my 
bed;  and,  while  it  lasted,  an  indefinable  sensa- 
tion of  happiness  took  jjossession  of  my  soul.  I 
found  myself  in  a  state  which  I  cannot  describe ; 
it  seemed  to  me  as  if  I  no  longer  belonged  to 
earth.  The  glory  disappeared,  and  almost  im- 
mediately came  into  my  room  my  greatest  friend 
Mademoi.selle  Zfelie  Williame,  whom  you  will  re- 
member to  have  seen  here,  and  who  has  long  lieen 
the  confident  of  my  secrets  and  my  sufferings. 
She  had  been  to  the  church  to  make  the  Way  of 
the  Cross ;  but  on  arriving  there  found  herself  un- 
able to  pray,  and  experienced  an  irresistible  desire 
to  come  and  see  me.  She  had  been  for  a  few  min- 
utes in  my  room,  seated  near  my  bed  with  her 
hand  in  mine,  when  she  said  to  me,  with  her  usual 
kind  manner,  that  she  was  at  a  loss  to  know 
whether  it  was  really  a  special  prompting  from 
God  Himself  which  had  induced  her  to  come  to 
me.  I  answered  that  she  certainly  ought  to  be 
present  at  all  my  trials;  and  in  truth,  since  the 
arrival  of  Mademoiselle  Williame,  I  had  felt  alto- 
gether sad  and  depressed.    On  a  sudden,  in  the 
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midst  of  the  nhscurity  wliich  pcrvadtd  the  room,  ' 
I  .viiw  a  liriglit  fla^li  of  light  cnmplttcly  involcp 
my  tVioinl,  and  tall  at  lier  It-it  witli  tlie  .swil'tnoss 
of  liglitnirifj.  I  have  since  Icanud  from  ]\Ia- 
domoiselle  Williamc  tliat  slie  perceived  nothing 
of  this,  and  I  made  no  allusion  to  it  at  the  time 
for  fear  of  friglitenirg  her  ;  but  feeling  the  need 
of  being  alone,  I  lugged  her  to  go  and  procure 
me  a  light.  She  accordingly  left  me,  went  to  the 
kitclien,  took  leave  of  my  family,  and  for  the  first 
time  in  her  life  forgot  a  request  of  mine.  Imme- 
diately afterward  my  youngest  son,  Gustave, 
came  to  bring  me  a  few  spoonfuls  of  milk-soup;  I 
l)egged  him  also  to  bring  me  a  light,  and  although 
he  was  accustomed  to  anticipate  my  slightest  wisi), 
he  too  let  my  request  slip  from  his  memory. 

He  had  scarcely  left  my  room,  when  a  lady, 
radiant  with  glory  and  surrounded  with  light, 
presented  herself  to  my  sight;  a  bright  halo  en- 
A'eloped  her  from  head  to  foot,  and  i)ermittcd  me 
to  see  her  features  perfectly.  She  was  tall,  and  her 
face  was  pale  an<l  rather  long.  She  fi.xed  upon 
me  eyes  of  heavenly  softness.  She  was  clothed 
in  a  white  robe,  of  which  I  saw  all  the  front  part, 
and  it  was  s])angled  with  stars.  I  distinctly  saw 
four  large  plaits  in  the  upper  part  of  it.  A  sort 
of  white  mantle;,  fastened  with  a  clasp  at  the  neck, 
covered  her  shoulders;  on  it  there  were  no  stars, 
and  it  terminated  near  the  aims  in  a  sort  of  lace, 
such  as  I  think  does  not  exi.st.  The  robe  and 
mantle  were  both  of  a  material  which  it  is  impos- 
sible to  describe.  The  head  of  the  lady  was 
crowned  with  a  head-dress  resembling  that  which 
is  generally  given  to  Notre  Dame  de  la  Salette. 
Where  this  head-dress  began — that  is  to  .say,  on 
the  upper  part  of  the  forehead — something  which 
seemed  made  of  fire  shone  with  the  brilliancy  of 
lightning,  and  from  the  extremities  of  it  shot 
forth  four  rays  of  the  same  fieiy  appearance,  and 
formed  a  cross.  Iler  hands  were  placed  on  her 
chest,  one  on  the  other.  This  lady  made  herself 
known  to  me.  It  was  the  Blessed  Virgin  jVIary. 
She  spoke  to  me  three  different  times.  She  said 
to  me  things  which  I  can  reveal  to  no  one.  When 
on  the  point  of  disappearing  she  said  to  me,  with 
a  sweet  and  clear  voice :  "  Now  you  are  cured.  Rise 
up.    Go  and  tell  it  to  your  family.    You  are  cured." 

These  last  words — "You  are  cured" — were  pro- 
nounced with  a  voice  so  soft,  so  beautiful,  so  sym- 
pathizing, and  so  strong,  that  they  vibrate  through 
me  still.  The  wonderful  apparition  then  disap- 
peared. Oh,  what  love  I  felt  for  Mary  !  It  would 
be  impossible  for  me  to  pass  an  hour  in  such  a 
state  without  dying. 

Then  T — who  had  been  bedridden  for  twelve 
years,  and  who  had  to  be  lifted  in  the  arms  of 
others  during  the  few  minutes  necessary  for  mak- 
ing my  bed — I  rose,  full  of  health  and  strength. 
When  I  came  to  the  staircase  which  led  from 
my  room  to  the  kitchen,  an  idea  came  across  me. 
I  said  to  myself,  "The  Blessed  Virgin  has  told  me 
that  I  am  cured  ;  but  my  stomach  y"  I  ])laced  my 
hand  where  the  swelling  which  had  caused  me  so 
much  suffering  had  been  ;  it  had  disappeared.  A 
shudder  oi"  IVar  passed  over  me. 

It  was  then  about    six   o'clock.     Our    Pastor 


had  just  come  into  the  linusc,  and  was  in  the 
kitchen  with  my  family.  Who  ciin  conceive  their 
stupor  and  astonishment  when  they  sjiw  me  enter 
to  announce  to  them  my  cure!  I  told  them  that 
the  next  day  I  should  go  to  Mass,  and  in  the  af- 
ternoon should  go  to  confession  in  tlie  church. 

Tluy  thought  that  I  was  suffering  from  an  at- 
tack of  delirium.  My  children  threw  themselves 
on  me,  weejjirg,  imagining  that  death  was  imme- 
diately about  to  follow.  But  the  miracle  was  evi- 
dent; all  the  symptoms  of  my  malady  had  disap- 
peared ;  the  swelling  of  the  stomach,  the  tumor 
near  the  heart,  the  spinal  affection,  the  disease  of 
the  nerves — nothii:g  of  all  this  now  remained, 
and  I  am  stronger  than  I  was  at  the  age  of  thirty. 
A  conversation  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour  used  to 
throw  me  into  a  fever.  Since  my  cure  I  have  had 
more  than  four  hundred  visits;  lam  talking  al- 
most uninterruptedly,  and  I  df)  not  feel  the  least 
fatigue.  My  medical  attendant  c:\me  to  see  mc, 
and  declared  me  cured.  Not  only  am  I  cured, 
but  I  know  very  certainly  that  I  shall  never  again 
have  any  of  my  former  maladies;  and  now,  what 
shall  I  say  more?  I  do  not  seem  to  recognize  my 
former  self.  My  body  indeed  is  the  same  that  I 
had  before,  but  my  soul  is  the  same  no  more.  I  feel 
an  inexplicable  calm ;  I  am  like  an  orphan  here 
below.  My  heart  is  yearning  with  the  love  of 
God,  who  has  l>een  so  good  to  me.  I  would  that 
my  life  were  consecrated  to  Jesus  and  Mary ;  I 
would  that  I  could  draw  all  hearts  to  them." 

Such,  Mr.  Editor,  is  Madame  Jalhay's  own  ac- 
count of  this  extraordinary  event,  to  which  I 
have  thought  that  you  might  be  willing  to  give  a 
place  in  your  excellent  periodical.  I  will  add 
that  the  cure  was  wrought  without  the  patient's 
passing  through  any  crisis,  without  any  interme- 
diate state  of  convalescence,  and  without  the  aid 
of  medicine.  It  was  entire  and  instantaneous, 
nor  has  there  been  any  relapse  whatever  up  to  the 
present  day.  Leopold  JADO^■E, 

Inspectar  of  Puhlic  lloadu,  &c 

Frabnes,  near  Petigny,  Feb.  24th,  1865. 

The  perusal  of  this  letter  filled  me  with  a  wish 
to  know  something  more  of  an  event  which,  in 
the  relation  before  me,  seemed  to  carry  with  it 
much  of  that  evidence  which  in  similar  cases  is 
required  to  substantiate  the  truth  of  any  miracu- 
lous manifestation.  The  cure  was  instantaneous 
and  complete.  It  was  not  wrought  on  a  stranger 
or  a  passer-by,  or  on  one  who,  living  in  the  soli- 
tude of  a  great  city,  was  perhaps  unknown  to  the 
neighborhood ;  but  it  was  said  to  have  occurred 
in  a  populous  country  district  in  Belgium,  where 
communication  is  easy,  and  in  a  small  village 
where  each  inhabitant  must  necessarily  have  been 
known  to  all  the  other  members  of  the  parish. 
The  long  continued  illness  must  have  been  a  mat- 
ter of  notoriety  to  all  those  who  had  any  connec- 
tion with  the  locality;  and  from  its  complicated 
character,  the  sufferings  which  accompanied  it, 
and  the  tenacity  of  life  which  enabled  the  sufferer 
to  endure  on,  would  naturally  have  been  a  fre- 
quent subject  of  conversation  and  comment. 
Moreover,  I  could  not  but  think  fliat  the  lady 
herself  must,  during  this  long  sickness  of  twelve 
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yi'iirs,  luivp  fjiven  proofs  <>f  a  spirit  of  piiticucc 
and  re^i^iiatioii  which  would  crnitr  un  unUHual 
interest  in  her  iK-liult*  on  the  p:irt  of  those  who 
had  been  aeeiistonied  to  visit  her,  and  who  would 
therefore  l»e  well-informed  respecting  the  clrcuui- 
Btances  of  the  case. 

My  wish  to  hcjir  on  the  spot,  and  from  the  lips 
of  the  person  thus  sud  lenly  restored  to  health,  a 
narrative  which  had  so  nuicli  to  reconunend  it  to 
my  belief,  in<luced  me  to  depart  from  the  line  of 
route  which  I  was  following  on  iKx-asion  of  a  jour- 
ney through  Belgium  during  the  month  of  April, 
and  to  take  the  direction  which  would  bring  me 
to  the  scene  which  I  desired  to  visit.  Leaving, 
therefore,  the  banks  of  the  Meuse,  I  arrived  Ijy  a 
branch  railway  at  Couvin,  a  pr«)sperous  little  town, 
which  had  formerly  l)cen  a  fortalice  bchmging  to 
the  Prince-Bishops  of  Liege  but  has  now  lost  the 
importance  whicli  was  then  attached  to  it. 

Up  to  this  time  I  had  made  no  inquiries  respect- 
ing the  subject  of  the  letter  which  I  had  read; 
but  at  Couvin  I  spoke  to  one  of  the  Sisters  of  a 
convent  in  the  town,  and  I  asked  her  if  she  h:id 
heard  of  a  miraculnus  cure  said  to  have  taken  place 
at  a  village  called  Petigny,  and  if  the  account  of 
it  which  had  appeared  in  print  was  true.  She  an- 
swered that  tlie  cure  was  un<iU('stionaI)le ;  that 
she  had  been  herself  to  see  the  lady,  one  of  whose 
daughters  was  living  at  their  convent ;  that  one  of 
her  s  MIS  also  was  residing  in  the  town,  in  a  liou.se 
opposite  their  own.  which  she  pointed  out  to  me. 
Accordingly.  I  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  house 
iiidicate<l,  ami  it  was  opened  by  the  jjcrson  wh'uu 
I  was  seeking,  and  who,  in  answer  to  my  inqui- 
rii's,  t')ld  me  that  his  iinther  would  receive  me 
without  any  difficulty,  if  I  presented  myself  at  lii'r 
house,  and  he  kimlly  directed  a  young  man  in  his 
employment  to  .set  me  on  the  road.  My  conductor 
accompanied  me  for  a  short  distance,  and  said 
that  he  had  known  Madame  Jalhay  during  her 
illnes-s  and  that  her  voice  Avas  tlicji  so  weak  that 
he  could  scarcely  catch  what  she  said :  whereas 
"Now,"  said  he,  "you  will  hear  how  strong  it  is." 
I  found,  therefore,  that  the  letter  which  I  had  read 
could  not  have  altogether  led  me  astray,  and  that 
I  should  .soon  be  in  a  ])osition  to  form  an  opinion 
of  my  own  al)out  the  matter.  Petigny  is  scarcely 
more  than  hal  fan -hour's  walk  from  ('ouvin.  and 
is  a  small  compact  village  prettily  situated  at  the 
fiM>t  of  some  hills,  with  apparently  few  outlying 
habitations.  I  easily  found  the  residence  of  Mad- 
ame Jalhay;  and  on  presenting  myself  at  the  d'H)r 
was  courteously  received  Ity  one  «)f  her  sons,  who 
introduced  me  to  a  room,  where  were  some  stran- 
gers, who  were  there  on  business,  and  from 
whom  Madame  Jalhay  herself  was  apparently  en- 
gaged in  making  purchases.  This  lady  received 
me  with  kind  attention,  and  without  waiting  to 
conclude  the  affairs  with  which  she  was  occupied, 
conducted  me  at  once  up  the  stairca.se  into  a  spa- 
cious-and  well-furnished  room  ;  and  then  present- 
ing me  a  chair,  while  her  .son  at  the  same  time 
took  another,  she  seated  herself  opjxisite  me.  In 
one  corner  of  the  chamber  I  observed  a  bed,  over 
which  hung  a  large  printed  copy  of  Murillo's  pic- 
ture of  Saint  Jo.seph  with  the  Infant  Jesus,  cor-  ' 


rcHponding  to  which,  at  the  other  end  of  the  saiuo 
wail,  was  a  similar  copy  of  one  of  Uiiphael's 
Madonnas  ;  between  them  was  a  portrait  of  Hias 
IX,  and  on  the  chitnneypiece  was  a  statue  of  the 
Bles.sed  Virgin.  I  mention  these  details,  because 
I  was  told  tliat  the  nmm  had  !)eeu  carefully  pre- 
Hcrvcil  in  the  same  state  as  that  in  which  it  was 
at  the  time  of  the  apparition. 

Madame  Jalhay,  at  my  request,  then  gave  me 
an  uccount  (»f  her  illnes.s,  of  the  apparition  which 
she  had  witnessed,  and  of  the  cure  which  fol- 
lowed it.  Her  story  was  the  same  as  that  which 
I  had  read  in  the  published  letters;  but  as  it  con- 
tained some  additional  particulars,  I  repeat  the 
principal  pas-sages  of  it. 

"  You  know,"  .said  Madame  Jalhay, "  from  what 
maladies  I  was  suffering? — n spinal  complaint  re- 
regarded  as  incurable,  nervous  convulsirms,  etc; 
and  the  tumor  on  the  stomach  was  to  me  a  con- 
tinual cause  of  the  most  acute  pain,  which  even 
the  touch  of  linen  was  sufficient  to  pn»voke.  For 
eight  years  I  had  not  been  once  able  to  go  to 
church  ;  my  back  was  bowed  and  i)ent ;  and  if  I 
was  set  on  my  lej^s,  they  were  so  weak  that  they 
gave  way  beneath  me;  my  arms  and  lian«ls  were 
in  an  ecpiatly  iulirin  .state  I  could  take  no  other 
nourishment  than  a  few  spoonfuls  of  milk  diet, 
and  this  was  acc<nnpanied  with  frequent  vomit- 
ings. I  had  quite  lost  the  p  >wer  of  sleej)ing. 
Tlie  tumor  on  my  stomach  was  regirded,  I  believe, 
as  scirrhus,  ami  beyond  the  p  >vver  of  cure.  I 
considered  death  to  be  at  hand,  and  had  pur- 
chased mourning  for  some  of  my  children.  In 
this  coiiilition  1  was  lying  on  Friday,  January 
thirteenth,  just  fifteen  weeks  ag  >  to  day.  in  the 
bed  which  you  see  there;  it  was  between  five  and 
si.v  o'clock  in  theeveiiing.  and  I  had  just  finished 
my  Fri<lay  devotirms,  when  on  a  sudden  I  per-, 
ceived  alcove  me,  just  where  are  the  rods  liy  which 
the  curtain  is  suspended,  a  brilliant  light.  I  had 
what  isciilled  an  ec>-tasy."  I  here  ventured  toa.sk 
Madame  Jalhay  if  she  had  any  distinct  vision. 

'*  That,"  she  sai<i,"  I  cannot  tell  to  any  one ;  I 
must  keep  it  to  myself;  only  I  saw  very  high 
{J'lii I'll  hifn  liiuit.)  The  light  <lisap|K'are(l,  an«l  I 
felt  posscs.scd  by  an  indescril)able  feeling  of  happi- 
ness. Immediately  afterward,  my  friend  Mad- 
emoiselle Williame  eame  into  the  room,  and  while 
she  was  sitting  by  my  side  I  saw  a  flash  of  light 
envelop  her  for  an  instant,  and  fall  to  the  ground. 
I  <lid  not  say  any  thing  for  fear  of  frightening 
her ;  l)Ut  I  thought  that  she  also  had  seen  this,  and 
that  she  did  not  mention  it  for  fear  of  bringing 
on  one  of  my  nervous  attacks.  A  grtat  wish  to 
be  alone  oune  over  me;  and,  in  onler  to  be  so,  I 
begged  my  frieml  to  g'>  and  send  me  up  my 
night-lamp,  which,  as  1  could  not  sleep,  I  always 
kept  burning  by  my  side.  I  said  to  her, 'Come 
agiin  tomorrow,  and  I  shall  have  something  to 
speak  to  you  about.  Mademoiselle  then  went 
away,  wished  goo<l-by  to  my  family,  and  left  the 
house  without  saying  a  word  about  the  lamp. 
My  son  Gustave  then  came  to  ine  with  some  milk- 
SOI  p.  I  asked  him  also  to  bring  me  my  lamp; 
but  he  went  away,  and,  g  »ing  down  stairs.  to<>k 
h's  place  at  the  supper  tabic  without  thinking  of 
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my  request.  In  an  instant  the  room  was  full  of 
light ;  a  light  which  seemed  made  up  of  fire  and 
of  some  bright  blue,  such  as  no  tajjei-s  could  pro- 
duce, and  which  I  cannot  describe.  In  tlie  midst 
of  this,  standing  close  to  my  l^ed,  was  one  who 
immediately  began  to  speak,  and  who  made  her- 
self known  to  me.  She  said  something  to  me 
whicli  was  personal  to  myself,  and  then  added,  'I 
am  the  Holy  Virgin  Mary,  the  Mother  of  God'  {Jo 
mis  la  sainte  Vicrge  Marie,  la  Mere  cle  Dien).  She 
then  mentioned  something  concerning  me  which 
I  am  quite  sure  was  known  to  no  human  being 
but  myself,  and  which  was  of  a  certain  gravity 
(qiulque  chose  de  grave).  On  hearing  this  I  clasped 
my  hands  and  exclaimed,  'Ah !  my  God !  my 
God  !'  The  Blessed  Virgin  tlicn  continued,  in  a 
strain  so  kind,  so  gentle,  so  full  of  feeling,  and 
with  a  voice  so  soft,  so  sweet,  and  at  the  same 
time  so  strong,  that  her  words  thrill  through  me 
yet;  and  then" she  concluded,  saying,  'Now  you 
are  cured.  Rise  up.  Go  and  tell  it  to  your 
family.     You  are  cured.' " 

I  here  asked  Madame  Jalhay  whether  the  Blessed 
Virgin  was  on  the  floor  or  in  the  air.  On  the 
floor,  she  replied  ;  and  then  rising  from  her  chair 
she  went  lightly  to  the  spot,  close  to  the  bed, 
where  the  apparition  had  taken  place,  and  stood 
up  in  the  position  in  which  the  Blessed  Virgin 
had  been  seen  by  her,  standing  on  the  floor  with 
her  hands  on  her  waist,  one  on  the  other.  I  asked 
jSIadame  Jalhay  whether  she  had  been  able  to 
distinguish  the  features  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  "As 
perfectly  as  I  can  distinguish  your  own,"  she  an- 
sv.ered ;  and  then  gave  me  a  description  of  her 
whom  she  had  seen,  which  was  the  same  as  that 
found  in  the  above  letter.  She  spoke  of  the 
white  dress  spangled  with  stars  of  gold ;  of  the 
rays  of  the  tire  on  the  head,  in  the  form  of  a  cross, 
in  the  center  of  which  was  something  like  a 
jewel  of  inconceivable  brilliancy.  The  head-dress 
docs  not  seem  to  have  been  like  that  which  we 
commonly  see  represented  on  the  head  of  our 
Lady  of  La  Salette  ;  but  less  heavy,  rising  slightly 
behind  the  rays  of  light  which  were  on  the  upper 
part  of  the  forehead.  Madame  Jalhay  spoke  of 
the  great  paleness  of  the  face,  of  the  indescribable 
blue  depths  of  the  eyes,  and  of  their  heavenly  ex- 
pression, of  the  blond  hair,  and  above  all  of  that 
never-to-be-forgotten  voice.  "Oh,  she  was  so  beau- 
tiful !"  exclaimed  Madame  Jalhay,  "but  yet  I  was 
more  occupied  in  attending  to  what  was  said  than 
in  observing  the  Blessed  Virgin  herself.  After  re- 
peating these  words  'You  are  cured,'  she  vanished. 
The  marvelous  light,  however,  remained  in  the 
room.  I  immediately  found  myself  strong  and 
well ;  and  having  left  my  bed,  went  across  to  a 
chest  of  drawers  in  that  comer,  in  order  to  find  a 
dress ;  but  while  doing  so  I  heard  the  voice  of  our 
Priest  down  stairs ;  and  as  he  generally  came  up 
to  me  directly  on  entering  the  house,  I  returned 
hastily  to  my  bed.  He,  however,  remained  below, 
speaking  to  my  family ;  so  I  went  again  to  the 
drawers  and  put  on  some  clothing.  The  arrival 
of  M.  le  Cur6  at  such  a  time  was  quite  unusual,  as 
he  always  came  at  some  other  hour,  and  not  at  a 
moment  which  he  knew  to  be  our  supper-time,  as 


indeed  it  was  his  own.  The  light  had  all  this 
time  continued  to  till  the  room  ;  but  when  I  went 
out,  and  had  reached  the  passage,  i  perceived  that 
it  was  gone.  On  arriving  at  the  top  of  the  stair- 
case, I  remembered  the  swelling  on  the  stomach ; 
and  putting  my  hand  on  it,  found  not  only  that 
it  was  gone,  but  that  there  was  a  hollow  in  the 
phice  where  the  tumor  had  previously  been.  A 
feeling  of  awe  came  over  me.  On  descending  the 
staircase  I  went  into  the  kitchen,  where  my  family 
were  met  together,  and  the  scene  that  ensued 
cannot  be  described.  They  threw  themselves  on 
me.  I  begged  my  husband  not  to  clasp  my  wrists 
so  tight,  as  I  was  quite  well,  and  there  was  noth- 
ing the  matter  with  mo.  And  when  at  length  I 
was  released,  I  told  them  that  I  was  strong  enough 
to  walk  to  a  village  in  the  neighborhood,  which 
I  named,  and  that  I  should  go  the  next  day  to  the 
church.  As  to  M.  le  Cur6,  he  was  lost  in  wonder 
and  astonishment :  I  saw  that  his  color  had  quite 
changed,  and  that  he  was  strongly  affected  by  all 
that  he  witnessed.  My  health  has  remained  per- 
fect from  that  time.  I  am  fifty-eight  years  of  age  ; 
but  I  seem  to  myself  to  be  stronger  than  I  was 
when  I  was  young ;  and  I  have  received,  without 
fatigue,  upward  of  three  thousand  visits." 

Such  was  Madame  Jalhay's  narrative.  During 
the  course  of  it  her  son  bad  remained  in  the  room ; 
her  other  son  Gustave,  mentioned  above,  had  come 
in  for  an  instant ;  and  her  friend  Mademoiselle 
AVilliame  had  also  joined  us.  The  persons  who 
liad  been  left  below,  and  who  were  there  on  busi- 
ness had  mcanwliile  come  up  stairs,  and  presented 
themselves  at  tlie  door,  so  that  Madame  Jalhay 
was  obliged  to  quit  me  for  a  few  moments  and 
attend  to  tlicra.  On  her  return  she  had  also  some 
arrangements  to  make  with  Mademoiselle  Wil- 
liame.  I  was  greatly  struck  by  the  light,  active 
movements  of  Madame  Jalhay,  as  also  at  the  mix- 
ture of  energy  and  gentleness  which  seemed  to 
me  perceptible  in  her  features  and  in  her  charac- 
ter. .All  the  time  that  this  lady  was  speaking,  I 
could  not  help  being  impressed  with  the  idea  tTiat 
she  was  going  through  her  story  like  one  who  felt 
that  she  had  a  direct  mission  to  perform  in  telling 
it,  and  that  she  was  obeying  some  interior  impulse. 
There  was  no  overstrained  enthusiasm,  or  outburst 
of  devotional  sentiment.  It  was  a  simple  narra- 
tive, clearly  and  feelingly  recited  by  a  practical 
matter-of-fact  mistress  of  a  household,  who  had 
interrupted  her  domestic  concerns  to  satisfy  the 
wishes  of  a  stranger,  and  who  seemed  to  regard 
the  doing  so  as  a  duty  which  was  incumbent  on 
her.  There  also  appeared  to  me  to  be  about  her 
a  lightness  of  heart,  and  a  bright  and  gladsome, 
and  at  the  same  time  pensive  exiDression,  which 
bespoke  much  interior  contentment,  and  seemed 
natural  to  one  whose  youth  had  been  thus  marvel- 
ously  renewed.  I  could  not  but  admire  the  cour- 
tesy and  willingness  with  which  Madame  Jalhay 
related  to  me  all  these  incidents,  which  she  must 
have  repeated  so  very  often  day  after  day.  There 
was  no  appearance  of  weariness,  or  of  being  in- 
commoded at  receiving  a  visit  at  a  comparative 
early  hour,  and  in  the  midst  of  business ;  neither 
was  there  any  anxiety  to  say  to  me  a  werd  more 


AVE    MARIA. 


293 


than  W118  ncccasjiry  to  let  me  know  clearly  wlmt 
had  happened.  1  felt  convincotl,  from  Madame 
Jalhay's  manner,  that  she  considers  herself  ua  hav- 
ing received  a  charge  to  tell  her  story  to  those 
who  may  ask  for  it ;  and  a  heavy  charge  it  must 
be,  relieved  only  by  the  hope  that  it  may  contril)- 
ute  to  the  spiritual  welfare  of  the  listener.  Al- 
phonse  Hatisbonne,  in  Rome, on  haivingthc  Church 
of  yt.  Andrea,  wished  only  to  go  and  fi.\  himself 
for  life  in  a  Tnippist  monastery,  and  so  to  l)reak 
off  with  men,  ana  keep  as  closely  as  he  could  to 
that  Heaven  of  which  he  had  caught  a  glimpse. 
Tlie  boy  of  La  Salettc  evidently  regarded  the  com- 
misi-ion  which  he  had  received  to  tell  his  myste- 
rious tale,  as  a  burden  of  which  he  would  willing- 
ly have  been  relieved.  And  much  as  Madame  Jal- 
hay  may  yearn  to  be  the  means  of  bringing  others 
to  the  love  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  I  feel  assured  that 
she  would  prefer  to  do  so  by  other  means  than  by 
the  repetition  of  a  story  which  must  be  so  trying 
to  her  humility.  Perhaps  she  has  before  her  long 
years  of  missionary  life;  and  the  instmments  with 
which  she  is  to  work  are  her  prayers  and  the  sim- 
ple recital  of  her  wonderful  cure. 

I  now  felt  that  Madame  Jalhay  had  told  me  all 
that  she  was  at  liberty  to  say,  and  I  did  uot  think 
that  I  was  justi6ed  in  making  any  more  claims  on 
her  time ;  so,  expressing  my  thanks  for  the  cour- 
teous attention  which  I  had  received,  and  recom- 
mending myself  to  her  prayers,  I  took  my  leave. 
It  was  impossible  to  do  so  without  being  impressed 
with  a  solemn  conviction  that  I  had  been  on  a 
spot  which  I  might  look  upon  as  hallowed.  I 
could  not  but  remember  with  reverential  .sym- 
pathy that  in  that  room  had  been  endured  for  ten 
or  twelve  long  years  a  complication  of  excrucia- 
ting disorders,  which  must  soon  have  extinguished 
the  life  of  the  sufl'crcr,  had  it  not  been  preserved 
in  a  way  which  appears  in  itself  luiraculous. 
There,  during  that  weary  period,  had  doubtless 
been  offered  to  the  throne  of  gnice  acts  of  patience 
and  resignation  which  arc  known  only  to  Him 
who  accepted  them.  There  great  trials  must  have 
been  gone  through,  and  great  graces  must  prob- 
ably from  time  to  time  have  been  received.  The 
eternal  recompense  seemed  near,  and  the  dying 
Christian  was  already  saying  a  last  farewell  to 
those  who  alone  made  earth  clear  to  her,  when — 
as  I  could  not  but  feel  assured — the  celestial  gates 
,  had  opened,  not  to  admit  within  another  citizen, 
but  to  let  forth,  on  a  mission  of  mercy,  the  "Muter 
Jli»ericor(U(r,'' ihc  Immaculate  Mother  of  God  her- 
self, who  had  come  with  the  nightfall,  shedding  ra- 
diance around,and  had  fctood  by  the  bed  of  her  child, 
speaking  words  of  comfort  and  g(x>d  cheer,  driv- 
ing away  all  weakness  and  disease,  and  bringing  to 
an  afflicted  hou.sehold  gladness  and  benediction. 

I  seemed  scarcely  to  care  to  ask  her  confessor  to 
give  me  his  opinion  on  the  whole  matter,  as  I  had 
previously  intended  to  do;  and  I  declined  the 
kind  offers  which  were  made  to  introduce  me  to 
him.  However,  I  met  the  Kevereud  Pastor  of  the 
parish  immediately  afterward,  and  he  confirmed 
all  that  I  had  heard  respecting  Madame  Jalhay's 
long  illness  and  instantaneous  cure.  He  had  been 
in  charge  of  the  parish  for  seven  years,  and  could 


certify  to  the  truth  of  her  great  sufferings  and  de- 
bility, and  to  her  sudden  and  complete  restoration 
to  health.  He  accounted  for  his  having  entered 
the  house  just  at  the  moment  at  which  Madame 
Jalhay  came  down  stairs  by  saying  that  he  had 
been  to  visit  some  sick  persons  close  by,  and  as  he 
felt  convinced  that  her  end  must  be  very  near,  he 
had  on  his  %vay  home  been  unwilling  to  pa.«s  with- 
out looking  in.  I  did  not  allude  to  the  apparition 
when  speaking  to  him,  as  I  know  well  the 
extreme  caution  always  ob8er\'e<l  by  the  ecclesiac- 
tical  authorities  in  giving  an  opinion  on  such  sub- 
jects betbre  they  have  been  fonnally  investigated; 
and  I  thought  that  whatever  his  own  convictions 
might  be,  he  would  for  the  present  leave  the  re- 
sponsibility of  the  story  entirely  to  Madame  Jal- 
hay herself.  He  told  me  that  the  medical  attend- 
ant and  himself  were  both  of  opinon  that  a  certain 
period  of  time  should  elapse  Ix'fore  any  medical 
certificate  of  the  maladies  of  3Iadame  Jalhay  and 
of  her  cure  should  be  drawn  up  and  attested  in 
due  fonn,  but  when  six  months  had  expired  from 
the  date  of  the  cure  tl.is  could  be  done ;  and  that 
the  delay  was  adopted  in  order  to  satisfy  any  per- 
sons who  might  regard  the  cure  as  only  temporary, 
and  might  hint  at  the  po.ssibility  of  a'relapse. 

I  learned  also  from  Mademoiselle  Williame 
that  when  Madame  Jalhay  had  appeared  in  this 
unexpected  manner  in  the  midst  of  her  family,  a 
messenger  was  sent  for  herself;  and  that  she 
found  her  friend,  whom  she  had  left  a  few  min- 
utes before  in  her  bed  in  her  usual  suffering  state, 
talking  iu  a  state  of  apparently  perfect  health 
and  strength  to  those  around  her;  and  that  thus 
she  remained  sitting  on  till  eleven  o'clock,  con- 
versing without  any  fatigue,  and  working  with 
her  knitting-kncedles.  Her  sleep  did  not  fully  re- 
turn until  four  nights  afterward;  and  from  that 
time  she  had  always  enjoyed  the  most  healthy  and 
refreshing  rest. 

I  will  add.  that  others  who  have  had  an  inter- 
view with  Mudan>e  Jalhay  relate  that  when  she 
arrived  in  the  kitchen,  her  family  were  the  more 
ready  to  I>elieve  that  she  was  suffering  from  de- 
lirium, or  an  attack  of  fever,  from  remarking  that 
her  countenance  seemed  all  on  fire,  and  was  in- 
vested with  some  indefinable  sort  of  light.  To 
prove  to  her  family  that  she  was  perfectly  cured, 
she  ate  of  some  food  which  is  naturally  very 
indigestible. 

The  medical  man,  when  first  he  saw  her  after 
her  cure,  thought,  as  did  the  others,  that  she  was 
in  some  unnatural  state  of  feverish  excitement ; 
but  the  pulse  and  the  tongue  proved  the  contrary. 
She  told  him  that  a  more  skillful  physician  than 
him.self  had  cured  her.  He  then  be'ggid  her  to 
allow  him  to  put  her  to  the  test,  to  see  if  the  cure 
was  radical ;  and  having  done  so,  he  declare<l,  in 
presence  of  her  husband  and  her  eldest  daughter, 
that  nothing  whatever  remained  of  her  former 
maladies. 

On  returning  to  Couvin,  I  found  at  the  station 
the  son  of  3Iauame  Jalhay,  whom  I  had  seen  in 
the  morning.  1  asked  him  if  the  family  had 
known  of  any  special  graces  previously  accorded 
to  Madame  Jalhav;  but  he  said  that  he  knew  of 
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none  ;  that  his  mother  had  ahvays  been  simply  a 
good  pious  person,  who  performed  all  her  duties 
well ;  that  he  asked  no  questions  with  regard  to 
any  thing  supernatural ;  when  he  saw  any  mem- 
bers of  his  family,  he  heard  what  was  said,  and 
that  was  all. 

His  replies  to  my  questions  were  straightfor- 
ward and  short,  and  indicated  no  desire  to  be  led 
to  talk  on  the  subject  of  Madame  Jalhay's  cure; 
indeed  I  could  not  but  remark  all  along  that  I 
met  with  no  one  who  seemed  possessed  in  any 
way  with  a  spirit  of  excitement,  or  who  showed  a 
wish  to  do  more  than  satisfy  my  inquiries.  That 
a  cure,  such  as  is  considered  miraculous,  had  been 
wrought,  was  too  evident  to  tlie  inhabitants  of 
the  district  to  admit  of  any  questions;  and  the  ac- 
count which  Madame  Jalhay  gave  of  an  appari- 
tion of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  as  being  thus  in- 
timately connected  with  her  restoration  to  health, 
was  believed  with  that  calm  and  entire  conviction 
which  precludes  all  undue  enthusiasm. 

I  have  thus  set  down,  as  exactly  as  I  can,  my 
reminiscences  of  my  visit  to  Pctigny.  When  any 
well-attested  documents  on  the  subject  shall  have 
been  pul)lished  I  will  communicate  them  to  you; 
meanwhile  I  think  that  I  had  better  leave  what  I 
have  written  without  any  further  reflections  of  my 
own,  Ijcing  assured  that  the  circumstances,  which 
I  have  attempted  to  relate,  will  soon  be  made 
widely  known  by  others,  who  will  have  applied 
to  them  a  searching  and  scientific  investigation. 


Peast  of  the  Seven  Dolors  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mai^. — 3d  Sunday  in  September. 

What  a  sea  of  tears  and  sorrows — 

Did  the  soul  of  Mary  toss 
To  and  fro  upon  its  billows, 

While  she  wej)t  her  bitter  loss ; 
In  her  arms  her  Jesus  holding, 

Torn  l)at  newly  from  the  Cross. 
Oh  that  mournful  Virgin  Mother! 

See  her  tears  liow  fivst  they  flow 
Down  upon  His  mangled  Ijody, 

Wounded  side  and  thorny  l)row  ; 
While  His  hand  and  feet  she  kisses, — 

Picture  of  immortal  woe ! 
Oft  and  oft  His  arras  and  bosom 

Fondly  straining  to  her  own  ; 
Oft  her  pallid  lips  imprinting 

On  each  wound  of  her  dear  Son  ; 
Till  at  last,  in  swocms  ot  anguish, 

Sense  and  consciousness  are  gone. 
Gentle  Mother !  we  beseech  thee. 

By  thy  tears  and  troubles  sore; 
By  the  death  of  thy  dear  offspring, 

By  the  bloody  wounils  He  bore ; 
Touch  our  hearts  with  that  true  sorrow 

AVhich  afflicted  thee  of  yore. 
To  the  Father  Everlasting, 

And  the  Son  who  reigns  on  high, 
With  the  co-eternal  Spirit, 

Trinity  in  unity — 
Be  salvation,  honor,  blessing, 

'Now  and  through  eternity. 


SUNDAY  AFTERUOON  WITH  THE  SAINTS. 
Saint  Francis  Xavier.  A.  D.  1552. 

The  fierce  Indian  .sun  glowed  on  the  ill-built 
mud-walled  houses  of  Malacca.  The  broad  leaves 
of  the  palm  that  shaded  the  porch  of  the  Governor's 
house  hung  motionless;  the  lizard  stayed  panting 
and  basking  in  the  glare  of  the  white  marble 
columns.  Not  a  breath  from  the  sea  to  assuage 
the  quivering  heat.  Yet  the  sky,  though  .scorch- 
ing, was  not  clear;  a  lurid  pestilential  haze  Avas 
brooding  over  the  town  and  suburbs,  sure  token 
that  a  wasting  sickness  was  there,  sweeping  off  its 
victims  wholesale.  Had  you  trodden  the  streets, 
the  reality  of  the  fearful  visitation  would  have 
come  home  to  you  closer.  Malacca  is  a  plague- 
stricken  place ! 

Every  liere  and  there  a  little  funeral  train  of 
persons  treads  its  way  cautiously  along,  keeping 
in  the  middle  of  the  street,  to  avoid  giving  infec- 
tion to  the  houses  on  either  side,  or  receiving  it 
from  them.  See,  here  is  a  funeral  coming  toward 
us  even  as  we  speak ;  the  acolyth  sounding  the 
dead-bell,  the  prie.st  in  salile  cope,  with  slow- 
measured  chant.  Tapers  and  holy  water  are  borne 
before;  then  come  the  native  bearers,  each  burying 
his  face  in  the  swarthy  arm  left  free  from  the 
weight  of  the  bier,  and  holding  his  breath,  as 
well  as  he  may,  from  the  infection  of  the  corpse 
above  him. 

And  that  corpse  !  how  ghastly  and  how  livid, 
as  it  lies  with  face  and  hands  exposed  on  its  death- 
palanquin!  Give  one  glance  at  those  swollen  lips, 
still  half  open  from  the  agony  of  the  last  struggle; 
and  that  brow,  disfigured  by  the  fatal  spots  of 
putrid  fever;  and  tliose  dark  lean  fingers,  tliat 
clutch  so  tightly  tlie  small  crucifix — the  sufferer's 
last  link  to  consciousness,  as  in  broken  Portuguese 
he  had  murmured  the  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary 
with  his  death-sigh. 

Well  for  us  if  we  have  been  spared  such  scenes, 
and  know  them  only  by  description;  but  better 
for  us  to  have  known  them,  and  laid  them  to  heart 
for  our  good.  "  i^'or  in  that  we  are  put  in  mind 
of  the  end  of  all,  and  the  living  thinketh  what  is 
to  come." 

The  look  of  that  dead  face  strikes  terror  into 
the  two  native  children  who  are  crouching  in  a 
little  spot  of  shade  formed  by  an  angle  in  the 
Governor's  house. 

"See,"  said  Atan'tala  to  his  sister,  "if  it  is  not 
young  Francis  Ciavos  whom  they  are  carrying 
forth  to  burial ;  and  'twas  but  the  night  before 
last,  as  I  heard,  that  he  was  stricken.  Oh,  how 
his  face  is  changed !  he  that  used  to  lodk  so  kindlj", 
and  smile,  as  he  passed  our  mother's  door.  Sadly, 
too,  he  loooked  at  us,  as  if  he  pitied  us  for  some- 
thing; yet  he  was  but  a  poor,  ragged  youth,  while 
we  had  good  clothes  and  food.  Why  should  he 
pity  us?  Well,  he  will  never  look  at  us  any 
more,  that's  certain.  His  eyes  are  close  shut,  and 
— ugh,  it  is  an  ugly  sight !" 

Little  Mainude  made  no  answer  to  her  brother. 
Her  dark  eyes  were  riveted  on  the  face  of  the 
dead — a  youth  of  scarce  twenty  years,  whom  they 
had  often  seen  in  health  and  strength,  a%  he  went 
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round  the  city  scUinpr  l»>«  mats.  Often,  too,  hnd 
he  looki'd  ii|Km  Atnn'tala  and  his  sixtcr,  and 
Bighi'd  to  tliiiilv  tliiit,  lirigiit  and  litippy-lndkin^ 
as  tlu'V  M'onu'«l,  tlicir  souls  wore  in  tlie  darkness 
of  the  shadow  of  ileatii.  The  new  hirth  of  Imp- 
tisni  ha«l  not  been  imparteti  to  them ;  they  were 
strunj^ers  to  the  holy  faith,  and  foreijrnors  to  the 
one  true  Cluirch,  wliose  Sacraments  and  worship 
had  h>ng  heen  liis  own  consolations  in  pover- 
ty. Seldom  had  lie  failed  to  say  an  Are  Mitrt<i 
for  them  as  he  ])a-sed  l)y  :  and  the  children,  who 
little  guessed  they  were  being  prayed  for  by  the 
poor  mat  selUr,  were  still  struck  l»y  his  p-nsive, 
aimpo.sfd  manner,  and  attracted  to  f«el  kindly 
toward  him,  they  scarcely  knew  why.  He  had 
even  gone  so  fir  as  to  beg  Father  Francis  Xavier, 
of  whom  all  in  Malacca  and  Goa  were  telling 
such  wonders,  to  make  a  memento  for  them  in  his 
]Mass.  The  Mother  of  .Mercy  did  not  let  herself 
be  supplicated  in  vain;  and  the  Divine  Sacrifice, 
offered  up  by  the  hands  of  the  saintly  missioner, 
drew  down  upon  Ciavos  himself,  as  well  as  the 
objects  of  his  Chri>tian  anxiety,  a  greater  bless- 
ing than  he  then  thought  of.     You  shall  hear. 

Yes,  Father  Francis  had  now  lately  arrived 
from  Goa.  Wherever  he  went,  wonders  of  grace 
attended  his  stei)s ;  miracles  were  wrought  on 
body  and  soul.  There  were  bad  emigrant  Catho 
lies  in  those  vast  colonics,  as  there  are  l>ad  Catho- 
lics nearer  home.  These  hail  to  be  converted  from 
their  sins  and  scandals;  and  Francis  converted 
them  by  saintly  example  and  loving  admonition 
and  huml)le  prayer.  There  were  countless  crowds 
of  heathen  to  be  rescued  from  the  darkness  of 
their  idolatry.  Francis  brings  them  to  the  light 
by  his  preaching;  or,  if  they  harden  themselves 
against  this,  by  his  miracles.  No  church  is  capa- 
cious enough  to  receive  the  mighty  army  of  his 
neophytes;  they  would  have  outswelUd  the  great 
douKvofSt.  Peter's  itself  No  font,  can  suffice  to 
minister  to  them  the  Sacrament  of  their  second 
birth.  Down  to  the  margin  of  the  broad  river 
Francis  leads  them ;  and  there,  m  the  laver  of 
regeneration  poured  by  the  Creator's  own  hand 
from  the  mountains,  the  new  apostle  continues  his 
blessed  work  till  his  arm  can  scarcely  move  for 
very  weariness. 

He  had  now  spent  years  in  different  parts  of 
India;  he  had  given  hialth  to  the  sick,  and  read 
men's  consciences  at  a  glance,  and  raised  the  dead 
to  life.  Zeal  for  souls  burned  as  a  consuming  tire 
in  his  breast.  His  constant  ejaculation,  sent  from 
his  inmost  heart,  was  this:  "  O  my  God,  give  me 
souls !  give  me  souls !"  What  wonder,  then,  if  the 
gift  of  Pentecost  had  been  from  time  to  time  re- 
newed in  his  favor ;  that  his  astonished  audience 
heard  him  speak  to  them  the  word  of  life  "every 
man  in  his  own  tongue  wherein  he  was  born  ?" 
Francis  ran  (in  the  language  of  the  prophet)  be- 
cause he  was  sent ;  and  He  who  granted  him  the 
grace  of  the  apostleship  did  not  withhold  from 
him  the  supernatural  aid  by  which  the  Apostles 
proved  their  mission. 

But  the  crowning  miracle  of  all  was  the  grace 
poured  upon  the  Saint  himself;  the  depth  of  his 
lowliness ;  his  deadncss  to  the  world's  good  opin- 


ion and  offers  of  pleomirc :  his  contempt  of  self; 
his  ardor  in  prayer;  the  auftteritiesthat  made  it  a 
daily  marvel  that  he  should  still  be  alive:  t lie  ec- 
stasies of  divine  love,  raising  even  ids  mortal  Ixxly 
from  the  ground,  as  though  he  were  already  as- 
cending to  the  heavenly  crown  that  awaited  him 
when  his  laliors  of  love  were  done. 

And  see  :  at  the  very  moment  when  the  disfig- 
uretl  corpse  of  his  young  namesake  is  being  car- 
ried i)ast  the  si>ot  where  Mainude  and  her  l»rother 
stand,  conies  Father  Xavier,  widking  rapidly,  in 
spite  of  the  heat,  toward  the  (iovernor's  palace. 
Since  his  arrival  in  Malacca,  he  has  been  constant- 
ly employed  in  tending  the  fever-stricken  ;  and  to 
this  urgent  call  of  charity  h«;  has  postponed  the 
claims  of  courtesy,  to  which  he  is  always  so  keenly 
alive.  AVc  may  l)e  sure  it  is  from  no  want  of  re- 
spect for  those  who  bear  the  swonl  of  power,  as 
representatives  of  the  Su])reme  King.  Fir>t,  said 
he  to  himself,  for  God,  in  the  persons  of  these 
poor  sufferers  ;  after  that,  to  God,  in  the  delega- 
ted authority  of  His  vicegerent. 

Truly,  the  need  of  the  moment  had  Iwen  great 
Among  the  heathen  a  selfish  love  of  life  had  over- 
powered all  the  bonds  of  blood  and  affection; 
children  left  their  parents  ;  brother  his  brother; 
the  husband  fled  from  his  wife  ;  the  cherished 
companion  forsook  his  friend.  Dread  of  infec- 
tion, this  was  the  one  absorbing  thought ;  and  the 
sick,  who  might  .still  be  saved,  and  the  dying,  who 
should  be  tended  or  con.soled,  were  all  alike  de- 
serted. They  toss  restlessly  on  their  couches, 
craving  one  drop  of  water  in  vain  ;  na}',  horrible 
to  tell,  are  often  dragged  into  the  street  by  those 
to  whom  they  had  given  life,  to  perish  in  tonnent 
and  madness  under  the  fierce  sun,  that  the  house 
whose  daily  bread  they  once  provided  may  be 
freed  from  their  infection. 

Alas,  Catholic  charity  too  had  in  many  instan- 
ces grown  cold  amid  the  panic.  The  scandal  of 
selfishness  hail  not  been  seldom  exhibited  to  the 
eyes  of  the  Indians,  who  smiled  a  bitter,  hardened 
smile  to  see  men  professing  a  Gospel  of  love  and 
self-sacrifice  almost  equally  with  themselves  under 
the  dominion  of  slavish  terror. 

To  these  scenes  of  confusion  and  horror,  Xavier 
came  like  a  ministering  angel.  That  one  man, 
and  he  worn  down  with  long  lal)ors  and  self-se- 
verity, seemed  to  have  a  superhuman  strength 
and  energy  given  to  him.  You  might  almost  lan- 
cy  he  had  been  multiplied,  for  he  was  to  be  met 
with  at  every  turn.  Here  he  was  directing  the 
few  zealous  Catholics  whom  he  could  collect,  to 
convert  some  warehouses  into  temporary  wards  for 
the  sick;  there  he  wus  seen  carrying  toward  the 
ho.spital  in  his  annn  a  poor  feeble  native,  who 
was  breathing  the  deadliest  infection  into  the 
face  of  his  benefactor.  There,  in  his  stole,  at- 
tended by  clerics  with  lighted  tapers,  or  alone  if 
the  danger  is  too  urgent,  he  is  administering  to  a 
dying  Catholic  the  Most  Holy  Viaticum  and  the 
Last  Cnction.  Just  before,  regardless  of  the  certain 
death  from  which  nothing  but  a  miracle  could 
preserve  him,  he  had  Ih'cu  kneeling  by  the  pallet 
of  that  expiring  penitent,  his  ear  close  to  the 
parched  and  gasping  lip.s.     He  was  gathering  the 
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few  words  which  the  tongue  could  scarcely  falter ; 
and  liimself,  by  the  clear  insight  he  possessed  into 
the  secrets  of  that  laboring  conscience,  supplying 
and  completing  the  confession  of  the  awe-struck 
yet  consoled  sinner,  who  then  learned  what  it  is 
to  be  assisted  in  tlie  last  extremity  by  a  Saint. 

But  now  that  the  contagion  has  slackened,  and 
those  who  have  not  been  carried  forth  from  the 
hospital  to  their  graves,  are  leaving  it  with  slow 
steps,  supjjorted  by  their  friends.  Father  Francis 
takes  an  early  opportunity  of  paying  his  respects 
to  Don  Alvarez  d'Atayda  Gama,  the  Governor  of 
Malacca. 

He  is  going,  moreover,  to  treat  with  him  on  a 
matter  very  near  to  the  Saint's  heart,  because 
greatly  concerning  the  divine  glory  and  the  sav- 
ing of  souls.  China,  that  vast  empire,  is  lying  in 
the  darkness  of  the  shadow  of  death ;  and  Francis 
yearns  for  its  salvation.  He  sees  in  vision,  day 
and  night,  those  millions  of  deluded  ones,  follow- 
ing a  monstrous  doctrine  of  impiety,  an  invention 
of  the  demon  to  counterfeit  the  Incarnation  of  our 
Divine  Lord.  Francis  thirsts  to  go  and  preach  to 
them  tlie  true  Incarnate  God,  and  to  hold  up  be- 
fore them  the  crucifix  that  tells  of  His  love.  His 
agony,  His  sacrifice.  He  would  overturn  the  devil- 
worship  of  Foh  (thus  the  false  idol  is  named),  and 
set  up  in  those  dark  regions  the  Kingdom  of  his 
Lord. 

But,  O  zealous  and  apostolic  man,  have  you  not 
already  done  enough  for  your  Lord"?  Have  you 
not  spread  the  faith,  and  won  souls  to  God,  from 
Goa  to  Coromandel,  and  through  the  Empire  of 
Japan  ?  Is  it  not  time  to  rest  a  little  V  See,  you 
are  not  yet  forty-six,  and  your  hair  is  blanched 
with  incessant  toil.  No  ;  Francis  will  have  eter- 
nity to  rest  in.  With  him  there  is  no  enough,  so 
long  as  a  single  soul  remains  in  heathenism  or  in 
sin.  All  souls  are  dear  to  him  ;  but  China,  China! 
this  is  now  his  heart's  desire,  his  very  breath.  So, 
armed  with  the  authority  of  the  King  of  Portu- 
gal, and  of  Don  Alphonso  di  Xorogna,  Viceroy  of 
the  Indies,  together  with  his  yet  higher  mission 
as  Apostolic  Nuncio  of  Paul  III,  Francis  is  deter- 
mined to  urge  the  Governor  to  the  uttermost,  and 
induce  him  to  fit  out  a  half- embassy,  half-mission- 
ary enterprise,  to  win  to  God  that  benighted  land. 

As  he  turns  the  corner  of  the  street  in  which 
the  palace  stands,  he  meets  the  funeral  of  Ciavos. 
Dearly  had  he  loved  the  youth ;  had  watched  with 
thankfulness  the  good  seed  of  grace  ripen  in  his 
soul ;  yet  he  shows  no  surprise  at  the  sad  sight 
presented  to  him.  Had  he  already  seen  it  in  the 
light  of  God  ? 

"The  saints  guard  you,  Don  Miguel!"  said 
Francis,  courteously  saluting  the  priest,  who  was 
chanting  one  of  the  psalms  for  the  dead;  "for 
once  I  venture  to  deprive  you  of  your  work  of  mer- 
cy; for  this  young  man  has  l^een  given  to  my 
unworthiness.  And  you,  my  sons,  set  down  the 
bier." 

All  stood  still  at  the  words  of  the  Saint.  Don 
Jliguel,  it  must  be  said,  was  one  of  those  well- 
meaning  people  who  had  allowed  himself  to  en- 
tertain some  mistrust  of  the  growing  Society  of 
the  Jesuits.    Ue  had  even  accused  it,  in  public 


conversation,  of  introducing  novelties  into  the 
Church.  He,  therefore,  regarded  the  interrup- 
tion with  no  very  charitable  eye,  and  seemed  half 
disposed  to  proceed,  notwithstanding.  The  bear- 
ers, glad  of  a  resting-time  from  their  burden,  stood 
a  few  paces  off  to  take  a  deep  breath,  as  tlie  holy 
missioner  approached  the  body.  Atan'tala  and 
IVIainude  bent  forward  eagerly,  first  taking  a  riearer 
view  of  the  face  of  the  corpse,  and  then  riveted 
on  the  Saint,  whose  pale  gentle  face,  dark  steady 
eye,  and  loving  smile,  attracted  them  with  a  feel- 
ing of  confidence  and  reverence  they  had  never 
known  before. 

"  He  is  one  of  the  priests  of  those  blood-thirsty 
foreigners,"  whispered  the  brother  to  the  sister ; 
but  see  how  he  looks  !  He  never  would  counsel 
the  Portuguese  to  oppress  and  torture  us.  I  could 
run  and  kiss  the  sleeve  of  his  long  black  garment." 

"  Hush,"  answered  she,  "  it  is  true  ;  and  he  has 
not  at  all  the  look  of  our  bonzes  ;  but  let  us  listen. 
What  will  he  do?  Why,  see,  if  he  is  not  going  to 
speak  to  the  body  !" 

And  at  that  moment  the  sweet,  loving  voice  of 
Francis  was  heard,  as  he  signed  the  holy  sign  of  the 
Cross  over  the  face  and  breast  of  that  livid  corpse : 

"  Francis  Ciavos,  in  the  name  of  Jesus,  whose 
Society  thou  shalt  enter,  to  the  sanctification  of 
thy  soul,  I  bid  thee  arise." 

And  little  Mainude  cried  out  in  terror,  and 
Atan'tala  and  the  bearers  threw  themselves  with 
their  faces  in  the  dust,  and  Don  Miguel  dropped 
on  his  knees,  calling  on  his  guardian  angel.  For 
lo !  the  eyes  of  the  dead  unclosed,  the  hue  of 
health  returned  to  the  cheek,  and  he  sat  upright 
on  the  bier.  In  one  hand  he  still  held  the  little 
crucifix ;  and  the  other  was  passed  over  the  fore- 
head, as  one  who  awakens  out  of  a  refreshing 
sluml^er. 

"  Dear  Father,"  he  faltered,  wonderingly,  "  is 
this  really  you?  Let  me  touch,  let  me  kiss  your 
hand.  It  is,  and  I  live  still.  Yet,"  looking  round, 
"  where  have  they  laid  me  ?  Have  I  been  dream- 
ing so  long  ?  Endlessly,  it  seemed  ;  and  oh,  such 
a  dream !"  and  he  pressed  his  hand  again  to  his 
brow.     "I  thought — " 

"  Hush,  my  dear  son,"  interrupted  Saint  Fran- 
cis, as,  drawing  nearer,  he  folded  his  arms  around 
him,  and  whispered  a  few  words  into  his  ears. 

But  all  at  once,  by  an  uncontrollable  impulse, 
Indrauda  and  Lotokilt,  two  of  the  bearers,  men 
long  hardened  in  indifference  and  heathenism, 
fearing  neither  death  nor  aught  that  comes  after 
death,  rushed  forward  and  cast  themselves  before 
the  Saiut.  Their  broad  hands  were  clasped  on 
their  breasts,  their  eyes  streaming  with  tears,  and 
fixed  on  his  face. 

"  What  would  you,  my  children  ?"  asked  Fran- 
cis, addressing  them  in  their  native  tongue. 

"Baptism, Saib!"  cried  the  penitents,  "the  bap- 
tism of  the  Christians ;  for  with  you  is  the  power 
of  the  Most  High  God." 

"  We  too,  we  too !"  cried  the  children,  making 
their  way  through  the  circle;  and,  throwing 
themselves  before  the  Saint,  they  clung  to  his 
threadbare  habit.  "Ah,  Ciavos,  will  y©u  not  speak 
for  us,  that  we  too  may  be  baptized  ?" 
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Tlicre  was  no  need  of  speaking  for  tliem.  Father 
Xavicr  raised  Im  eyes  in  thankfuliio<^  to  Ilim 
who  hud  tlius  added  to  the  children  of  Ilis  King- 
dom al)<)vc ;  and,  committing  the  little  band  of 
neophytes  to  Don  Miguel  for  instniction,  laid  his 
hand  upon  them  in  blessing,  and  walked  forward 
witliout  delay  to  the  Governor's  house. 


The  Nativity  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 

Twas  a  morning  in  September 
That  we  all  love  to  remember, 
"When  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary 
Came  to  dwell  upon  the  earth  ; 
And  bright  hues  of  every  season, 
"With  a  kind  of  sentient  reason, 
Seemed  to  gather  in  the  sunny  air, 
To  honor  Marj''s  birth. 

Ace  Maria/    Ave  Maria/ 

These  were  echoes  of  inviting 
From  the  mountain,  where  uniting 
Were  the  atmosphere  celestial 
And  the  atmosphere  mundane  : 
For  the  angels  were  assembling, 
"With  a  joyful  fear  and  trembling, 
And  an  undefined  attraction 
That  not  one  could  well  explain. 
Ave  Maria  /    Ave  Maria  / 

They  beheld  the  infant  Mary, 

Then  they  wondered  and  paid  homage 

To  her  beauty  all  divine. 

'Twas  the  spotless  Galilean 

Drew  from  every  harp  the  pean, 

Drew  from  every  spirit  forth 

The  sweetly  thrilling  line : 

Ace  Maria  /    Ace  Maria  / 

They  had  known  from  distant  ages, 
From  the  mystic  awful  pages 
Of  Omnipotent  foreknowledge, 
Of  inexplicable  love; 
Tliat  one  day  a  wondrous  blending, 
[God  with  man]  should  see  them  bending, 
Bending  low,  and  deep  adoring, 
As  they  bow  in  Heaven  above. 
Ave  Maria  /    Ave  Maria  / 

With  ecstasy,  half  confusion, 
[Angels  never  know  delusion,] 
Should  we  wonder  now  to  see  them 
All  enraptured  at  the  sight  ? 
Nay,  the  first-bom  of  creation, 
In  unselfish  adoration 
Fall,  and  worship  God,  while  bowing 
To  this  Daughter  of  Delight. 

Ace  Maria  /    Ave  Maria  / 

"  "Who  is  she,  this  wondrous  maiden, 
"With  full  grace  and  science  laden?" 
Thus  the  angels  ask  each  other 
As  they  gaze  upon  the  child, 
And  repeat  their  salutation, 
So  the  sweet  reverberation 
Falls  upon  the  ear  of  mortals, 
Praising  Mary  undefiled. 

Ave  Maria  /    Ave  Maria  / 


And  the  words  in  music  falling 
Of  seraphic  angels  calling 
To  the  lovely  infant  Mary, 
Never  cease  upon  the  air. 
They  are  flowing  on  forever. 
As  a  broad  life-giving  river — 
As  the  solace  to  our  mourning, 
And  the  virtue  to  our  prayer, 

Ave  Maria  /    Ace  Maria  / 

All  the  generations  hearken, 
But  though  malice  fain  would  darken 
And  contuse  the  rays  of  beauty 
Gushing  from  that  natal  morn, 
Still  the  angels'  salutation. 
On  from  every  generation. 
Is  re-echoed,  and  repeated 
To  that  little  babe  just  bom  : 
Ace  Maria  /  Ave  Maria  / 


LEGENDS  or  THE  BLESSED  VIBGIN.— VI. 
From  the  Prison  to  the  Stake. — Oonolnded. 

Bouillac  said  no  more,  but  prayed  silently  for 
his  comrade.  Soudriol  began  to  eat,  with  indif- 
ference ;  and  when  he  had  finished  the  provisions 
brought  in  the  morning,  he  invited  his  companion 
to  follow  his  example.  You  can  have  my  share 
also,"  said  Bouillac.  "  As  this  is  the  last  night 
which  we  shall  pass  on  earth,  I  should  like  to 
spend  it  fasting." 

"  Eat,"  said  Soudriol,  "  you  require  strength  and 
courage." 

"  I  am  not  so  great  a  coward  as  you  take  me  to 
be.  I  dread  the  justice  of  God,  but  you  shall  not 
see  me  shrink  at  the  stake." 

"  It  is  decided  that  we  shall  bo  burned  ?" 

"  It  seems  so." 

"  So  much  the  better.  Buming  is  rather  a  se- 
vere punishment;  but  there  is  something  deci- 
dedly vulgar  in  hanging." 

"  "Whether  lianged  or  burned,  we  shall  be  in  the 
presence  of  God  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  the 
execution  commences." 

"Are  you  going  to  resume  your  sermons?  Grant 
me  a  few  minutes  of  peace  and  eat  your  meal. 
Perhaps  it  will  not  be  too  much  to  keep  up  strength 
in  you." 

"Do  not  fear ;  you  shall  not  see  me  faint" 

"I  hope  not ;  however  there  is  not  only  question 
of  dying,  but  we  must  also  be  able  to  make  an 
effort,  if  necessary,  to  aid  those  who  may  come  to 
rescue  us." 

"  Then  you  have  not,  even  now,  given  up  every 
illusion." 

"  There  is  no  illusion ;  the  more  I  think  of  it, 
the  more  I  am  convinced  that  our  comrades  will 
not  abandon  us." 

"  "When  had  you  friends  ?" 

"  I  think  they  did  not  give  you  any  cause  to 
distrust  them." 

"Ah !  You  rely  on  their  friendship !  So  long  as 
we  were  free,  and  ruled  them  with  club  and  dag- 
ger, they  obeyed  us.  And  many  a  time,  as  you 
know,  we  were  obliged  to  restrain  them  by  threats 
and  blows.    Are  you  then  quite  certain  that  they 
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were  not  tired  of  our  command,  and  that  it  was 
not  they  that  betrayed  us?" 

"  That  is  impossible ;  we  were  too  necessary  to 
theui.  Perhaps  tljey  do  not  love  us;  but  interest 
is  a  more  powerful  1)ond  than  friendship,  and 
their  interest  requires  of  them  that  they  should 
do  all  in  their  power  to  save  us." 

"I  fear  that  they  arc  rather  congratulating 
themselves  on  having  been  delivered  from  our 
authority." 

"  It  is  the  greatest  misfortune  which  could  be- 
fall them.  They  are  not  capable  of  conceiving  a 
good  plan  of  assault.  If  I  had  not  foreseen  and 
regulated  every  thing  in  advance,  the  slightest  ac- 
cident would  have  disconcerted  them.  If  they 
allow  us  to  perish,  there  is  nothing  left  for  them 
but  to  seek  some  other  land,  and  there  earn  their 
bread  as  best  they  can  by  labor." 

"  Perhaps  they  are  already  in  prison,  as  we  are, 
for  I  did  not  recognize  any  of  them,  either  when 
we  were  judged  or  when  we  were  examined." 

"  They  were  right.  It  would  be  imprudent  to 
give  any  alarm.  It  was  much  better  to  lull  the 
authorities  into  confidence  and  security :  for,  if 
they  suspected  any  plot,  they  would  immediately 
prevent  its  success.  Our  example  taught  them 
prudence." 

"  It  is  true  that  we  were  .somewhat  rash." 

"  ^Vho  could  doubt  the  fidelity  of  the  inn-keeper, 
since  he  has  proved  it  to  us  during  so  many  years? 
His  long  comi^licity,  and  the  part  he  took  in  our 
deeds,  were  a  guarantee  to  us,  and  answered  suffi- 
ciently for  him  tons;  but  it  seems  that 'magis- 
trates allow  certain  crimes  to  cancel  others.  Per- 
haps, also,  after  having  enjoyed  fifteen  years  of 
peace  in  our  mountains,  he  may  have  taken  a  fancy 
to  justice,  and  laid  a  snare  for  us  which  might 
have  been  so  easily  avoided." 

"Let  that  pass,"  said  Bouillac,  "our  hour  is 
fixed,  and  vain  regrets  are  useless.  Let  us  ratiier 
profit  by  the  time  left  us,  and  appease  God  whom 
our  crimes  had  worn  out,  in  order  that  when  our 
punishment  is  over  here,  it  may  not  begin  again 
in  the  next  world  to  last  for  all  eternity." 

Soudriol  heeded  not  even  this  appeal. 

The  two  prisoners  passed  the  night  without 
sleeping ;  but  the  thoughts  of  each  were  very  dif- 
ferent. Those  are  to  be  pitied  who  have  not  had 
the  benefit  of  religious  instruction  in  their  youth! 
Their  heart  is  always  empty  ;  and  when  the  hour 
of  adversity  comes,  they  are  without  support  and 
consolation. 

Bouillac  was  less  unhappy  than  his  companion. 
The  holy  lessons  which  the  good  monks  had  in- 
stilled into  his  mind  had  been  stifled  by  the  growl- 
ing of  his  passions;  Imt,  when  the  presence  of 
death  had  drawn  him  from  his  riotous  way  of  liv- 
ing, and  placed  him,  as  it  were,  face  to  face  with 
himself,  and  when  calm  had  been  restored  in  his 
soul.  Christian  ideas  triumphed,  and  he  found  no 
difficulty  in  returning  to  God,  whose  image  had 
been  only  veiled,  not  effaced,  in  his  soul  by  the 
turbulent  waves  of  sin.  Carried  from  his  mother 
wl  en  but  a  child,  Soudriol  had  grown  up  among 
ro!  bers.  When  he  heard  Heaven  mentioned,  it 
was  "with  contempt.     To  him  religion  seemed  a 


weakness;  fear  of  God,  cowardice.  As  he  had 
never  given  time  for  reflection,  it  was  only  natu- 
ral that  his  mind  should  run  only  on  things  purely 
material,  and  altogether  lose  sight  of  a  supernatu- 
ral world,  where  were  to  be  redressed  all  the 
crimes  and  injustice  of  the  Avorld  in  which  he 
moved.  Not  expecting  to  live  again  after  death,  he 
became  very  much  attached  to  this  life ;  and  his  exit 
from  the  scenes  of  men  oppressed  him  with  a  cold 
horror  never  experienced  by  those  who  expect  im- 
mortality. Hence  it  was  that  whilst  his  companion 
thought  of  his  crimes  in  the  spirit  of  compunc- 
tion, asked  pardon  for  them,  and  consoled  him- 
self with  the  consideration  of  the  Divine  mercy, 
Soudriol  was  agitated  by  inquietude  and  anguish. 
He  got  up,  sat  down,  lay  on  the  floor ;  but  no 
matter  what  posture  he  took,  there  was  no  repose 
for  him.  Would  his  friends  try  to  save  him? 
And  if  they  did  make  an  effort,  should  they  suc- 
ceed ?  Did  not  the  magistrate  think  too  much 
of  the  capture  he  had  made  not  to  take  all  possi- 
ble precautions  ?  He  had  some  outrageous  fits  of 
foolish  anger  against  the  magistrate  for  not  setting 
him  perfectly  free  from  prison  and  death.  At 
other  times  he  stormed  against  the  inn-keeper  for 
having  betrayed  them,  against  his  companions  for 
not  delivering  him,  against  himself  for  having 
fallen  so  clumsily  into  the  snare  laid  for  him.  In 
these  transports  of  fury  he  dashed  his  head  against 
the  wall  as  if  he  w  ould  break  his  skull. 

In  the  meantime,  Bouillac  murmured  holy  invo- 
cations, interrupted  by  sighs  of  sorrow.  Soudriol 
did  not  disturb  him,  but  rather  listened  to  him 
with  a  feeling  of  envy  and  surprise.  But  faith  is 
a  gift  of  Heaven,  given  only  to  those  who  have 
merited  it,  or  at  least  implored  it. 

A  little  before  dawn,  there  was  a  noise  outside, 
at  the  basement  of  the  turret.  Soudriol  started, 
jumped  up,  and  listened  with  excited  atten^^^ion. 
The  reflection  of  burning  torches  passed  through 
the  lattices  in  the  cell ;  confused  shouts  reached 
his  ear,  and  whilst  he  stood  motionless  and  not 
daring  to  breathe,  he  imagined  he  could  distin- 
guish the  voices  of  some  of  his  companions.  At 
the  end  of  a  minute,  however,  the  heavy  gate  of 
the  monastery  opened,  turned  heavily  on  its 
hinges,  closed  again  with  a  grating  sound,  and 
every  thing  was  still  as  before. 

The  first  rays  of  the  sun  aroused  Bouillac  from 
his  meditation.  "  This,"  said  he,  "  is  our  last  day  ; 
does  it  not  seem  to  you  that  the  night  passed  very 
rapidly  away  ?" 

"  The  last,"  said  Soudriol,  "perhaps.  Did  you 
not  hear  any  thing?" 

"Yes ;  it  is  probable  that  some  of  our  comrades 
have  been  taken;  When  the  shepherds  are  strack 
down,  what  becomes  of  the  flock?" 

"I  will  not  believe  you.  Even  supposing  it  to 
be  so,  there  are  still  enough  left  to  rescue  us." 

"  Soudriol,  my  friend,  do  not  deceive  yourself. 
Repent ;  we  have  only  an  hour ;  ask  pardon  of 
God.  Since  you  must  suffer,  what  does  it  cost  you 
to  suffer  in  the  spirit  of  expiation  ?" 

"And  what  interest  have  you  in  inducing  me  to 
do  an  act  of  meanness,  in  order  to  extuse  yourself?" 

"  I  am  your  friend ;  I  desire  not  to  be  separated 
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from  you  in  eternity;  I  de«iirc  not  to  ace  you  burn- 
ing in  lu'll  whilst  I  slmll  l)c  in  the  rffrcshing  liup- 
pincss  of  Henvcn,  ftftor  having  passed  through 
tlie  rtanu's  of  tlio  stake." 

"  Fool  I  You  bflifvc  nil  the  lies  of  the  Priests. 
After  nil  you  have  done,  do  you  iinngino  that  the 
muttering  of  a  few  words  has  made  you  innocent?" 

"My  words  have  not  so  much  virtue.  Neither 
my  words,  nor  my  tenrs,  nor  even  the  torture  of 
death  by  fire  eould  wash  away  my  crime.s,  if  I  had 
nothing  more  than  the  merit  of  a  late  ancl  barren 
conversion;  but  raise  your  eyes  to  those  pictures," 
said  he,  pointing  to  the  wall,  where  the  growing 
light  began  to  make  the  figures  visible,  "what 
they  represent  is  not  a  fable;  that  happened,  and 
there  are  books  enough  to  bear  testimony  to  it. 
In  the  center  you  see  the  Son  of  G(h1,  who  died 
upon  a  gil)bet  to  ransom  the  sins  of  all  men — 
yours  ami  mine  also;  He  gave  man  the  power  of 
remitting  sin.  Pray  to  Ilim,  and  He  will  pour  out 
His  merits  upon  you.  No  matter  how  sinful  you 
may  be,  Go<l  the  Father  will  not  strike  you  down 
if  Jesus  stands  before  you  and  pleads  f<)r  mercy." 

"  You  are  mad !" 

"The  two  e<mdemned  beside  Him  are,  like  us, 
bad  men  and  robl>ers;  but  one  obtains  pardon  of 
his  crimes — because,  wlun  dying,  he  repented, 
and  recognized  God  expiring  on  the  Cross,  like 
himself." 

"  Becjiuse  he  was  a  coward,  like  you." 

"He  was  not  a  coward.  Does  the  coward  con- 
sole the  afflicted  ?  Does  the  coward  speak  kind 
and  friendly  words  to  those  on  the  point  of  exe- 
cution? No!  The  coward  will  insult  you  as 
you  pass;  the  coward  outraged  the  Crucified;  the 
coward  dies  blaspheming  God:  the  other  thief  is 
the  coward." 

"  Bouillac,  my  friend,  check  your  imagination  ; 
do  not  deafen  me  with  such  nonsense.  I  shall 
not,  I  tell  you  again,  bend  the  knee  before  either 
God  or  man." 

"And  before  a  woman, — before  your  mother? 
Would  you  be  a.shame<i  to  beseech  your  mother?" 

"  3Iy  mother  cursed  me  when  I  left  her." 

"No  matter;  despite  all  her  maledictions  she 
would  again  open  her  arms  and  heart;  nnd  you 
would  not  be  ashamed  to  ask  pardon  of  her,  if 
she  lived,  and  came  to  3'ou  at  the  stake.  God  has 
given  us  a  3Iother,  that  we  may  invoke  her  when 
we  are  afraid  to  turn  to  Him." 

Soudriol  intimated  entire  dissent  by  a  gesture, 
and  begiin  to  whistle  the  air  of  a  song. 
^  The  Superior  of  the  Monastery  entered  a  short 
time  after.  Neither  his  zeal,  nor  his  charity,  nor 
the  unction  of  his  eloquence  succeeded  in  touch- 
ing Soudriol,  who  did  not  speak  to  him  except 
to  make  some  inquiry  about  the  noise  of  the  pre- 
ceding night. 

"Two  unfortunate  creatures,"  said  the  Religious, 
"having  entered  the  tavern  in  which  you  were 
arrested,  slew  the  owner ;  but,  being  captured, 
were  brought  here  last  night." 

Tliis  information  made  Soudriol  as  audacious 
as  ever.  He  was  convinced  that  Ins  companions 
would  save  him,  and  refused  to  listen  to  the  Priest. 
The  officials  of  justice  arrived   soon  after,  and 


having  removed  the  chains  from  the  feet  of  the 
prisoners,  led  them  away.  They  were  drugged 
tiirough  the  principal  streets  of  the  town,  sojintily 
dressed,  their  feet  l)are,  an<l  a  roiK'  around  the 
neck.  With  touching  humility,  I^millac  Ijegged 
pardon  of  the  people;  but  Soudriol  looked eagrtrly 
about  him,  to  catch  the  glance  of  some  of  his 
companions. 

Arrived  at  the  place  of  death,  Bouillac  knelt 
down  and  aKke<l  tiie  last  absolution  from  the  Re- 
ligious; but  Soudriol  defied  God  to  the  last. 

"  My  brother,  my  brother,"  said  the  Franciscan, 
"have  pity  on  your  soul,  which,  in  a  quarter  of  au 
hour  more,  shall  be  in  the  presence  of  God." 

"  I  laugh  at  your  GqJ,"  answered  Soudriol, 
with  other  words  so  blasphemous  that  we  dare 
not  repeat  them. 

The  spectators  were  .seized  with  horror  and  in- 
dignation, and  if  the  archers  had  not  kept  them 
at  a  distance,  they  would  have  torn  the  wretch  to 
pieces.  Soudriol  was  tied  witlivut  resi.stance,  and 
the  executioners  applied  fire  to  the  pile  in  four 
different  ])laces.  lie  uttere<l  frightful  cries  and 
horril)le  blasphemies  when  the  flames  began  to 
scorch  him.  Near  him  st<v)d  the  Priest,  with  up- 
lilted  hand,  conjuring  him  to  confess  his  crimes, 
that  even  then  he  might  give  him  absolution. 
He  was  answered  by  curses,  and  his  arm  fell 
without  making  the  sign  of  salvati(m. 

Volumes  of  ilame  and  smoke  now  arose  from 
the  ])ile,  and  conij)letely  concealed  the  sufferers. 
Soudriol's  voice  was  drowned;  but  near  him  was 
heard  a  voice  singing  the  praises  of  the  Mother 
of  God,  in  the  words  of  the  beautiful  hyum  which 
begins  thus: 

"At  the  Cross  her  station  keeping, 
Stood  the  mournful  3Iother  weeping, 
Close  to  Jesus  to  the  la.st." 

The  voice  continued  to  sing  every  strophe,  even 
to  the  last,  withtmt  losing  its  strength.  When  it 
came  to  the  wonls: 

"Be  to  me,  O  Virgin,  nigh, 
Lest  in  flames  I  l)urn  and  die," 
the  pile  gave  way,  and    the  burning  logs  were 
scattered  around,  whereupon  the  voic  continued: 

"In  His  awful  juilgment  day." 
and  finished  the  hymn.  The  fire  abated  by  de- 
grees, and  soon  the  spectators  beheld  Bouillac 
standing  above  the  l)unied  wood, — saved  by  our 
dear  Mother,  whilst  his  ctmipanion  lay  at  his  feet 
a  heap  of  ashes.  He  retired  to  a  mona.sterj',  and 
there  spent  the  rest  of  his  days.  Pope  John 
XXH,  who  then  resi«led  nt  Avignon,  had  a  church 
built  on  the  place  of  the  execution, and,  in  memory 
of  the  event,  called  it  the  Church  of  Our  Lady  of 
3Iiracles. 

Saint  Louis,  King  of  France,  preferred  going 
to  Poi.ssy  than  to  any  other  part  of  his  kingdom, 
because  it  was  there  he  had  been  baptized ;  for 
this  reason  he  always  signed  himself  Louis  of 
Poissy.  Following  his  examj)le,  all  the  kings  of 
France  have  shown  the  greatest  esteem  for  the 
name  of  Christian,  in  placing  as  their  first  and 
principal  title  of  honor  that  of  "Most  Christian," 
given  to  Charlemagne,  as  that  of  Catholic  to  the 
kings  of  Spain. 
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WEEKLY_qHEOTriOLE. 

Borne — Feasts — Of  St.  Ignatius — Of  the  Deliver- 
ance of  St.  Peter — Petefs  Pence — Portiuncula 
and  St.  Mary  ad  Nives — Notti  Vaticane. 
Rome,  Aug.  5,  1865. — In  tlie  midst  of  all  the 
agitation  going  on  about  us,  we  are  still  engaged 
in  this  holy  and  Eternal  City  in  following  up  the 
many  interesting  feasts  of  the  present  week,  which 
take  us  back  so  happily  to  the  true  glories  of  our 
past  history.  And  so,  on  Monday,  I  was  one  of 
the  many  who  resorted  to  the  grand  Church  of  the 
Ges(i,  to  be  present  at  the  usual  solemn  celebration  of 
the  Feast  of  St.  Ignatius  of  Loyola.  The  church  was 
decorated  with  the  usual  hangings,  chandeliers  and 
garlands  of  light,  whicl$  go  toward  making  so 
much  of  a  Roman  festival,  and  for  which  the 
great  nave  of  the  Gcsu  Church  is  so  well  adapted. 
But  I  must  confess  I  did  not  tarry  very  long  in 
the  church,  in  spite  of  the  beautifal  music,  for  I 
longed  to  renew  my  pilgrimage  to  the  rooms 
where  the  great  modern  athlete  of  the  Church 
lived  and  died,  after  having  succeeded  in  found- 
ing the  admirable  Society  of  Jesus.  I  had,  more- 
over, to  introduce  my  little  boys  to  the  great 
Saint.  So  we  made  our  way  through  the  many 
stairs  and  winding  corridors  of  the  neighboring 
Casa  Professa ;  we  stood  for  a  moment  in  the  ves- 
tibule, painted  in  such  studied  perspective  by 
Father  Del  Posso,  the  inventor  of  the  rules  of  that 
art ;  and  we  soon  passed  the  doorway — still  closed 
by  the  door  so  often  ojjcncd  by  St.  Philip  Neri 
and  St.  Charles  Borromeo,  the  saintly  friends  of 
the  great  Spaniard.  The  ai)artmcnts  of  St.  Igna- 
tius consist  of  four  rooms,  the  one  in  which  he 
died  being  now  a  chapel.  They  are  filled  with 
autographs  of  the  Saint  and  his  great  contempo- 
raries, and  relics  of  his  of  all  kinds,  the  most  in- 
teresting of  which  is  his  full  suit  of  vestments, 
being  displayed  on  a  wax  figure  exactly  his  hight, 
and  the  head  of  which  is  modeled  from  a  plaster 
mask  taken  from  his  face  after  his  death.  It  is  a 
most  life-like  representation  of  this  true  hero  of 
the  sixteenth  century,  and  it  seems  to  me  like 
meeting  again,  after  my  ten  years'  absence,  one 
of  the  holy  Religious  whom  it  was  my  good 
fortune  to  be  acquainted  with  during  my  fomier 
sojourn  in  Rome.  O  holy  Father  Ignatius,  pray 
for  your  weak  but  grateful  pupil ! 

Tuesday  ushered  in  the  month  of  August,  with 
the  Feast  of  the  Deliverance  of  St.  Peter  by  the 
Angel  in  the  year  44,  a  festival  duly  celebrated 
at  the  grand  Eudoxian  Basilica  of  San  Pietro  in 
Vincoli,  on  the  Esquiline  Hill,  where  are  kept  the 
two  chains  worn  by  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles  in 
Jerusalem  and  in  Rome,  and  which  are  now  joined 
miraculously  into  a  single  chain,  small  models 
of  which  in  steel  are  now  commonly  wojn  by  the 
religious  laymen  of  Rome  as  watch  guards.  To- 
morrow morning,  in  that  Basilica  of  San  Pietro  in 
Vincoli,  is  to  take  place  the  annual  gathering  and 
general  Communion  of  the  Archconfraternity  of 
St.  Peter,  which  exerts  itself  so  successfully  in 
collecting  the  Peter's  Pence,  and  in  the  evening 
the  members  meet  again  at  six,  to  be  pfesent  at 
Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  and  a  ser- 
mon, to  be  preached  this  year  by  the  Rev.  Canon 


Farabulini.  There  seems  to  be  here  in  Rome  more 
devotion  than  talk  connected  with  the  Saint  Peter's 
Pence.  The  contribution  given  to  it  lately  by  the 
Italian  Grand  Dukes,  is  said  to  amount  to  £40,000. 
The  Duke  Caetani,  the  head  of  the  oldest  patri- 
cian family  in  Rome,  is  reported  to  have  lately 
contributed  £2,000  to  the  same  filial  purpose.  By 
the  way,  the  worthy  Duke  is  as  famous  here  for 
his  ready  wit,  as  for  his  devotion  to  the  Holy  See. 

On  Wednesday  the  churches  of  the  Franciscan 
Order  and  the  Basilicas  of  St.  Mary  Major  and 
St.  John  Lateran,  were  filled  with  the  faithful 
anxious  to  gain  the  indulgences  of  the  great  Par- 
don of  Assisi  or  the  Portiuncula.  This  was  also 
the  Feast  of  St.  Alphonsus  Ligouri.  It  was  cele- 
brated especially  at  the  headquarters  of  his  Or- 
der, at  their  new  Gothic  church  on  the  Esqtiline, 
where  several  Cardinals,  Bishops,  Generals  of  Re- 
ligious Orders  and  other  ecclesiastics  celebrated 
Mass.  Father  Stocchi,  S.  J.,  preached  the  pane- 
gyric of  Saint  Alphonsus,  and  Cardinal  di  Pietro 
officiated  pontifically.* 

On  that  very  day,  the  Holy  Father,  after  saying 
Mass  at  the  chapel  of  the  Castel  Gandolfo  Palace, 
proceeded  to  the  church  of  the  Reformed  Friars 
Minor,  to  pay  to  it  the  visit  prescribed  to  the  faith- 
ful who  wish  to  gain  the  Plenaiy  Indulgence  of 
the  Portiuncula.  He  was  met  there  by  Cardinal  Al- 
tieri,who  is  Bishop  of  the  Diocese,  and  Cardinal  de 
Villecourt,  who  resides  there  with  the  Franciscans. 
After  hearing  the  ]\Iass  of  one  of  his  chaplains,  the 
Holy  Father  presented  to  the  church,  a  chalice,  a 
ciborium  and  a  missal,  then  received  the  whole 
Community  in  the  library  of  the  monastery.  . 

I  conclude  my  religious  chronicle  of  the  week 
with  the  mention  of  our  feast  of  to-day,  Saint 
Maiy  ad  Nives,  and  the  celebration  of  it  at  Saint 
Mary  Major,  on  the  site  of  the  miraculous  fall  of 
snow  in  363,  by  the  imitation  of  it  by  the  shower 
of  lily  petals  which  comes  down,  during  the  Mag- 
nificat at  the  second  Vespers,  from  the  dome  of 
the  Borghese  Chapel. 

The  long  expected  poem  of  the  Notti  Vaticane, 
by  Professor  Francesco  Massi,  of  the  Sapienza  Uni- 
versity and  the  Vatican  Library,  has  been  pub- 
lished this  week.  This  is  considered  a  national 
event  for  modern  Italian  literature,  which  is  now 
so  much  at  discount  in  Victor  Emmanuel's  domin- 
ions, where  speeches,  meetings  and  newspapers 
leave  no  room  for  poems.  The  successive  Basilicas 
of  Saint  Peter's  and  the  artistic  wealth  of  the  Pa- 
pal palace  are  poetically  treated  of  by  Professor 
^lassi  in  twenty -five  cantos,  in  which  all  the  great 
historical  recollections  connected  with  so  interest- 
ing a  site  are  brought  out  in  the  most  traly  poetic 
manner.  The  past  is,  of  couree,  a  key  to  the  pres- 
ent, and  often  a  photograph  of  it,  and  so  it  is  not 
to  be  wondered  the  poem  contains  frequent  allu- 
sions to  contemporary  history.  This  truly  Catho- 
lic bard  has  not  forgotten  in  extracting  from  it  its 
most  poetical,  because  most  heroical  episodes,  to  de- 
vote most  beautiful  verses  to  Ireland  and  Poland ; 
and  imitating  Dante  in  his  mode  of  bringing 
into  his  poem  the  events  of  his  own  day„we  find 
that  the  Professor  has  already  enshrined  in  poetry 
the  American  war  and  the  new  Mexican  Empire. 
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The  Era  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus.— Ooncluded. 

However  great  ovir  respect  for  those  who  speak 
thus,  wo  cannot  agree  with  them.  We  put  our 
trust  in  Heaven  as  much  as  they  <lo.  Yet,  we  also 
expect  the  coming  of  tlio  Kingdom  of  God  on 
earth,  as  jjmj'ed  for  by  the  Clmrcli  during  the 

iiast  eighteen  humlred  years,  and  as  announced 
jy  the  saints.  Not  only  do  we  not  find  any  thing 
in  the  events  of  the  hour  to  shake  our  confidence, 
but  we  even  see  powerful  motives  to  hope. 

If  we  expected  aid  from  this  world,  then  our 
hojK'  might  be  aiUed  illusion ;  but  wo  look  to 
Heaven  tor  succor ;  and  since  we  have  God  for 
our  physician,  the  greatness  of  our  malady  is 
enough  to  make  us  feel  assured  that  the  remedy  is 
at  hand.  "When  we  are  told  that  the  regeneration 
of  the  ])eoplo  of  our  times  would  be  an  unprece- 
dented miracle,  let  us  remember  that  those  who 
say  so  forget  that  there  are  in  history  as  many 
precedents  as  there  are  memorable  epochs ;  for 
those  epoclis  are  marked  by  extraordinary  eftu- 
sions  of  grace,  immediately  succeeding  extreme 
and  almost  irremediable  disorders.  Hud  not  all 
flesh  corrupted  its  way  before  the  regeneration  of 
the  earth  in  the  days  of  Noe  ?  Had  not  the  cap- 
tivity of  the  people  of  Israel  become  intoleralile, 
when  Moses  was  sent  by  God  to  deliver  them  ? 
Was  not  the  second  captivity  even  more  irremedi- 
able, when  Cyrus  gave  them  their  freedom?  And 
when  Jesus  Christ  appeared  among  men,  was  not 
the  entire  world  sunk  in  darkness?  And  when 
the  Redeemer  expired  on  a  cross,  had  not  wicked- 
ness achieved  a  complete  triumph  ? 

Have  we  forgotten  the  great  law  of  history,  as 
laid  down  by  Saint  Paul :  "  God  hath  concluded 
all  in  unbelief,  that  He  may  hj^ve  mercy  on  all." 
(Rom.  xi,  32.)  Can  any  one  say  that  this  law  did 
not  hold  under  the  Old  Dispensation  ?  No ;  for 
God's  dealings  with  His  new  people  have  been  the 
same.  After  the  most  severe  of  all  the  persecu- 
tions, Christianity,  in  the  person  of  Constantine, 
ascends  the  throne  lately  occupied  by  Diocletian, 
After  the  darkness  of  the  Ariau  heresy,  the  Fath- 
ers of  the  Church  shiue  forth  in  the  lustep  of  their 
learning  and  teaching.  When  society  groaned 
under  the  triple  evil  ot  ignorance,  immorality  and 
simony,  Saiut  Dominick  and  Saint  Francis  of  As- 
sisium  were  sent  to  regenerate  it.  We  should  have 
to  cite  all  history  in  order  to  fully  establish  the 
truth,  that  great  mercies  have  ever  been  coincident 
with  great  trials.  There  is  no  temerity  in  hoping 
that  God,  when  he  subjects  His  Church  to  any  at- 
tack, no  matter  how  univei"siil  or  how  violent,  al- 
ways has  triumphs  in  store  for  her.  From  the  fact 
that  now,  as  in  the  days  of  Noe,  all  flesh  has  cor- 
rupted its  way  ;  that  now,  as  in  the  time  of  Abra- 
ham, a  new  idolatry  leads  to  forgetfulncss  of 
Heaven,  and  makes  man  tlevote  his  powers  and 
energy  to  the  service  of  the  creature ;  that  men 
are  held  captive  by  golden  chains  called  modem 
ideas ;  tliat  the  infidel  world,  the  heretical  and  the 
Christian  world  are  again  sitting  in  darkness  and 
in  the  shadow  of  death :  from  all  this  can  it  be 


said  that  we  have  no  reason  to  look  for  a  deluge 
of  grace — no  cauitc  to  hope  for  salvation  ?  On  the 
contrary,  this  is  the  very  reason  why  we  sliould 
hope,  and  hope  confidently.  If  the  Church,  in  her 
earthly  existence,  is  to  reproduce  the  different 
pha.ses  of  Christ's  life  on  earth,  she  shall  never  be 
nearer  her  resurrection  than  when  we  shall  tee 
her  crucified  ami  expiring  on  Golgotha.  God 
promised  His  Son  that  His  enemies  should  bo 
made  His  foot-stool,  ar  d,  so  far,  that  promise  has 
not  been  made  void.  The  persecutors  of  the  first 
centuries,  the  heretics  of  the  following  ages,  in  a 
word,  all  the  enemies  of  Jesus  Christ,  have  been 
His  foot-stool,  since  they  all  served  to  make  His 
Church  more  glorious  •ail  more  triumi)hant.  Shall 
Rationalism,  her  most  bitter  enemy,  be  an  excep- 
tion ?  Shall  it  here  gain  a  victor}-  which  can  find 
compensation  only  in  eternity?  And  if  so,  how 
shall  it  be  Christ's  foot-stool  ? 

What  some  of  our  dishoartcne<l  brethren  seem 
to  expect  would  chish  with  all  our  notions  of 
analogy;  namely,  that  the  miraculous  aid  prom- 
ised should  be  extended  to  us  l>efore  the  evil  had 
reached  its  utmost  limit.  Go<l  loves  to  instruct 
us  by  experience,  and  teach  us  humility  by  the 
excess  of  our  misery.  When  He  deigns  t«)  perform 
any  of  those  great  works,  designateil  in  Scrii)ture 
as  the  changes  of  the  right  hand  of  the  Jlost 
High,  He  Avaits  until  our  perfect  helplessness 
has  been  fully  acknowledged.  "When  God," 
says  Bossuet,  "  desires  to  show  that  a  work  comes 
from  Him  alonf.  He  reduces  every  thing  to  total 
helplessness  and  despair:  then  He  acts."  Let  the 
darkness  become  more  dense,  but  let  us  wait  the 
return  of  light ;  let  the  souls  in  revolt  against 
Jesus  Christ  sink  more  and  more  in  their  shame- 
ful errors;  let  the  nations  at  war  with  His  Church 
continue  their  series  of  revolutions,  Init  let  us  be 
confident.  All  this  serves  only  to  add  greater 
glory  to  the  triumph  which  God  reserves  for 
Christ  and  His  Church  ;  for  the  greater  the  heap 
of  ruins,  the  more  manifest  the  necessity  of  the 
foundation. 

Thus  the  errors  and  disorders  of  the  present 
time  increase  rather  than  diminish  our  hopes. 
Yes,  we  hope  that  the  time  is  at  hand  when  soci- 
ety, taught  by  experience  and,  perhaps,  by  the 
scourges  of  God,  shall  open  its  eyes  to  the  tnith, 
that  it  must  seek  in  Jesus  Christ  alone  that  true 
progress,  that  true  jK-nce  and  happiness  which  it 
luis  so  long  and  so  vainly  been  in  search  of  else- 
where. Society  shall  be  saved  when  it  discovers 
this  truth,  which  is  every  day  l>ecoming  more  evi- 
dent. Then  shall  bigin  the  em  of  Jesus  Christ. 
It  shall  no  longer  be  the  Middle  Age,  with  ita 
semi-barbarous  customs  disfiguring  true  lively 
faith ;  it  shall  no  longer  be  our  modern  world 
with  its  incredulity  and  indifference,  striving,  but 
without  success,  to  compensate  us  by  superior  po- 
liteness and  refinement  of  manners  .-  it  shall  be  a 
new  world — the  world  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Moreover,  wc  must  be  very  blind  indeed  if  we 
cannot  detect  certain  signs  on  the  horizon  point- 
ing to  this  happy  era.  The  entire  earth  seems  to 
be  in  labor  with  this  new  onler  of  things,  and 
privileged  souls  feel  it.    Has  it  not  been  lorctold 
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by  all  who,  in  modern  times,  have  been  remarka- 
ble for  their  sanctity:  the  Venerable  Grignou  de 
Montfort,  Blessed  Leonard  of  Port-Maurice,  Ven- 
erable Bernard  de  Paule,  Anna  Maria  TaYgi,  etc., 
etc.  Has  it  not  been  felt  by  a  host  of  great  minds, 
and  particularly  by  him  whose  intention  seemed 
almost  projihetic — the  illustrious  Joseph  de  Mais- 
tre  ?  Has  not  Pius  IX,  who  sees  more  than  other 
men,  because  lie  stands  higher  than  other  men, 
given  us  reason  to  hope  in  many  remarkable 
cases  ?  Whence  this  unanimity  of  so  many  great 
and  holy  souls  ?  What  influence,  if  not  that  of 
truth,  could  have  directed  all  these  aspirations  to 
the  same  point  ?  Is  it  not  because  Christ  is  pre- 
paring a  great  manifestation  of  this  love,  that  He 
thus  fills  great  souls  with  such  expectations?  In 
ages  gone  by  no  one  would  have  thought  of  wri- 
ting a  book  like  to  that  of  M.  Pradie  :  "  The  New 
World,  and  the  World  of  Christ !"  And  why  so 
many  of  such  books  now-a-days,  (for  it  is  not  the 
only  one,)  if  not  because  society  is  becoming  daily 
more  ripe  for  the  Kingdom  of  our  Saviour? 

Even  impiety  unconsciously  prepares  the  way 
for  this  Kingdom.  Time  was  when  it  took  the 
prudent  plan  of  ignoring  Christ ;  but  now  it  is 
obliged  to  look  for  vantage-ground  on  which  to 
wage  war.  It  has  openly  attacked  Him  of  whom 
it  has  been  said :  Exivit  vincens  ut  vinceret.  In  the 
face  of  Heaven  and  earth  it  has  proposed  the  ques- 
tion of  Christ's  divinity,  and  Heaven  and  earth 
are  therefore  oljliged  to  solve  it.  Now,  neither 
Heaven  nor  earth  can  give  any  answer  but  one — 
that  given  by  God  from  Heaven  more  than  eigh- 
teen hundred  years  ago.  A  certain  good  faith 
might  be  ignorant  of  this  solution,  or,  forgetting 
it,  might  forget  or  be  ignorant  of  the  Man-God  ; 
but  in  thus  imprudently  putting  the  question  be- 
fore us,  impiety  has  made  both  ignorance  and  for- 
getfulness  impossible.  It  obliges  all  not  in  bad 
faith,  to  acknowledge  Jesus  Christ,  and  all  who 
are  sincere  to  stand  up  in  manly  defense. 

And,  in  consequence,  we  have  heard  magnificent 
protestations !  What  professions  of  faith,  and 
from  what  men !  Laymen,  magistrates,  and  men 
of  learning  have  joined  the  ranks  of  the  jiriests 
and  Bishops.  Friends  and  enemies  have  been 
compelled  to  join  in  gazing  uponjesus ;  and  many 
who  thought  themselves  enemies  have,  like  the 
Roman  officer  on  Calvary,  opened  their  eyes  and 
struck  their  breasts.  This  is  the  realization  of  the 
ancient  prophecy —  Videbunt  in  quern  transfixerunt: 
they  shall  see  Him  whose  Heart  they  have  pierced. 

And  whilst  the  divinity  of  Christ  occupies  the 
learned,  pious  souls  arc  penetrating  into  that  Di- 
vine Heart  and  there  realizing  that  interior  King- 
dom which  is  the  prelude,  the  foundation  of  tlie 
new  Kingdom.  Three  years  ago  we  hoped  that 
writers  and  preachers  would  seek  more  and  more 
to  spread  this  great  dogma  of  the  incorporation  of 
Christians  with  Jesus  Christ,  which  is  the  hearth 
of  Christian  piety;  we  felt  that  this  intimate 
knowledge  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus  was  one  of  the 
most  powerful  aids  in  regenerating  society,  and 
our  hopes  and  feelings  have  been  realized.  This 
consoling  doctrine,  which  for  a  time  seemed  for- 
gotten, is  now  spreading ;  and  the  most  popular 


of  our  writers  has  just  published  a  little  volume 
which  precludes  all  possibility  of  foi'getting  it. 

These  are  happy  forebodings,  welcome  an- 
nouncements that  the  night  is  nearly  spent  and 
the  light  of  a  brilliant  day  at  hand.  It  is  true 
that  the  darkness  is  yet  thick,  disorders  are 
many  and  great,  and  chaos  is  in  the  ascendant ; 
but  when  the  creative  word  was  first  pronounced, 
chaos  did  not  instantaneously  disappear.  In  the 
disorder  of  the  elements  certain  germs,  at  first 
imperceptible,  were  formed,  gradually  developed 
themselves,  and  finally  spread  vegetation  all  over 
the  face  of  the  earth,  which  had  lately  been  ster- 
ile and  almost  dead.  We  believe  that  God  has 
pronounced  the  word  of  life  in  our  case,  and  we 
see  germs  already  on  their  way  to  full-grown  veg- 
etation. Let  us  lend  our  helping  haud ;  let  us 
hasten  it  by  prayer.  And  what  more  excellent 
aim  could  we  possibly  have  in  jirayer?  If  all 
Christians  united  in  frequently  and  fervently  re- 
peating these  words :  "  Thy  Kingdom  come  ;"  if 
they  prayed  unceasingly  for  the  coming  of  the 
Kingdom  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  hell  should  soon 
be  vanquished.  We  must  address  ourselves  to 
this  Divine  Heart,  and  spare  nothing  in  our  effort 
to  move  it.  If  the  faithful  honor  it  in  the  Eucha- 
rist, if  the  priests  spread  the  worship  of  it,  if  the 
Bishops  consecrate  their  dioceses  to  it  and  cele- 
brate its  festivals  with  pomp,  God  will  be  moved. 
He  will  shorten  the  years  of  our  captivity  as  He 
did  for  Daniel ;  He  Avill  hasten  the  elfusion  of  His 
mercies  ;  life  shall  triumph  over  death  ;  and  from 
the  chaos  which  now  makes  us  sad  we  shall  re- 
ceive greater  and  more  beautiful  harmony  than 
the  world  has  ever  seen. 


Progress  of  Devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus. 

In  the  midst  of  the  trials  which  overwhelm  the 
servants  of  Jesus  Christ,  it  is  a  sweet  consolation 
for  them'  to  see  the  wonderful  jirogress  which  is 
daily  made  in  the  devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart, 
This  devotion,  heretofore  almost  exclusively  con- 
fined to  Religious  Communities  and  pious  Con- 
fraternities, is  rapidly  acquiring  a  public  exist- 
ence. We  have  decidedly  entered  upon  the  era 
of  the  Sacred  Heart.  The  Pontifical  decree  es- 
tablishing the  Feast  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  has  com- 
pletely realized  the  desire  expressed  by  our  Lord 
to  the  Venerable  Margaret  Mary.  The  Beatifica- 
tion of  this  saintly  soul,  in  confirming  the  prom- 
ises made  through  her  to  the  servants  of  the 
Heart  of  Jesus,  will  stimulate  their  zeal,  and 
place  them  in  a  position  to  obtain  for  themselves 
and  for  the  world  at  large  the  execution  of  these 
promises.  The  Heart  of  Jesus,  better  known,  will 
inflame  all  hearts  with  the  celestial  light  and 
vivifying  ardor  of  which  it  is  the  source. 

These  blessings  are  not  merely  hopes ;  they  are 
already  realized  in  exact  proportion  with  the 
progress  already  made  in  this  devotion  to  the 

Divine  Heart. 

«i> 

The  word  which  I  have  heard  and  not  fulfilled, 
which  I  have  known  and  not  loved,  which»I  have 
believed  and  not  observed,  will  rise  up  in  judg- 
ment against  me. 
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ST.  PATRICK'S  DEEAM.-Oonoluded. 

Darcrcn  had  hcanl  the  sutMcn  cry  which  her 
brotluT  had  iitU'rc<l  at  sight  of  the  wolf,  and  had 
hastened  to  his  side  just  in  time  to  see  all  that 
had  happened.  For  a  moment  sbo  stood  as  still 
as  if  she  had  Ixjen  turned  to  stone;  then  she 
turned,  and  flew  homeward  with  the  wonderful 
tale.  She  found  her  aunt  talking  with  some  neigh- 
bors near  her  own  door;  but  by  this  time  Diircrca 
was  quite  out  of  breath,  and  could  only  call  out, 
"The  wolf!  the  wolf!"  Naturally  supposing 
some  fresh  misfortune  had  taken  place,  the  wom- 
an, followed  by  all  her  friends,  hurried  off  at  once; 
the  men  seized  upon  stick.s  »"'!  caught  up 
stones  to  use  against  the  dreaded  enemy.  But 
when  they  got  to  the  place  to  wliich  the  little 
girl  conducted  them,  they  saw  nothing  l)ut  Pat- 
ricius  kneeling  on  tlie  ground,  clasping  tlie  snow- 
white  lamb  in  his  arms,  and  neither  heeding  nor 
hearing  any  thing  around  him.  * 

"  He  holds  the  lamb  quite  safe,"  cried  one,  "and 
it  is  the  same  you  told  me  was  carried  off  last 
night." 

"  Nonsense,"  said  another,who  evidently  thought 
himself  exceedingly  shrewd;  "the  boy  may  have 
said  it  was  carried  off  last  night,  but  no  doubt  he 
lost  it  on  the  plain  and  found  it  again  this  morn- 
ing ;  though  how  it  could  have  lived  out  of  the 
fold  during  the  heavy  snow-storm  is  certainly 
marvelous." 

"  No,  no !"  cried  Darerca,  recovering  her  voice  ; 
"it  was  not  so,  I  tell  you.  I  saw  the  wolf  with 
my  own  eyes.  It  had  a  shaggy  coat,  and  sharp 
white  teeth  ;  and  it  held  the  lamb  between  them." 
And  she  rejicated  the  tale  so  perseveringly,  and 
in  so  simple  and  unvarying  a  manner,  that  the  lis- 
teners were  unable  to  disbelieve  hef  extraordinary 
story.  The  little  girl  concluded  by  saying,  "Yes, 
it  is  quite  true ;  and  I  know  how  it  happened. 
Patrici'is  prayed  to  God  last  night  that  He  would 
send  us  oack  the  lamb ;  for  he  told  my  si-ster  that 
he  would  do  so  :  he  always  says  that  God  hears 
whatever  we  a^k  Himj  but  I  never  thought  He 
did  before ;  but  now  I  know  better,  and  I  will 
begin  to  pray  to  Him  too." 

Her  aunt  and  some  of  the  assembled  group 
were  Christians,  and  believed  in  the  efficacy  of 
prayer,  even  though  they  miglit  be  remiss  in  its 
practice.  They  gazed  admiringly  at  the  still 
kneeling  boy,  whom  they  did  not  venture  to  dis- 
turb, but  spoke  in  low  tones  to  each  other  of  the 
miracle — for  so  they  deemed  it — and  of  the  prom- 
ise it  l)etokened  for  future  years. 

"He  is  indeed  a  wonderful  child,"  cried  his 
aunt,  "anil  I  blame  myself  much  for  not  having 
treated  him  as  such.  Surely  God  intends  him  for 
some  good  work — to  be  a  great  saint,  perhaps; 
who  knows?  At  all  events,  it  shall  go  hard  with 
me  if  I  do  not  find  ways  and  means,  poor  as  I  am, 
to  bring  him  up  as  a  priest.  An  honor  and  a  bless- 
ing it  is  to  a  whole  family  to  have  a  holy  man  and 
a  scholar  belonging  to  it ;  and  a  greater  still  to 
have  one  who  can  pray  thus.     He  will  make  us  all 


rich  in  this  world,  and  in  the  next  also,"  she 
added,  with  the  mixture  of  piety  and  regard  to 
earthly  interests,  which  struggled  for  the  mastery 
in  her  character,  and  from  whirh  some  enlightened 
Chri.stians  of  the  nineteenth  century  are  not 
wholly  free. 

But  in  the  heart  of  the  simple  little  shepherd 
there  reigned  but  one  idea — gratitude  to  God,  who 
had  granted  his  trust  ing  jirayer.  Yet  who  can  tell 
whether,  in  the  midst  of  his  thanksgiving,  he  did 
not  venture  on  another  petition — for  repeated  fa- 
vors are  apt  to  make  us  lx)ld — a  petition  that  his 
night's  dream  might  one  day  be  realized.  How- 
ever that  may  be,  it  is  sufficient  for  us  to  know 
that  the  vi-sion  wa.s  fulfilled.  When  he  had  at- 
tained the  proper  age,  he  was  ordained,  and  dis- 
patched by  Pope  Celestine  on  the  Irish  mission. 
The  childish  voices  he  had  heard  did  not  call  him 
in  vain,  to  that  land  of  the  far  west,  which  he  illu- 
minated with  Gospel  light,  and  where  in  distant 
ages  shall  still  be  sung: 

"  All  praise  to  St.  Patrick, 

Who  brought  to  our  mountains 

The  true  gift  of  God's  faith. 

The  sweet  light  of  his  love." 

The  Providence  of  God. 

Nobody  knows  how  God  loves  His  creatures. 
"  God  has  loved  you  with  an  everlasting  love." 
Jer.  xxxi,  3.  He  loved  you  before  the  world  was 
made.  He  loved  you  before  you  were  born,  and 
when  you  were  bom.  He  loved  you  all  your  life. 
Y'ou  love  your  parents,  but  you  are  not  loving 
them  everj'  moment ;  for  example,  when  you  are 
asleep  you  are  not  tliinkingof  them,  so  you  are  not 
loving  them.  Through  all  the  great  eternity  which 
never  had  a  beginning,  God  never  stopped  loving 
and  thinking  about  you  for  one  single  moment, 
just  the  same  as  if  He  had  nobody  else  to  think 
about  and  love  except  you  ;  so  God's  love  for  you 
is  "above  all  understanding."  Eph.  iii,  19.  If  God 
loves  you,  be  sure  that  He  will  take  care  of  you. 

A  little  boy  had  a  garden  with  rose-trees  in  it. 
Y'ou  would  have  been  surprised  to  see  how  dili- 
gent this  boy  was  in  taking  care  of  the  garden. 
He  dug  up  the  earth  all  around  the  rose-trees. 
When  the  weather  was  dry  he  fetched  water  from 
the  well,  a  long  way  off,  and  poured  it  over  the 
rose-trees.  If  a  sharp,  frosty  wind  was  blowing, 
he  set  up  boards  to  make  a  shelter.  If  he  saw  a  cat- 
erpillar eating  the  leaves,  he  killed  it.  He  was  al- 
ways watching  till  the  roses  came  into  flower:  and 
when  the  rosebuils  began  to  open,  he  went  every 
morning  to  see  how  much  thoy  had  oj)ened  during 
the  night.  And  how  great  was  his  joy  when  the 
roses  were  Ixjcomc  large,  beautiful  flowers,  with 
colors  as  bright  as  the  rainlx>w !  Why,  then,  did 
this  boy  take  so  much  care  of  his  roses;  for 
many  other  people  passed  the  garden,  and  they 
cared  nothing  at  all  alx)ut  the  roses,  and  did  not 
even  look  at  them  ?  Because  they  were  his  own 
roses,  he  loved  them,  and  took  care  of  them.  Tliis 
little  boy  had  sense  enough  to  take  care  of  his  own ; 
and  the  All-wise  God,  has  He  not  wisdom  enough 
to  take  care  of  His  own  creatures,  the  work  of  His 
hands?     This  little   boy  had  something  in  his 
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heart  •which  made  him  love  his  own  roses ;  and 
do  you  think  that  God,  who  loved  you  from  all 
eternity,  now,  when  the  time  for  you  to  live  is 
come,  loves  you  no  longer  ? 

Oh  !  if  j'ou  only  knew  how  God  loves  and  takes 
care  of  all,  even  of  His  least  little  creatures,  and 
He  "  rejoices  to  do  good  to  them  all."  Jer.  xxxii. 
God  does  not  forget  the  veiy  stones  of  the  earth  ; 
but  lie  watches  over  them,  and  gives  to  them  their 
strength  and  hardness.  The  little  flower  in  tlie 
woods,  which  perhaps  nobody  ever  saw,  God  loves 
it,  and  gives  it  colors  so  beautiful,  that  no  king 
in  all  his  glory  was  ever  arrayed  like  it.  The  birds 
which  fly  in  the  air  do  not  work  or  labor,  and  yet 
they  eat  every  day  as  much  as  they  like  ;  and  who 
is  it  that  takes  care  to  feed  them?  It  is  Al- 
mighty God,  who  scatters  grain  about  the  earth 
for  them  to  eat.  Tlie  little  gnat,  which  flies  in 
the  air,  and  is  so  small  that  you  can  scarcely  see 
it,  is  not  forgotten  by  God ;  but  lie  takes  care  of 
it,  and  gives  it  wings  to  fly  Avith ;  and  He  loves  to 
see  it  happy  and  flying  in  the  sunshine.  The  poor 
Avorm  wliich  creeps  in  the  earth,  God  takes  care 
of  it,  and  feeds  it.  Does  God  then  take  so  much 
care  of  the  stones,  and  the  flies,  and  the  grass, — 
and  you,  my  child,  God's  greatest  work,  Ilis  very 
image  and  likeness,  will  lie  take  no  care  of  you? 

Little  child,  I  Avill  show  you  what  care  the  good 
God  takes  of  you.  "All  things  are  yours." — 1  Cor. 
iii,  22.  He  has  made  the  earth  for  you  to  walk 
on ;  He  has  made  the  winds  and  the  air  that  you 
might  have  breath  to  Ijreathe.  lie  made  the  sun, 
and  the  moon  and  the  stars,  to  shine  upon  you, — 
and  He  makes  their  light  come  to  your  eyes,  that 
you  may  see ;  He  makes  the  sound  come  to  your 
ears,  that  you  may  hear.  He  made  the  stones  and 
clay  of  the  earth,  that  you  might  have  a  house  to 
live  in;  and  the  beasts,  that  you  might  have 
clothes  to  wear  and  keep  you  warm.  He  made  the 
plants,  and  the  things  which  grow  on  the  earth, 
that  you  might  have  food  to  eat.  So  "  all  things 
work  together  for  your  good."  Rom.  viii.  Every 
time  you  move  your  hand  or  your  foot,  God  is  there 
to  help  you,  putting  strength  into  your  feet  at 
every  step  that  you  take,  and  force  into  your  arm 
every  time  you  lift  it.  If  God  forgot  for  only  one 
moment  to  help  you,  in  that  moment  you  would 
become  nothing.  "The  T^ord  must  direct  your 
step.s."  Prov.  xvi.  It  is  God  who  puts  thoughts 
into  your  mind ;  and  if  He  did  not,  you  would 
become  a  fool  and  an  idiot.  "  So  God  is  kind  to 
all,  even  to  the  unthankful."    Luke  vi,  35. 

Near  the  river  Jordan,  and  about  a  mile  or  so 
from  Jericho,  there  was  a  monastery  in  which 
Saint  Gerasimus  lived.  One  day  this  Saint,  being 
out  of  the  monastery,  saw  a  great  large  lion  on 
the  road.  He  was  surprised  to  see  that  it  walked 
only  with  three  of  its  legs — the  other  leg  did  not 
touch  the  ground ;  it  seemed  to  be  lame.  When 
the  lion  saw  Saint  Gerasimus,  it  came  quickly  up 
to  him,  and  lifted  up  one  of  its  legs,  and  roared 
aloud,  as  if  it  wanted  to  let  him  know  that  it  was 
in  great  pain.  Saint  Gerasimus  took  hold  of  the 
lion's  foot,  and  looking  at  it,  saw  that  a  large 
thorn  had  gone  into  it,  and  that  it  was  bleeding. 
He  was  very  sorry  to  see   the  poor  lion's  foot 


bleeding ;  so  lie  took  hold  of  the  thorn,  and  drew 
it  out  of  the  flesh  ;  then  he  wiped  away  all  the 
blood  and  matter,  and  washed  it  with  water,  and 
taking  a  nice  piece  of  clean  linen,  he  tied  it  round 
the  lion's  foot.  When  he  had  done  the  lion  this 
service,  he  went  on  his  way,  thinking  no  more 
about  it ;  but,  happening  to  turn  round,  he  saw 
that  the  lion  was  following  him.  When  he  came 
home  he  shut  the  door.  The  lion  did  not  go 
away,  but  stopped  at  the  door;  and  from  that 
moment  it  never  went  away;  and  it  became  as 
tame  as  a  cat  or  dog.  It  never  made  anybody 
afraid,  but  learnt  to  do  a  great  many  things  for 
the  seiTice  of  the  house,  like  other  tame  beasts. 
Whenever  the  Saint  went  out,  it  always  followed 
him,  and  never  left  him  for  a  moment.  After  five 
years  Saint  Gerasimus  died ;  then  the  lion  looked 
very  sorrowful,  and  went  and  lay  down  on  his 
grave ;  and  there  he  stopped  for  three  days  and 
three  nights,  during  which  it  would  neither  eat 
nor  drink.  After  the  three  days  the  poor  lion 
died.  'So  grateful  was  the  lion  to  the  Saint,  be- 
cause h'e  had  taken  the  thorn  out  of  its  foot. 

Learn  from  this  lion  to  be  grateful  to  Him  who 
takes  away  sickness  from  you.  Remember  that 
it  is  God  who  sends  you  sickness,  and  it  is  His 
hand  alone  which  takes  it  away  again.  Do  not 
say  then,  "  Oh,  it  was  the  medicine  which  cured  me 
or  the  doctor  who  cured  me;"  for  it  is  God  who 
makes  the  doctor  and  the  medicine  cure  you. 
Say,  rather :  "  My  God,  I  thank  Thee,  because  I 
was  sick  and  Tliou  hast  healed  me.  '  Thou  who 
redeemest  my  life  from  destruction,  and  healest 
all  my  diseases.'  Ps.  cii.  Blessed  be  Thy  name, 
O  Great  God." 

See  now  what  God  has  done  for  your  soul. 

Let  us  go  into  the  chapel,  where  you  hear  Mass 
on  Sundays.  Look,  there  is  the  font  where  you 
were  christened.  The  Priest  at  this  moment  is 
baptizing  a  babe.  Into  those  few  drops  of  water 
God  puts  His  almighty  power,  to  wash  from  the 
soul  of  the  babe,  the  dark  stain  of  original  sin, 
and  to  make  its  soul  as  bright  and  beautiful  as 
the  spirit  of  an  angel.  "  God  hath  loved  us,  and 
washed  us  from  our  sins."    Apoc.  i. 

Look  at  those  rails  where  you 'knelt  when  the 
Bishop  gave  you  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation. 
The  Bishop  anointed  your  forehead  with  a  drop 
of  oil ;  and  into  that  little  drop  of  oil  God  put 
the  power  and  virtue  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  to  make 
your  soul  strong  with  the  strength  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.  So  that,  after  your  Confirmation,  if  any 
body  had  come  to  you  and  said :  "  Little  child,  if 
you  do  not  deny  the  faith  of  Jesus,  you  shall  be 
killed,"  the  Holy  Ghost  would  have  put  into  your 
heart  this  answer :  "  I  will  not  deny  the  faith  of 
Jesus.  I  am  ready  to  die  for  the  faith  of  Jesus." 
Then  indeed  "you  were  the  partakers  of  the  Holy 
Ghost."    Heb.  vi.     [To  be  continued.] 

My  dear  child,  pride  is  man's  greatest  wound ; 
and  Jesus  came  to  cure  it,  especially  by  means  of 
His  example.  Therefore,  to  man's  disorderly  love 
for  rank  and  show,  Jesus  sought  to  oppose  the 
marvel  of  His  thirty  years  of  humiliation,  silence 
and  obscurity. 
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THE  EOSAEY. 

One  illustration  of  the  beauties  which  tht*  Church 
present-*  to  our  aihninition  is  Tiik  Uosauy.  A 
great  principle  of  Ciitholic  (U-votion  is  tlie  en- 
(ieavonng  to  feel  as  we  should  have  done  amidst 
the  scenes  which  excite  it.  The  Church,  in  her 
public  otKces,  sugjjjests  this  idea  ;  she  takes  us  sue- 
c-essively  to  all  tHie  great  events  in  the  history  of 
our  redemption,  puts  us  vividly  into  tliein.  ])re- 
sents  us  to  the  actors,  and  instills  into  us  their 
feelings.  We  are  told  by  (ioethe  that  he  trained 
himself  to  look  at  oljects  with  the  eye  of  the 
great  artists;  so  that  in  a  group  he  could  discern 
what  chamcteristics  Kaphael,  or  Guercino,  or 
Michael  Angelo,  would  respectively  have  si-ized  ; 
and  a  landscnipe  he  would  contemplate  accord- 
ingly as  Claude,  or  Salvator  Hosa,  or  Poursin  would 
liave  ilone,  each  drawing  from  it  a  ditlerent  ])ic- 
ture,  though  all  true  representations.  And  so 
surely,  if  one  wish  to  contemplate  the  scene  of  our 
Lord's  nativity,  one  would  gaze  upcm  it  through 
the  eyes  of  these  poor  but  hapi>y  shepherds  who 
witnessed  it,  and  try  to  feel  and  adore,  humbly 
and  lovingly,  as  they  must  have  done;  or  one 
would  approach  it  in  the  train  of  the  Eitstern 
Kings,  and,  with  more  distant  veneration,  ofl'cr 
up  such  gifts  as  God  has  granted  us.  Again,  if 
we  go  up,  in  devotion,  to  Calvary,  we  may  place 
ourselves  in  many  different  positions  and  aspects; 
we  may  look  upon  the  Cuoss  from  the  gibbet  of 
the  penitent  thief,  and  take  comfort  from  words 
spoken  toward  it ;  or  we  m:iy  think  of  Magda- 
len, and  gaze  through  her  tearful  eyes,  and  feel 
love,  not  unmixeil  with  remorse,  and  perhaps 
with  indignation,  too,  against  the  authors  of  all 
this  woe  (alas!  ourselves;)  or  we  may  stand,  with 
John,  love  predominating  over  everj'  passion,  no- 
ting (liligently,  with  the  evangelical  eagle's  ken, 
every  minute  detail  of  sorrow  and  every  marvel- 
ous mystery  of  charity.  And  after  the  glad  third 
day,  when  lie  is  risen  again,  we  may  iiud  many 
ways  of  taking  jtart  in  so  joyful  an  event :  it  nuiy 
be  shame  and  sorrow-stricken,  like  poor  Peter,  or 
with  8i>ouse-like  eagerness,  as  Mary  addresse<l  the 
supposed  gardener.  But  surely  there  is  One,  who 
had  a  slmre  in  these  and  all  other  such  scenes, 
through  whose  eyes  we  should  all  be  glad  to  view 
them,  in  whose  heart  we  should  long  to  feel  them. 
If  in  the  reflection  upon  another's  soul  we  wish  to' 
view  the  occurrence — ^joyful,  dolorous,  or  trium- 
phant— through  which  mercy  and  glory  were  pur- 
chased for  us,  there  is  one  "ilirror  of  Justice," 
bright,  spotless,  untarnished,  which  reflects  them 


in  their  full  clearness  and  tnith.  Slnill  we  not 
strive  to  look  uj)on  it  ?  If  these  events  called  up 
feelings  in  every  sjMctator,  in  (me  breast  alone 
they  found  de])th  and  breadth  and  strength  enough 
to  do  them  justice.  Shall  we  not  watcii  an<l  study 
its  heavings  and  jmwerful  thnK's?  The  maternal 
heart  alone  could  contain  the  ocean  of  bitterness, 
or  the  heaven  of  joy,  which  these  various  my.ster- 
ies  W(?re  fitted  to  create.  And  hence  the  natural 
desire  of  loving  s<iuls  to  be  its  as-sociate.**,  and  to 
stand  with  its  venerable  possessor  in  sight  of  all 
that  she  saw,  in  hearing  of  all  that  she  heanl,  in 
observance  of  all  that  slje  lai<l  up  in  her  heart. 

Now  this  is,  to  our  mind,  exactly  the  object  and 
practice  of  the  Kosiiry.    The  history'of  our  Divine 
Saviour's  life  may  l)e  justly  divided  into  four  pe- 
rio<ls.     The  first  comprises  His  bles.sed  i)irth  and 
childhood — bright  and  joyfvd  days,  no  doubt,  in 
.spite  of  the  sorrows  and  trials  that  mingled  with 
tliem.     The  sec(md  includes  the  three  years  of  His 
pul)lic  mission.     The  third  is  short  indeed,  but 
full  of  mighty  events,  and  crowded  with  awful, 
yet  most  ati'ectionate  recollections ;  it  f>ccupies  but 
one  day — a  day  of  sadness  and  gloom,  but  a  day 
in  which  more  was  done  for  man  than  had  been 
acconn)lished  in  four  thousand  preceding  years ; 
(/i^  day,  for  which  thn.se  thou.>«»nds  had  run — of 
renovati(m  of  all   nature,  more  wonderful  than 
that  of  its  first  creation.     Finally,  the  fourth  is 
the  glorious  period  which  commencetl  at  the  Res- 
urrection, and  is  continuing  now,  and   will  con- 
tinue, without  end.     Of  these  finir  pericnLs,  un- 
(juestionably  there  is  not  one  which  is  not  over- 
flowing both  with  instruction  and  with  appeals 
to  affect l(»n.     Rut  it  is  clear  that  the  second  is 
more  especially  devoted  to  the  first,  the  other 
three  mainly  to  the  last.     A  triple  plea  of  love  is 
addresseil  to  us  by  them,  a  plea  which  no  heart 
that  meditates  on  them  can  resi.st.    Now  it  is  dur- 
ing these  that  we  ever  have  a  witness  present,  who 
can,  i)etter  than  any  (me,  convey  to  us  the  l)ecom- 
ing  feelings  wherewith  /rr  should  strive  to  contem- 
plate them  ;  ]K!rhaps  of  our  Lord's  public  life  an 
Apostle  is  the  Ik-sI  evidence,  on  whose  mind  the 
wondert'ul  teachings  of  the  Mount  opened  gnidu- 
ally,  unfolding  mysteries  never  before  heard,  or 
whose  amazed  senses  saw  the  first  awakening  to 
consciousness  of  the  rising  dead,  and  the  glad 
Iwnmdofthe  released  cripple,  and  the  kindling 
glow  of  the  cured  blind  man's  countenance.     Or 
we  may  go  into  the  hearts  of  those  so  benefited, 
and,  spiritually  applying  their  case  to  our  own, 
try  to  imitate  their  sentiment.s.     Rut  while  the 
Mother  watches  over  the  birth-place  of  Jesus,  or 
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follows  His  patient  footsteps  through  torments  to 
death,  or  exults  in  the  triumphs  which  ensue,  no 
inferior  companionship,  no  smaller  measure  of 
feeling,  no  lower  standard  of  application  will  be 
preferred. 

This  is,  then,  the  devotion  which  the  Church  of 
God  proposes  to  us  in  the  Rosary :  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  mysteries  of  this  three-fold  jjortion  of 
our  Redeemer's  life,  in  connection  and  sympathy 
with  His  loving  Mother's  feelings  in  each.  It  is 
essentially  directed  to  Him  ;  being,  in  fact,  the  no- 
blest and  perfectest  mode  of  meditating  on  Him. 
There  is  still  another  view  of  it,  which,  it  strikes 
us,  will  facilitate  and  endear  its  practice  to  many, 
and  therefore  we  will  venture  to  unfold  it. 

The  Church  realizes  to  the  utmost  the  commun- 
ion of  sfunts,  by  making  the  intercourse  between 
earth  and  Heaven  as  vivid  as  possible.  The  excla- 
mations of  the  old  Christians  at  the  martyrs'  tombs 
were  as  bold  and  direct  as  though  they  had  been 
addressing  the  confessors  in  prison.  And  the 
Fathers  reiDresent  them  to  their  hearers,  as  though 
present  to  them,  defending  their  cities  from  visi- 
ble enemies,  and  actively  interesting  themselves 
in  their  welfare.  It  is  only  doing,  in  their  regard, 
what  she  wishes  to  make  us  do,  toward  their  Head 
and  Lord — ^gi\'e  the  greatest  possible  reality  to 
her  belief  concerning  them.  She  existed  in  the 
small  Apostolic  College,  and  the  handful  of  disci- 
ples who  enjoyed  our  Lord's  society  on  earth ;  tlie 
pious  women  from  Galilee,  and  the  few,  like  Jo- 
seph of  Arimathea,  formed  her  laity,  as  the  others 
did  her  clergy.  She  increased  in  multitudes, 
but  she  strove  to  alter  not  a  feeling.  What  the 
Apostles  felt  toward  their  Master  they  continued, 
no  doubt,  to  feel  after  He  was  ascended — the  same 
veneration,  the  same  love,  the  same  trustfulness, 
the  same  desire  to  imitate  Him.  And  these  feel- 
ings they  would  leave  as  a  legacy  to  their  succes- 
sors ,  who,  in  their  turn,  would  continue  to  them, 
after  they  had  sealed  their  testimony,  similar  at- 
tachment, similar  respect.  Could  Polycarji  fail,  to 
the  end  of  his  days,  communing  siairitually  with  the 
beloved  disciple  John,  by  passing  again  and  again, 
in  holy  meditation,  over  the  many  happy  hours, 
during  which  he  had  heard  him  recount  every  in- 
cident witnessed  by  him  in  his  Saviour's  life,  and 
listened  to  the  fervent  accents  of  charity  in  which 
they  were  related  ?  The  same  kind  of  communion, 
only  more  exalted,  and  more  deeply  respectful, 
we  may  easily  suppose  to  have  been  kept  up  by 
those  who  enjoyed  in  life  the  familiarity  of  our 
Blessed  Lady. 

It  has  often  struck  us  that  many  who,  in  latter 
times,  have  not  scrupled  to  use  the  coldest,  and 
even  disrespectful  language  respecting  her,  w^ould 
shrink  from  the  idea  of  acting  similarly  toward 
her,  had  they  lived  in  her  day,  and  had  her  near. 
When,  pailicularly,  we  have  heard  the  indigna- 
tion of  fancied  zeal  break  from  female  lips  against 
any  respect  being  paid,  or  devotion  expressed  to- 
ward her  who  is  the  peerless  glory,  the  matchless 
jewel  of  her  sex,  we  have  been  led  to  think,  how 
differently  the  heart  that  gave  the  tongue  such  ut- 
terance would  have  felt,  had  its  comjiassion  been 
claimed  by  the  venerable  matron,  whose  bereave- 


ment of  the  best  of  sons  had  been  caused  for  its 
sake.  Many  who  can  speak  unkindly  of  her  glory 
in  Heaven,  would  have  melted  into  compassion 
over  her  on  earth ;  would  liave  kissed  with  deep, 
reverential  awe  the  hand  that  had  lifted  from  the 
ground,  and  received  into  a  maternal  embrace  the 
same  sacred  body,  just  born  and  just  dead — the 
infant  and  the  corpse ;  and  would  have  deemed  it 
a  privilege  inestimable,  if  granted  them,  to  listen, 
low  upon  the  ground,  to  her  many  tales  of  joy  and 
sorrow, — glowing  in  lier  delight,  and  softening  in 
her  grief,  and  exulting  in  her  triumph.  That 
some  holy  souls  partook  of  such  happiness,  no  one 
can  doubt.  During  the  years  that  she  survived 
her  Son,  she  conversed  with  His  and  her  friends, 
an  object  surely  of  affectionate  regard  and  deep 
veneration.  And  of  what  would  she  discourse  so 
willingly  and  so  well,  as  of  Him  of  whom  her 
breast  was  ever  full  ?  Or,  how  would  they  express 
their  love  better  than  by  making  Him  their 
theme  ?  How  easily  does  the  imagination  depict 
the  scene  of  some  faithful  follower,  like  Luke, 
anxious  to  have  accurate  knowledge  of  all  things 
from  the  beginning,  making  inquiries  concerning 
the  earlier  periods  of  our  Lord's  life,  and  then 
listening  to  the  marvelous  history  most  sweetly 
told ; — how  fair  and  reverent  the  Archangel  came, 
and  how  her  heart  fluttered  when  she  heard  his 
salutation,  and  how  her  soul  overflowed,  with 
consciousness  of  unheard-of  grace,  as  she  accepted 
his  errand ;  how  wonderfully  Elizabeth  greeted 
her,  and  how  their  infants  mysteriously  rejoiced 
in  umtual  recognition ;  how  that  cold  December 
night  was  warmed  and  brightened  by  the  first 
ajipcarance  of  her  godlike  child,  and  her  breast 
enraptured  with  heavenly  delights,  as  He  thence 
drew  His  first  earthly  nourishment ;  how  holy 
Simeon  proclaimed  His  dignity,  and  showed  Him 
honor  in  the  temple;  and  how  her  three  days' 
tears  Avere  dried  up  when  she  found  her  lost  Son, 
sitting,  mild  and  radiant  with  celestial  wisdom, 
amidst  the  old  men  of  the  law.  What  looks,  what 
emotions  accompany  the  recital!  With  what 
breathless  respect  is  it  drunk  in  by  the  future 
Evangelist !  Or,  we  may  fancy  John,  more  privi- 
leged to  tread  upon  that  tenderer  ground,  on 
which  both  have  walked  together — the  ijath  of 
the  Cross — on  some  sad  anniversary,  dwelling  with 
her  upon  each  afflicting  event,  recalling  faithfully 
everj'  sacred  word,  till  she  voluntarily  felt  over 
again  the  sword  of  grief  which  had  pierced  her 
soul.  And  then  would  not  change  the  theme, 
and  pass  over  to  the  bright  Sunday  morning, 
which  saw  Him  rise  from  the  grave  to  comfort  the 
sharers  of  Plis  sufferings,  and  to  how  He  mounted 
before  them  all  to  His  proper  seat,  at  the  Father's 
right  hand,  and  thence  sent  down  His  Holy  Spirit 
on  them?  And  who  would  now  restrain  her 
thoughts  from  following  Him  in  spirit  thither, 
and  casting  up  a  wistful  glance  toward  the  rest- 
ing-place for  which  she  longed,  in  which  she  saw 
Him,  her  sovereign  love,  prepared  to  receive  and 
crown  her,  when  the  fullness  of  her  time  shall  be 
completed,  and  the  perfection  of  her  patience 
manifested  ? 

Now,  a  contemplative  mind,  deepl^^,  affection- 
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atcly  contemplative,  not  envying,  bnt  striving  to 
copv,  those  who  hud  sucli  singular  liappineHs  as 
we  have  ilcscrilted,  will  find  in  the  holy  Hosury 
the  oj)portunity  of  most  nearly  approaching  it. 
Looking  at  the  Blcss*'d  Mother  of  God  as  only  re- 
moved in  place,  not  in  affection, — changed  in  sit- 
uation, not  in  heart, — he  will  love  to  entertain 
himself  with  her,  as  he  would  then  have  done ; 
will  fix  his  eyes  on  her  as  he  discourses  with  her, 
in  a  devout  salutation  and  prayer,  u|>on  each  of 
Ihose  mysteries  succcKsively,  in  which  she  had 
such  an  interest.  Instead  of  the  barren  and  dis- 
tracting form  of  prayer,  which  some  complain  they 
find  it,  tlu'V  will  thus  discover  in  it  that  mine  of 
spiritual  riches,  and  that  sweetness  of  consola- 
tion which  we  know  all  those  .siiints  have  found 
in  it,  who  have  been  particularly  distinjjuished 
for  their  piety  and  devotion  toward  the  life  and 
death  of  the  Son  of  God,  as  well  as  toward  His 
loving  Mother. 

"We  may  be  asked, — is  this  what  may  be  called 
the  p<jpul(ir  understiinding  of  this  devotion,  and 
is  it  thus  tliat  the  poor  in  Catholic  countries  prac- 
tice it  ?  "We  answer, — it  is,  so  far  as  their  capac- 
ity goes.  They  know  that  each  decade  in  the  Ro- 
sjiry  has  reference  to  a  particular  mystery,  and 
their  catechism  has  taught  them  exactly  to  know 
them  all;  and  whenever  the  Rosary  is  recited  in 
common,  the  contemplation  of  each  is  expressly 
suggested.  And  this  advertence  is  necessary  to 
gain  the  indulgences  granted  to  the  devotion. 
They  direct,  therefore,  their  attention  to  the  proper 
mysterj-,  and  sjiy  their  prayers  in  its  honor ;  this 
is  sufficient.  Ignorant  persons  cannot  meditate 
as  well  as  the  more  instructed  ;  nor  do  they  equally 
understand  the  words  of  prayers,  or  lessons  of 
Scripture  read  to  them.  But  their  good  will  and 
fervor  do  more  than  make  up  for  this.  Happy 
should  we  be,  if  we  could  plead  the  same  excuse ! 
"What  we  liave  wished  to  do,  is  to  recommend  this 
devotion  to  those  who  fancy  it  insipid  and  un- 
profitable, by  showing  that  the  most  spiritual- 
minded  may  find  in  it  much  food — wholesome 
and  strengthening  food;  most  sweet  and  delicious, 
too.  But  we  must  likewise  add,  that  we  have 
another  ground  for  loving  this  devotion,  and  en- 
couraging all  to  it — those  even  who  find  it  difli- 
cult  to  realize  in  practice  what  we  have  said.  It 
is  because  it  is  the  devotion  of  the  poor  among 
Catholics,  the  devotion  of  the  lowly,  the  ignorant, 
the  afflicted,  the  humble  beadsmen,  the  jxtuperc^ 
ChriMti.  It  is  with  theirs  that  we  wish  our  prayers 
to  be  judged,  not  with  the  Pharisees'!  We  dread 
the  thought  of  being  one  day  interrogated  con- 
cerning them,  as  men  of  education,  men  of  infor- 
mation, book-men,  that  look  down  upon  the  i)oor 
pilgrim  at  the  church-door,  who  could  only  repeat 
his  Paters  and  Ares.  "\V^e  look  with  fear  to  being 
asked  what  we  drew  out  of  our  silver-clasped, 
velvet-bound  prayer-books,  that  the  simple  old 
pea.sant  at  the  bottom  of  the  church  did  not  get 
out  of  her  beads,  which  we  despised  !  Whether 
we  have  thence  become  more  fervent,  more  hum- 
ble, more  devout !  We  like  not  the  sentence  of 
an  ancient  Father:  SurgurU  indocti,  et  rapiunt 
regnum  Dei ;  et  nos  cum  nagtris  litUris  mergimur 


in  profundum.  ("The  unlearned  rise  up,  and 
seize  ufHrn  the  king<lom  of  Go<i;  and  we,  with 
our  learning,  arc  sunk  into  the  abyss.")  So  will 
we  be  pleased  to  Ik-  reckoned  among  the  poor, 
and  ask  to  be  held  to  have  prayed  with  them. 

The  Gross  on  the  Beach. 

It  chanced  upon  my  path  one  day, 
A  simple  Cross  of  seji-weed  lay, 

An  accidental  Cross; 
A  tangled  mass  from  ocean's  surge 
Was  flung  amid  its  sounding  dirge. 
Assuming  on  its  sandy  verge 

The  semblance  of  a  Cross. 

"Sermons  in  stones"  we're  told  to  read, 
Mysterious  truths  in  leaf  and  weed, — 

So,  counted  less  than  dross, 
A  tongue  of  mystic  power  to  preach, 
A  language  elcKiuent  to  reach 
The  soul,  sad,  wandering  on  that  beach, 

Six)ke  from  that  casual  Cross. 

'TLs  true,  how  "  slight  a  thing"  is  found, 
To  strike  the  "chain  wherewith  we're  bound," 

And  wake  its  slumbering  force  ; 
Tlius  thought  I,  as  the  wet  sea-sand 
I  traversed,  listening  to  the  grand 
Old  anthem  on  the  ocean  strand, 

"Where  lay  the  sea-weed  Cross. 

Ill  omen  seemed  that  simple  thing, 
And  I  beheld  it,  shuddering. 

Spanning  my  path  across; 
A  superstitious  awe — yet  shame 
At  such  a  feeling — o'er  me  came ; 
But  as  scorched  children  fear  the  flame, 

I  feared  that  shadowy  Cross. 

I  thought,  what  trouble  now  is  near, 
Betokened  by  this  semblance  here  : 

What  sorrow,  what  remorse. 
What  disappointment,  what  defeat 
Must  I  prepare  my  heart  to  meet — 
Foreshadowed  where  the  surges  beat, 

By  this  frail  phantom  Crosa 
But  as  a  straw  we  often  see, 
Points  to  the  eye  unerringly 

The  wild  wind's  wandering  course : 
So  in  this  simplest  thing  was  found, 
A  power  from  wisdom's  depths  profound, 
To  chase  the  phantoms  gathering  roimd. 

That  accidental  Cross. 
Anew  was  thrilled  the  "  electric  chain," 
With  the  deep  triumph  bom  of  pain — 

Touched  by  the  Omniscient  source, 
My  heart  as  erst  the  insensate  stone. 
Woke  with  sweet  harmonies  unknown; 
Hushed  was  life's  wearying  monotone 

And  glorified  each  Cross. 
I  knew  that  surer  than  the  wave 
The  sands  beneath  my  feet  would  lave 

With  a  resistless  force — 
And  bear  all  things  thereon  away. 
Till  not  the  slightest  trace  would  stay, — 
Life's  pain  would  vanish,  as  that  day 

Vanished  the  sea- weed  Crosa 


308 


AVE   MARIA 


I  knew  the  "  foamy  ocean  star," 
Poured  its  effulgent  beams  afar, 

O'er  every  mortal  course : 
No  lieart  too  dark  a  drear  may  be, 
Its  pitying  rays  of  love  to  see, 
"Till  the  day-break  the  shadows  flee," 

With  every  broken  Cross. 
I  saw  the  sinless  one  serene, 
Her  sorrows  wearing  as  a  Queen 

Whose  crown  rich  gems  emboss; 
How  did  her  lofty  courage  teach, 
And  shame  my  heart  for  murmuring  speech. 
Earth's  woes  seemed  on  that  Iwrren  beach 

Less  than  the  sea-weed  Cross. 
And  I  went  forth  with  chastened  mood. 
While  o'er  my  s])irit  seemed  to  brood, 

A  calm  creative  force — 
Went  forth  with  firm  and  willing  feet 
Life's  needful  discipline  to  meet. 
Obeying  the  divinely  sweet 

Command,  "  take  up  thy  Cross." 

C^uiBUiDGEroKT,  Mass.,  August  25. 
.-«»- 

SAINT  JEEOME.-September  30. 

About  the  year  346,  in  Stridon,  a  city  long  ago 
effaced  from  the  world,  a  child  was  born  who  was 
destined  to  become  one  of  the  lights  of  the  Church, 
one  of  the  strongest  defenders  of  the  Christian 
faith — and  who,  until  the  age  of  seventy-two,  the 
supreme  term  of  his  life,  ceased  not  to  carry  in  a 
frail  and  sickly  body  a  strong  and  impetuous  soul. 

The  young  Dalmante,  named  Jerome,  went  at 
the  age  of  eighteen  to  finish  his  studies  in  Rome. 

Rome  was  always  the  Eternal  City,  the  glorious 
Queen  of  the  world.  Her  vast  empire,  uuitilated 
at  the  extremities  l)y  the  threatening  incursions  of 
the  Northmen,  nevertheless  stood  erect  with  the 
majesty  of  the  oak,  whose  girdles  of  centuries  serve 
only  to  deaden  the  edge  of  the  woodman's  axe. 
Along  the  long  and  numberless  routes  which, 
starting  from  the  banks  of  the  Tiber,  radiated  to 
every  point  of  the  liorizon,  the  victorious  Roman 
eagles  were  still  borne  by  the  invincible  legions. 
To  those  who  were  not  dazzled  and  seduced  jjy 
her  military  and  civil  grandeur,  Rome  lield  out 
other  splendors.  She  opened  her  schools  to  the 
mo.st  skillful  masters,  and  students  thronged  her 
academic  halls  from  every  part  of  Italy,  Africa, 
S])ain,  and  Gaul.  She  had  not  yet  for  an  instant 
ceased  to  reign  by  the  arts  and  sciences,  as  well 
as  by  the  glories  of  lier  wonderful  past. 

But  the  peculiar  delight  of  Jerome  was  to  col- 
lect the  pious  and  heroic  recollections  of  the  first 
days  of  Christianity.  Hear  his  own  words  on  the 
subject :  "  In  my  youth,  while  pursuing  my  studies 
in  Rome,  I  was  in  the  habit  of  going  on  Sundays, 
in  company  with  other  young  men  of  my  age,  to 
visit  the  tombs  of  the  Apostles  and  martyrs,  to 
enter  frequently  into  the  crypts  deeply  excavated 
in  the  ground,  around  whose  walls  were  ranged 
the  bodies  of  the  sainted  dead."  Jerome  was 
thoroughly  versed  in  the  literature  and  philosophy 
of  antiquity.  He  collected  a  rare  and  valuable 
library ;  and  at  a  later  period,  when  he  retired 
into  solitude,  he  had  not  the  courage  to  separate 


himself  from  these  friends  of  his  earlier  days — 
these  books  which  he  had  amassed  with  so  much 
care  and  expense ;  and  even  in  the  midst  of  his 
macerations  and  fastings  he  continued  to  read 
Plato  and  Cicero. 

But  Saint  Jerome  experienced  how  difficult  it  is 
to  live  the  life  of  a  Christian  in  the  midst  of  the 
incessant  tumults  of  the  great  cities.  He  com- 
plained tenderly  to  God  of  this  reign  of  the  flesh 
and  the  senses ;  but  there  is  nothing  desperate  for 
energetic  souls,  who  find  in  themselves  an  ac- 
knowledgment of  human  weakness.  After  his 
studies.  Saint  Jerome,  imitating  the  great  men  of 
antiquity,  took  the  traveler's  staff,  determined  to 
see  men  and  things  as  they  really  existed.  At 
Treves  he  was  deeply  interested  in  studying  and 
transcribing  the  works  of  Saint  Hilary  of  Poictiers. 
He  lingered  for  some  time  at  Aquileia,  that  noble 
and  proud  colony  which  Rome  had  placed  be- 
tween the  rugged  Alps  and  the  waves  of  the  ever 
restless  sea ;  he  tarried  near  the  tomb  of  Scipio 
Africanus ;  yet  neither  the  charms  of  foreign  scenes 
nor  the  pleasures  of  Rome  could  fill  his  great  soul, 
and  he  embarked  in  a  vessel  for  the  East,  to  give 
himself  entirely  to  God  in  the  vast  silence  of  the 
desert.  Then  began  with  this  intreijid  Christian 
those  frightful  interior  sufferings  that  in  the  end 
served  only  to  purify  more  entirely  his  soul. 

He  applied  himself  to  severe  labors,  and  after 
enjoying  the  ))eauties  of  Quintilian,  and  the 
flowers  of  Cicero,  he  commenced  the  study  of  the 
Hebrew.  To  this  intellectual  labor  he  joined  the 
cultivation  of  a  garden  and  the  making  of  mats 
and  baskets,  in  imitation  of  the  other  solitaries  of 
the  desert.  ^ 

But  God  destined  Tfcxint  Jerome  for  the  great 
work  of  translating  iuid  propagating  the  sjicred 
Scrij)tures,  and  l\y  a  terriljde  dream  He  withdrew 
him  from  those  profane  works  which  might  have 
destroyed  the  grace  of  holy  unction  in  his  heart. 
He  seemed  to  he  dragged  before  the  Supreme 
tribunal ;  and,  interrogated  upon  his  profession, 
he  replied  that  he  was  a  Cnristian.  "  Thou  liest," 
replied  the  Judge;  "thou  art  a  Ciceronian  and 
not  a  Chi-istian ;  for  where  thy  treasure  is,  there 
also  is  thy  heart."  And  from  that  day  Jerome 
tlii'ew  aside  all  profane  literature. 

Saint  Jerome  was  recalled  to  Rome  by  Pope 
Damasus.  During  the  time  he  remained  in  the 
Eternal  City  he  drew  many  souls  to  God,  and 
exercised  a  powerful  influence  over  many  of  the 
most  distinguished  patricians.  Among  those  who 
placed  themselves  under  his  direction,  we  find 
Saint  Paula,  that  brilliant  model  of  nobility  and 
piety;  her  daughter  Eustochium,  so  worthily  and 
so  frequently  praised  by  the  holy  Doctor;  and 
Marcella,  so  gi-and  in  her  widowhood,  who  gave 
her  magnificent  palace  for  those  reunions  where 
so  many  heroes  were  formed  for  the  Church. 

At  the  expiration  of  three  years  Jerome  again 
returned  to  the  desert,  accompanied  by  many  noble 
ladies,  who,  courageously  throwing  aside  all  the 
attractions  that  bound  them  to  the  joys  of  life, 
retired  to  the  solitudes  of  the  East  to  live  a  life  of 
labor  and  prayer.  The  daughter  of  the  Scipios, 
■  Saint  Paula,   built  a  monastery  at  Bethlehem, 
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where,  «n«k*r  the  saintly  direction  of  Saint  Jerome, 
sheeiulcd  lu-r  days.  Anxious  to  read  the  8aon-<l 
books  in  the  concise  and  energetic  hinj<uti{^'  in 
whieli  they  were  written,  Pnuhi  and  her  saintly 
dauj;hter  studied  Hehrew  with  such  success  as  tf) 
be  alile  to  speak  it  with  ease;  ami  Saint  Jerome 
aided  the  ardent  intellijjeiicc  of  these  generous 
women,  explaininj;  to  tliem  the  dithculties  of 
the  Scrii)tures  hy  the  copious  writings  which  he 
dedicated  to  them. 

.  Saint  Jerome  devoted  himself  to  study  with  all 
the  burning  ardor  and  activity  of  his  soul,  so  that 
he  neither  day  or  night  allowed  himself  any  repose. 

The  history  of  a  doctor  of  the  Church  is,  above 
all,  the  hist<)ry  of  his  liibors.  Let  us  then  cast  a 
rapid  glance  over  the  principal  Ixniks  of  Saint 
Jerome.  During  his  sojourn  at  Home  he  reviewed 
the  Evangelists,  the  Epistles  of  Saint  Paul,  and 
the  Psidms.  On  his  return  to  the  Holy  I^Jind,  that 
desolate  patrimony  of  the  prophets,  he  continued 
his  work  (m  the  Scriptures,  and  translateil  al- 
most the  entire  Bible  from  the  original  Greek  and 
IIel)rew. 

When  we  recall  the  labors  of  such  distinguished 
children  of  the  Catholic  Church,  for  the  preserva- 
tion and  propagation  of  the  word  of  (Jod.  is  it 
not  enough  to  make  us  smile  at  the  silly  lies  of 
the  weak  niinds  outside  of  the  Church's  pale,  who 
talk  forsooth  of  sending  their  colporteurs  to  distri- 
bute the  lUtth  among  the  deluded  Irish  Catholics. 

One  of  the  favorite  occupations  of  Jerome  was 
to  write  the  lives  of  the  illustrious  solitaries  who 
had  preceded  him.  He  had  conunenced  writing  his 
c<mHnentarieson  Ezekiel,  which  he  had  often  prom- 
ised Eustochium,  when  he  heard  of  the  siege  of 
Home  by  the  Goths,  and  learned  how  the  inhal)it- 
ants  of  this  superb  city  were  dispersed  through- 
out the  world.  The  sea  was  covered  with  her 
exiles ;  and  the  Christians  of  Home  sought  a  re- 
treat in  the  most  distant  and  wildest  i>laces. 
Saint  Jerome's  mind  was  deeply  aflftK-ted  by  the 
distress  of  others,  and  he  could  think  of  nothing 
else.  Under  these  impressions  he  wrote  as  follows  : 
"Who  could  have  iKissibly  believed  that  Home, 
exalted  by  her  victories  above  the  entire  universe, 
shoidd  be  sf)  comj)letely  destroyed  that  she  would 
be  the  mother  and  the  t(md)  of  her  people;  that 
the  shores  of  the  Orient,  of  Egypt  ami  Africa, 
would  be  filled  with  the  slaves  antl  the  servants 
of  the  mistress  of  the  world  ;  that  her  proud  nobles 
and  patricians,  a  little  while  ago  surrounded 
with  wealth  ami  luxury,  would  a)mc  as  beggars 
imploring  alms  fnmi  Bethlehem?  As  we  ainnot 
carry  them  assistance,  we  can  at  least  sympathize 
with  them  and  mingle  our  tears  with  theirs. 
Seeing  the  universal  distress  that  surrrmnds  us, 
we  have  suspended  our  lalx)rs  \i\Htn  Ezekiel  and 
all  study ;  wc  will  translate  in  actions  the  words 
of  the  Scriptures,  and  do  rather  than  say  holy 
things !" 

Saint  Jerome  died  at  the  age  of  seventy-two,  after 
a  life  of  constant  combat  for  the  Catholic  faith  and 
long  years  of  austere  ix-nance  and  love  of  God.  lie 
watched  constantly,  with  undaunted  courage,  over 
the  sacred  deposit  of  faith ;  he  boldly  and  success- 
fully combated  all  the  heresies  and  schisms  of 


the  age,  among  others  that  of  Ilelvidius,  who  bad 
attacked  the  glorious  virginity  of  the  Mother  of 
God.  Saint  Jerome  declared  hinjself  the  cheva- 
lier of  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  and  defended  Chris- 
tianity in  this,  one  of  its  sweetest  prerogatives. 
Oh,  W(milerful  unity  of  Catholic  devoticm  and  love 
for  thee,  sweet  Mother!  We  find  it  always  and 
everywhere.  Heboid,  among  the  clM)«en  jx-oplc,  a 
simple  and  m(Kle.''t  maiilen  living  under  the  shel- 
ter of  the  temple  of  Go<l ;  for  her  humility  she  is 
selected  by  God  to  be  the  mother  of  our  Saviour; 
and  ever  since,  during  the  eighteen  hunilre<l  years 
that  have  passctl,  this  Blessed  Virgin  has  been 
the  object  of  the  most  constant  devotiim  and  the 
source  of  the  purest  insi)imtions  and  the  most 
generous  and  noble  devotedness.  All  i)oets  have 
chanted  her  praise,  all  jjainters  have  s<jught  to 
portray  her,  all  virgins  to  imitate  her ;  and  the 
heart  of  every  martyr,  confessor  and  Dtjctor  of  the 
Church,  from  the  time  of  the  Apostles  to  our  own 
day,  has  burned  with  earnest,  devoted  love  for  the 
Mother  of  God — their  Mother  and  ours.  Have  wc 
not,  as  Catholics,  a  wonderful  genealogy,  and  does 
it  not  behoove  us  to  study  well  the  lives  of  our 
saintly  ancestors — the  Bernards,  the  Augustinsand 
Jeromes — and  from  them  learn  hoic  vce  mu<it  love 
our  heavenly  Jlother  I 

«it 

Sweet  Heart  of  Mary. 

By  pas.sion  tossed,  by  sorrows  crossed, 
A  wanderer  wild  on  a  stormy  sea. 
Alone  I  drain  the  cup  of  pain, 
And  loathe  the  life  I  fear  to  flee ; 
Yet  ever  I  pray,  by  dark  and  day — 
Sweet  Heart  of  Marj' — I  ])niy  to  thee, 
That  thou  wilt  my  salvation  ])e! 

The  world  of  sense,  with  its  shadows  dense. 
Quenches  the  light  of  the  soul  in  me! 
And  I  strive  in  vain  to  break  the  chain 
Of  doubt  that  keeps  me  from  the  free! 
Yet  ever  I  pniy,  by  dark  and  day, 
To  thee,  M'triit — ^Mother,  to  thee, 
That  tlum  wilt  my  sjilvatitm  Im;! 
1  never  vary,  sweet  Heart  of  Mary, 
From  my  prayer  by  dark  and  day  U)  thee, 
That  thou  wilt  my  salvation  be  ! 

The  hopes  have  flown,  that  round  me  shone, 
In  the  golden  morn  of  my  spirit's  glee ; 
But  the  present  night  glooms  on  my  sight. 
And  only  one  dear  st«r  I  .see ! 
'Tis  the  face  which  smiled  on  the  Sinless  Child, 
That  slept  on  the  sinless  Mother's  knee — 
O  would  that  face  but  smile  on  me! 
For  this  I  pray,  by  dark  and  day ; 
Sweet  Heart  of  Maiy,  may  I  never  vary, 
But  by  dark  and  day  to  thee  still  pray 
That  thou  wilt  my  salvaticm  be ! 

All  human  glory,  all  temporal  honor,  all  world- 
ly grandeur,  compared  to  Thy  eternal  glorj-,  is  but 
vanity  and  foolishness.  But  true  glory  and  holy 
joy  is  to  glory  in  Thee,  and  not  in  one's  self;  to 
rejoice  in  Thy  name,  and  not  to  be  delighted  in 
one's  own  virtue,  nor  in  any  creature,  save  only 
for  Thy  sake. 
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THE  PIOTTJEE  OP  THE  HOLT  YIEGIN. 

Near  Villefranclie,  a  short  distance  from  the 
main  road,  is  a  little  abandoned  niin,  in  -which, 
about  thirty  yeare  since,  there  dwelt  an  unfortu- 
nate infirm  widow  sixty  years  old,  and  her  only 
daughter  just  sixteen.  These  two  poor  women 
lived  on  alms  and  by  the  labor  of  their  hands. 
Franconette,  as  the  young  girl  was  called,  occu- 
pied herself  with  all  sorts  of  work,  and  went  everj' 
day  from  house  to  house  in  the  neighborhood  ;  her 
mother  cut  grass  for  the  goat,  gathered  sticks  of 
wood  for  their  slender  needs  in  the  way  of  lire, 
and  spun  a  little  flax  when  the  weather  was  too 
inclement  to  go  out.  Thus  they  lived  contented 
amid  all  their  privations,  because  they  loved  each 
other  and  believed  in  a  better  life.  The  interior 
of  their  cabin  was  not  less  miserable  than  the  ex- 
terior. Picture  to  yourself  four  smoke-blackened 
walls,  threatening  to  fall  on  you  every  moment ;  a 
worm-eaten  bedstead,  three  stools  and  a  chest,  for  all 
their  movables.  In  the  corner  there  was  a  little 
straw,  upon  which  the  goat  slept ;  the  bed  of  its 
mistress  was  scarcely  better,  but  they  found  it 
excellent,  because  they  enjoyed  upon  it  a  sweet 
sleep,  the  reward  of  a  good  conscience.  At  the 
head  of  the  bed  Marianne  had  placed  a  small  pic- 
ture of  the  Holy  Virgin  ;  it  had  been  purchased  a 
great  many  years  since,  and  had  cost  but  a  trifle. 
The  mother  and  daughter  had  great  devotion  to 
this  picture,  particularly  the  mother,  who  honored 
in  it  the  divine  image  of  her  patroness,  to  whose 
influence  she  believed  she  owed  all  the  happiness 
she  enjoyed  upon  earth. 

When  the  shades  of  evening  descended  iipon 
the  mountain,  and  the  curfew  in  the  neighboring 
hamlet  sounded  the  hour  for  retiring,  they  both 
knelt  before  the  holy  Virgin,  and  thanked  her  for 
their  daily  bread ;  in  the  morning,  as  soon  as  the 
first  rays  of  aurora  penetrated  the  roof  of  their 
cabin,  they  knelt  again,  and  thanked  the  holy 
Virgin  for  having  given  them  sleei^  during  the 
night.*  Marianne  did  not  limit  her  devotions  to 
the  morning  and  evening  prayers,  which  she  re- 
cited before  this  celestial  image.  When  fatigued 
by  labor,  and  she  was  soon  fatigued,  she  would 
push  her  stool  near  the  bed,  and  with  joined 
hands,  ^praying  or  not  praying,  would  contem- 
plate with  rapturous  delight  the  sweet  features 
of  her  patroness.  She  went  every  Sunday  to  the 
parish  church,  where  there  was  a  very  beautiful 
picture  of  the  Annunciation,  which  persons  came 
ten  leagues  distance  to  see ;  but  Marianne  prefer- 
red her  own  picture  of  the  holy  Virgin ;  she  had 
gone  three  times  to  Villefranche,  and  three  times 
she  had  seen,  in  the  Cathedral  of  that  city,  a  holy 
family  by  a  celebrated  Italian  painter,  still  she 

*  It  might  possibly  appear  to  some  even  of  American  Cath- 
olics that  this  was  ascnbine  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  what  ought 
to  be  ascribed  to  God— daily  bread  and  nightly  protection. 
A  French,  Italian  or  Spanish  Catholic  would  be  extremely  as- 
tonished at  such  an  interpretation,  as  much  so  as  if  any  one 
were  to  criticise  in  the  same  way  their  gratitude  to  an  earthly 
benefacior  for  giving  them  alms  or  assistance.  It  is  perfectly 
understood,  in  countries  where  the  loss  of  the  common  herit- 
age of  spiritual  ideas  does  not  infect  all  language,  that  the 
Blessed  Virgin  scatters  blessings  upon  us  from  the  spiritual 
hands  of  her  prayers.  And  what  Is  thoroughly  understood 
does  not  need  to  "be  formally  expressed. 


loved  her  picture  more  than  that.  We  must,  how- 
ever, observe  that  it  was  not  one  of  those  common 
colored  prints  sold  in  shops,  or  at  fairs ;  it  was  a 
genuine  painting;  time,  it  is  tnie,  had  somewhat 
dimmed  its  brightness,  but  Marianne  saw  only  the 
holy  Virgin — white,  pure  and  beautiful — apart 
from  the  dark  ground  by  which  she  was  sur- 
rounded !  The  Infant  Jesus  had  such  a  beautiful 
expression  of  innocence  and  divinity !  Often  she 
would  say  to  her  daughter :  "  See  with  what  be- 
nignity my  patroness  looks  at  us ;  it  is  she  who 
watches  over  us,  I  am  sure  of  it ;  how  sorry  I  am 
not  to  have  given  you  her  name.  How  lovely  is 
her  veil !  How  rich  the  embroidery  of  her  man- 
tle! How  brilliant  are  the  rays  of  glory  that 
encircle  her  Ba])e !  It  seems  to  me  I  can  see  you 
now,  as  when  you  were  a  little  one,  your  brow 
crowned  with  blue  flowers.  Be  always  devout  to 
the  holy  Virgin,  Franconette;  the  Mother  of 
Christ  is  the  Mother  of  all,  but  especially  of  the 
unhappy,  who  suffer  and  weep !" 

In  a  transport  of  gratitude  and  love  they 
Avould  then  cast  themselves  into  each  other's  arms, 
at  the  feet  of  the  holy  Virgin ;  then  they  would 
renew  their  bouquet  of  box-tree  and  garland  of  ama- 
ranths, which  formed  their  only  oftering;  but  the 
Blessed  Virgin  was  more  honored  in  this  poor 
dwelling  than  in  the  richest  oratories.  Teare 
springing  from  a  pure  heart,  and  prayers  uttered 
with  an  innocent  voice,  are  more  agreeable  to  her 
than  the  most  splendid  pomp  and  the  most  mag- 
nificent ])resents. 

Soon,  however,  the  sweet  tranquillity  of  Mari- 
anne and  her  daughter  was  disturbed.  God  often 
sends  the  severest  trials  and  difficulties  to  those 
most  faithful  to  His  holy  law.  Happy  those  who 
suffer  upon  earth  ;  in  the  day  of  recompense,  they 
shall  regard  an  alnindant  reward ! 

There  came  at  length  a  j'car  of  disasters  in  Ville- 
franche and  its  environs:  the  grain  fields  were 
Ijtid  waste  by  a  terrible  storm;  the  meadows  inun- 
dated ;  the  vintage  destroyed ;  all  the  harvests 
failed  at  once,  and  asmisfortune  never  comesalone, 
this  summer  so  sterile  was  followed  by  a  winter 
so  rigorous  that  the  oldest  inhabitants  did  not 
remember  ever  to  have  seen  one  like. 

The  misery  was  general,  even  among  those  who 
had  enjoyed  comparative  comfort :  and  the  rich, 
uneasy  about  the  future,  and  fearful  that  they 
would  not  have  sufficient  money  to  support  them- 
selves, stopped  employing  labor.  Marianne  and 
her  daughter,  who  had  never  been  able  to  pro- 
vide for  themselves  but  by  the  greatest  economy, 
living,  in  short,  from  day  to  day,  supported  them- 
selves through  this  winter  no  one  knew  how. 
They  sold  their  goat,  which  was  so  necessary  to 
them,  and  which  they  loved  so  much ;  they  re- 
ceived through  the  good  curate  of  the  parish 
some  alms  ;  but  alas !  these  alms  were  so  trifling; 
the  number  of  benefactors  was  so  very  small  and 
that  of  the  unhappy  so  great!  Doubtless  they 
could  not  have  lived,  but  for  the  protection  of  the 
holy  Virgin,  who  watched  over  them,  and  whose 
picture  they  unceasingly  honored. 

"  Holy  Virgin,  patroness  of  my  another,"  said 
Franconette,  do  not  let  her  die  so  miserably !" 
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"  Holy  Virgin,  patroness  of  the  afflicted,"  said 
Murianne,  "do  not  abandon  my  duugbtur;  she  b 
yet  to<j  young  to  die!" 

The  spring  rcturniHl,  and  with  it  came  tlie  hope 
of  better  days  for  Marianne  and  her  dauglitcr. 
Franeonette  couhl  again  resume  her  labors;  tlie 
old  Marianne  no  longer  felt  her  fingers  benumlx-d 
with  the  cold  when  »he  attempted  to  spin.  Vain 
hopes !  One  morning,  after  Franeonette  had  gone 
out  to  cull  a  garland  of  primroses  to  crown  the 
image  of  the  l»(»ly  Virgin,  the  j)roprietor  of  their 
cai)in  presented  himself.  He  was  an  imperious 
and  hardhearted  man,  who  had  no  fear  of  God 
nor  pity  for  man. 

"Ha!"  said  he,  "your  year's  rent  is  due.  The 
times  have  been  bad,  and  I  have  no  money ;  I 
come  to  demand  it  of  you." 

"Alas !"  replied  Marianne,  "the  times  have  been 
still  harder  for  me  and  my  daughter,  and  we  have 
often  wanted  bread ;  how  then  is  it  possible  for 
us  to  pay  our  rent?" 

"Then,"  replied  the  man,  "you  must  try  to  find 
some  other  asylum,  or  some  charitable  soul  who 
will  be  willing  to  receive  you  for  the  love  of  God  ; 
for  I  shall  return  to  the  city  to-morrow,  and  you 
shall  certainly  !)e  out  of  my  house  before  I  leave 
the  village."    And  he  stamped  his  foot  with  rage. 

"Alas!"  cried  the  iK)or  woman,  "allow  us,  at 
least,  a  few  days  respite  to  find  an  asylum,  for 
the  love  of  God,  as  you  say.  We  shall  not,  I 
hope,  be  long  in  finding  one  ;  for  my  old  age  and 
the  youth  of  my  daughter  will  doubtless  excite 
compassion  in  some  kind  heart.  Can  I  leave  my 
bed,  my  old  table,  and  three  chairs — all  that  I 
have — in  the  road  ?" 

"  Your  bed,  your  chairs,  your  old  table  !  You 
are  a  fool,  good  woman  ;  do  you  then  think  you 
will  be  permitted  to  take  them  with  you  ?  I  am 
going  to  make  a  side  of  them,  and  that  verj'  soon." 

"Sell  my  bed!  Wliat  do  you  say?  Are  you, 
then,  going  to  reduce  me  to  the  necessity  of  dying 
on  straw  ?" 

"  You  may  die  where  you  please ;  that  troubles 
me  very  little ;  what  concerns  me  is  to  be  paid  ; 
and  I  doul>t  whether  I  shall  be,  with  these  miser- 
able pieces  of  worm-eaten  wood.  I  will  try,  at  any 
rate."  And  as  the  unfortunate  creature  sought  to 
take  hold  of  his  hand  to  implore  his  pity,  he 
pushed  her  from  him,  and  opening  the  door  to  go, 
he  said :  "I  have  warned  you;  you  must  answer 
to  the  auctioneer,  who  will  soon  be  here." 

Marianne  was  struck  dumb  by  these  last  words. 
She  sjiw  herself,  or,  rather,  she  saw  her  daughter  a 
wanderer,  without  shelter,  without  an  asylum, 
cast  friendle.ss  upon  the  world,  like  those  poor  beg- 
gars who  are  often  forced  to  asst*ml)le  together  to 
pass  the  night  in  a  barn,  in  which  they  find  but  a 
little  cold  straw  and  no  covering;  and  when  Fran- 
conette  returned,  singing,  with  a  bouquet  in  her 
hand,  Marianne  could  but  throw  herself  into  her 
amis  and  weep,  llie  day  passed,  sad  and  long, 
without  her  having  the  courage  to  announce  to 
her  daughter  the  misfortune  that  awaited  them. 
In  the  evening  she  prayed  more  fervently  than 
ever  to  her  holy  patroness ;  and  awaking  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  she  saw  the  holy  Virgin  re- 


splendent with  light.  It  was  the  moon,  which 
had  jienet rated  an  opening  in  the  roof  and  8hc<l 
its  nuliance  «m  the  pious  image.  At  this  moment 
Marianne  felt  vn\m  and  resigned  ;  hope  reanima- 
ted her  heart.  "  Oh!  holy  Virgin  !"  said  she  in  a 
low  tone,  not  to  awake  her  daughter,  *'  holy  Vir- 
gin, the  Mother  of  mothers,  and  my  gh)rioiis  put- 
rt)ne.s.s,  I  see  well  that  you  have  heard  me  !  I  know 
you  will  not  abanilon  uje  in  this  great  affliction." 
After  this  jjrayer  .Marianne  apiin  sU'jjt,  much  con- 
soled. She  dreamed  that  the  holy  Virgin  stretched 
out  her  arms  toward  her,  removing  from  herself 
and  daughter  all  those  who  would  injure  them  ; 
that  she  i)resented  her  a  pui-se  of  gold,  beautiful 
furniture,  new  clothes,  and  white  bread — in  aword, 
all  that  the  poor  widow  needed ;  then  she  saw, 
again,  the  landlord,  accompanied  by  the  sheriff, 
and  started  up,  much  agitated  by  her  dream  and 
the  sad  reality  she  was  about  to  experience.  It 
was  late  in  the  day  before  Marianne  awoki'.  Fran- 
conette  had  been  up  and  working  a  long  time. 

"  How  did  you  sleep  last  niglit,  dear  mother?" 
said  she. 

"  Oh  !"  replied  Marianne,  "  thLs  is  the  last  night 
I  shall  pass  in  this  cabin,  and  in  this  bed  in  which 
I  have  slept  for  forty  years.  Oh !  my  daughter, 
my  daughter!  from  this  day  we  have  no  longer  a 
home  to  rest  our  heads;  the  stone  of  the  fields 
will  be  our  seat  and  our  pillow." 

Then  she  related  to  her  d.-vughter  the  vi.sit  of  the 
proprietor,  his  hardness  of  heart,  and  his  cruel 
threats,  which  were  so  soon  to  l)e  accomplished. 
She  had  scarcely  finished  her  recital  when  they 
heard  several  persons  talking.  Immediately  the 
landlord  appeared,  acc-ompanied  l)y  officials."  One 
established  himself  ujuni  thu  tabic  to  act  as  auc- 
tioneer ;  others  placed  the  furniture  outside  of 
the  house;  then  commenced  the  auction,  before  a 
snail  number  of  jiersons  whom  this  sad  spectacle 
had  drawn  to  the  place.  At  first  they  put  up  the 
articles  of  most  value  ;  but  of  what  value?  Good 
Go<l!  s<i  mean,  so  worthles-s  were  they  that  the 
proprietor  feared  the  proceeds  would  not  equal 
his  claim.  There  were  but  twenty-four  francs  to 
l)ay :  the  sale  as  yet  had  only  brought  two-thirds 
of  the  sum,  and  there  remained  only  a  small  mir- 
ror, so  black,  so  uni)olished  and  scnitched  that  the 
bailiff  hesitated  about  taking  it,  and  the  old  pic- 
ture of  the  Holy  Virgin,  fastened  by  four  nails  to 
the  wall,  at  the  foot  of  which  Marianne  and  her 
daughter  were  kneeling,  trembling  and  listening 
attentively  to  all  the  details  of  this  fatal  sale,  and 
comparing  their  lot  to  that  of  Joseph,  who  saw  his 
brothers  dividing  his  clothes — or  that  of  our  Lord, 
who  bvlield,  from  the  hight  of  His  Cross,  the  Ro- 
man soldiers  casting  lots  for  His  roix'  of  povert}-. 
"Is  there  nothing  more?"  asked  the  auctioneer, 
vexed  at  his  ])oor  fees.  .  "  L<x)k  again  ;  let  us  see 
if  we  cjin't  make  a  few  sous  more !" 

One  of  the  men  again  entered  the  cabin,  and 
piade  a  minute  search  ;  he  took  away  the  mirror, 
and  began  to  unfasten  the  picture  from  the  wall. 
At  this  moment  the  two  women  gave  a  scream  of 
terror  and  despair. 

"How!"  said  Marianne,  in  alarm,  "are you  going 
to  take  from  me  also  this  holy  image  of  my  pa- 
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troness  ?  Alas !  alas !  this  is  the  greatest  of  all  my 
misfortunes !  You  will  get  nothing  for  this  poor 
picture,  and  will  you  rob  me  of  it?  This  is  my 
last  blessing,  my  only  consolation !  My  daughter, 
kneel  down  with  me ;  may  be  they  will  be  moved 
by  our  prayers !" 

Whilst  Franconette  knelt  at  the  feet  of  this  man, 
her  mother  was  before  the  cherished  picture,  en- 
deavoring to  defend  it  with  her  feeble  hands. 
This  altercation  having  attracted  the  attention  of 
the  projirietor,  who,  already  dissatisfied  with  the 
little  success  of  the  sale,  entered  with  a  ferocious 
air.     The  poor  woman  ran  to  him. 

"  Sir,  sir,  you  have  taken  away  every  thing  from 
me,  and  I  pardon  you ;  for  my  goods  had  become 
yours,  since  I  could  not  pay  you :  but  they  are  going 
to  take  from  me  this  i)ieture !  It  is  that  of  my 
holy  patroness,  Ijelbre  which  I  have  said  my  pray- 
ers these  forty  years.  This  picture  has  received 
the  first  look  of  my  daughter,  and  the  last  look  of 
my  husband ;  for  I  placed  it  here  on  the  day  of  my 
marriage,  and  it  is  all  that  remains  to  me  of  him ; 
have  the  goodness — tlie  mercy,  to  leave  me  this 
picture.  What  can  you  do  with  it;  it  is  as  old 
as  I  am,  and  as  near  falling  into  fragments  as  I  am 
near  falling  into  dust  ?"  And  her  tears  choked 
her  utterance. 

The  unfeeling  man  did  not  even  condescend  to 
answer  her.  He  had  silently  opened  his  knife  to 
draw  the  nails  which  fastened  the  canvas,  and 
having  effected  this,  he  carried  it  off 

"  AVlio  will  have  this  sui)erb  painting  for  two 
sous?"  said  he  to  the  crier,  (that  is,  about  two  cents 
of  our  money.)  "Two  sous — no  more ;  does  no  one 
speak  ?"  He  held  it  uj)  to  the  spectators,  among 
whom  were  a  grouj)  of  several  gentlemen  from 
the  city,  who  were  walking  upon  the  banks  of  the 
Avron,  and  whom  curiosity  had  stopped  a  mo- 
ment to  see  the  sale.  The  tAvo  inmates  of  the 
cabin  did  not  assist  at  this  jirofanation  of  the  ob- 
ject of  their  veneration.  Marianne  was  almost 
fainting  with  grief,  and  her  daugliter  was  weep- 
ing over  her,  and  Ijestowing  upon  her  the  most 
tender  and  affectionate  care. 

"Two  sous!"  repeated  the  crier;  "two  sous  I 
Is  there  no  one  here  whose  patroness  is  the  Blessed 
Virgin  ?    No  one  to  outbid  ?" 

"  Three  sous !"  said  a  young  girl,  named  Ma- 
rianette. 

"Five  francs!"  replied  one  of  the  gentlemen 
from  the  city,  who  for  the  first  time  cast  his  eyes 
upon  the  picture  of  the  Madonna.  The  cri(!r  was 
so  amazed  that  he  seemed  stunned ;  his  arms  fell 
with  astonishment,  and  he  looked  at  the  higher 
bidder  with  such  a  quizzical  air,  that  every  body 
began  to  laugh. 

"  Twenty  francs !"  added  a  second  voice  from 
the  same  group. 

"Tw^enty  francs!"  murmured  the  crier,  with 
the  voice  and  manner  of  one  dreaming. 

"Thirty  francs!"  cried  the  first  speaker. 

"  Forty  francs !"  added  the  second. 

"  A  hundred  francs !" 

"  Two  hundred  francs !" 

"  A  hundred  crowns !" 


"  Five  hundred  francs !  Five  hundred  francs !" 
repeated  the  crier. 

There  was  a  confused  murmur  among  the  villa- 
gers. 

"Eight  hundred  francs  "  cried  one  of  the  bid- 
ders, with  an  eagerness  he  tried  in  vain  to  sup- 
press. 

"  I  will  give  a  thousand  crowns  for  it !"  added 
the  other  quietly. 

There  was  but  a  moment  of  silence,  after  which 
the  crier  said  twice,  veiy  slowly — "A  thousand 
crowns!  a  thousand  crowns !  Does  no  one  bid? 
Gone !" 

"  Sir,"  said  the  young  painter,  who  had  discov- 
ered at  the  first  glance  the  master-piece  presented 
to  him,  "you  have  here  an  admirable  Murillo.  I 
would  have  given  my  fortune  of  an  artist  to  dis- 
pute it  with  you ;  but  you  have  at  j'our  disposal 
the  funds  of  the  government :  you  ought  to  pre- 
vail over  me.  On  my  return  to  Paris,"  added  he, 
smiling,  "  I  will  go  to  the  Museum  to  see  tliis 
wonder."*  He  then  went  away,  casting  a  look  of 
envy  on  this  sul)lime  painting,  which  his  competi- 
tor locked  up  in  his  portfolio  in  exchage  for  three 
notes  of  a  thousand  francs  each,  Avhich  the  assem- 
bly looked  upon  with  stupid  wonder. 

Wlien  Marianne  came  to  herself,  and  they  re- 
lated to  her  this  wonderful  history,  she  could  not 
and  would  not  explain  it  but  as  a  miracle  of  her 
patroness. 

We  may  judge  whether  she  and  her  daughter 
were  not  happy  for  the  remainder  of  their  days, 
with  so  mucli  money.  They  enjoyed,  at  least,  every 
comfort.  Eveiy  year,  on  the  anniversary  of  the 
sale,  Marianne  had  IMass  said,  and  burned  a  wax 
taper  in  the  chapel  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  She 
]3ought  a  new  jjicture,  which  represented  the 
Mother  of  our  Saviour  taken  up  into  Heaven  amid 
a  crowd  of  angels.  This  picture  often  brought 
back  the  remembrance  of  the  one  she  had  lost ;  and 
notwithstanding  the  happiness  she  owed  her  lit- 
tle fortune,  their  was  always  a  regret  in  her  heart 
and  a  tear  in  her  eye  at  the  thought  of  her  lost 
treasure ;  and  she  would  often  say  to  her  daugh- 
ter :  "Ah !  my  beautiful  picture  of  the  Virgin !" 

There  is  surely  no  miracle  in  this  history,  and 
yet  we  can  see  in  it  the  reward  A'ouchsafed  to  the 
devotion  of  this  poor  woman,  who  said  with  her 
whole  heart,  happy  or  unhappy,  "  Holy  Mary,  I 
hope  in  thee." 

*  This  picture  is  really  in  the  gallery  of  the  Louvre. 


Saint  Vincent  Ferrier  relates  that  a  merchant 
of  Valentia,  in  Spain,  was  accustomed,  on  every 
Christmas  day,  to  invite  to  dinner,  in  honor  of 
Jesus,  Mary  and  Joseph,  an  aged  man,  together 
with  a  woman  suckling  an  infant.  That  pious 
man  died,  and  after  his  death  appeared  to  some 
one  who  prayed  for  him,  and  related  that,  at  the 
hour  of  his  death,  Jesus,  Mary  and  Joseph,  came 
to  visit  him,  and  said,  "In  your  lifetime  you  re- 
ceived xis  into  your  house  in  the  person  of  those 
three  poor  people.  We  now  come  to  introduce 
you  into  ours;  and  they  straightMsay  conducted 
him  to  Paradise. 
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The  Mysteries  of  the  Eosary. 

Tlie  Ilt'frain: 

With  Gabriel  in  concert,  lu  nalutatlon  sweet. 
To  Uoly  Mary's  honor  ten  Area  wo  repeat. 

First  Joyj'ul  Myderxj — The  Annuneiaiion, 

Tlie  an^l  came  to  Murv,  and  in  her  holy  place 

Firat  fell  the  Uirilling  accoutji :  "  lloll  Miiry,  full  of  gnco  V 


Second  Joyfxd  Mytitry — Tl^e  ViniUUion. 

Vhen  her  conoin  mot  with  Mary, 'twaa  she  who  cave  salute : 
'  Blest  art  thou  amouj;  women  1  Blest  of  thy  womb  the  fruit !'' 


Third  Joyful  Myntery — I'he  Nativity. 

Behold  the  Sacred  Virgin,  while  aiiseU  round  hor  fall, 
Adoriut;  in  tliu  Manger,  her  Babe,  the  Lord  of  all. 

Fourth  Joyful  Myntery — 7'A^  Presentation. 

Here  see  our  Holy  Mother,  in  the  Temple  of  the  Lord, 
The  Temple's  Lord  presenting,  while  hinieon  adored. 

Fifth  Joyful  Myntery — Finding  of  the  Child  Jeaus. 

When  twelve  years  old,  our  Saviour  wad  eonght  for  three  long 

days— 
And  found  within  the  Temple,  bent  on  Hia  Father's  praise. 

First  Sorroicful  Mystery — Agony  in  the  Garden. 
Remember,  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Gethsemani's  dark  olive  bower  : 
Our  Blessed  Saviour  prostrate  bowed  ; — 
His  tears,  His  sighs,  His  groaus  aloud ; 
His  agony  too  great  to  bear, — 
God's  angel  bending  lowly  there  : 
His  sweat  of  blood  that  freely  flowed 
For  crimes  of  ours — Hia  crushing  load. 

Second  Sorrmcful  Myttery — Scourging  at  the  Pillar. 
Tliink  of  our  dear  Lord  Jesas  bound ; 
The  mocking  rabble  gathered  round; 
The  scourge  high  lifted  in  the  air; 
His  sacred  shoulders,  torn  and  bare ; 
The  lashes  wild  each  madman  throws, 
Unnumbered  vengeful,  cniel  blows. 
Thy  bleeding  form,  O  Lord,  how  dear. 
Since  'twas  our  crimes  that  brought  Thea  here.' 

Third  Sorrowful  Mystery — Crowning  with  Thorns. 
In  this  sad  mystery  now  behold 
The  furious  crowd,  with  hearts  stone-cold, 
Clothe  our  dear  Lord  with  robe  of  scorn, 
Then  plait  for  Him  a  crown  of  thorn. 
They  press  it  on  His  sacred  head, 
And  by  each  thorn  His  J)lood  is  shed. 
Sweet  precious  drops !     They  trickle  down 
To  shiinte  our  pride,  to  gem  His  crown. 

Fourth  Sorrowful  Mystery — Carriage  of  the  Cross. 
Think  of  our  Jesus  doomed  to  die, — 
No  voice  defends,  no  solace  nigh ! 
Now,  see,  upon  His  mangled  form — 
His  sacred  flesh  with  life-blood  warm — 
Tlie  heavy  Cross  is  rudely  laid  ; 
And  there — condemned,  denied,  betrayed — 
Up  Calvary  Jesus  bears  the  weight 
To  crush  the  serpent's  power  of  hate. 

Fifih  Sorrotpful  Mystery — The  Crucifixion. 
Contemplate  now  the  awful  sight. 
Robing  the  noonday  sun  in  night : 
Our  Saviour  stripped,  and  rudely  laid 
Upon  the  Cross  His  foes  had  made ; 
His  sacred  arms  are  spread,  and  lo, 


How  wild  resounds  each  brutal  blow ! 
They  drive  the  nails,  transfix  each  limb; 
And  Mary's  heart  is  nailed  with  Him. 

First  Glorious  Mystery — The  Resurrection. 

Think  of  our  loving  Sa>ioar,  when  three  sad  mornt  bad  fled, 
ImmortAl  and  triumphant,  arising  from  the  dead. 

Second  Glorious  Myntery — The  Ascension. 

When  forty  dayH  were  ended,  up  to  the  waiting  side*. 
Behold  our  dear  Lord  Jesus,  of  Ills  own  power  arlM. 

Third  Glorious  Mystery — Descent  of  the  Uoly  Ghost. 

At  last  our  dear  Redeemer  sent  down  the  Paraclete, 
Ula  work  of  love  and  mercy  thereby  to  make  complete. 

Fourth  Glorious  Mystery — The  Assumption. 
Behold  the  Blessed  Virgin,  when  done  at  last  with  time. 
By  her  dear  Son,  our  Saviour,  assumed  to  realms  sublime. 

Fifth  Glorious  Mystery — The  Coronation  of  the 
Bless&l  Virgin  in  Jleaten. 

Then  how  rejoiced  the  angeln,  to  see  in  courts  above, 
Christ  Jesus  crown  His  Mother,  with  brightest  crown  of  lore. 

The  Hail  Mary  and  the  Magnificat. 

Few  Christians,  however  enlightened,  know 
the  real  price,  merit,  excellence,  and  neces-sity  of 
the  Hail  Mary.  It  was  necessary  for  the  Blessed 
Virgin  to  appear  several  times  to  great  and  en- 
lightened Saints,  to-  show  them  the  merit  of  it. 
She  did  so  to  St.  Dominic,  St.  John  Capistran,  and 
the  Blessed  Alan  de  laRoche.  »  They,  have  com- 
posed entire  works  on  the  wonders  and  efficacy 
of  that  prayer  for  converting  souls.  They  have 
loudly  published  and  openly  preached  that,  sal- 
vation having  begun  with  the  Hail  Mary,  the  sal- 
vation of  each  one  of  us  in  particular  is  attached 
to  that  prayer.  They  tell  us  that  it  is  that  prayer 
which  made  the  dry  and  barren  earth  bring  forth 
the  fruit  of  life ;  and  that  it  is  that  prayer,  well 
said,  which  makes  the  word  of  Go<l  germinate  in 
our  souls,  and  bring  forth  Jesus  Christ,  the  fruit 
of  life.  They  tell  us  that  the  Hail  3Iary  is  a  heav- 
enly dew  for  watering  the  earth,  which  is  the 
soul,  to  make  it  bring  forth  its  fruit  in  season ; 
and  that  a  soul  which  is  not  watered  by  that 
prayer  bears  no  fruit,  and  brings  forth  only  thorns 
and  brambles,  and  is  ready  to  be  cursed. 

Listen  to  what  our  Lady  revealed  to  the  Blessed 
Alan  de  la  Roche,  as  he  has  recorded  it  in  his 
book  on  the  dignity  of  the  Rosary :  "  Know,  my 
son,  and  make  all  others  know,  that  it  is  a  proba- 
ble and  proximate  8La;n  of  eternal  damnation  to 
have  an  aversion,  a  Wkcwarmness,  or  a  negligence, 
in  saying  the  Angelical  Salutation,  which  has  re- 
paired the  whole  world."  Scias  enim  et  secure  in- 
telligas  et  inde  late  omnibus  notum  facias,  quod  vi- 
delicet  signum  probabile  est  d.  propinquum  cetema 
datnnationis  horrere  et  acediari,  ac  negligere  Saluta- 
tionem  Angelicam,  totius  mundi  reparationem. 
These  are  words  at  once  terrible  and  consoling, 
and  which  we  should  find  it  hard  to  believe,  if 
we  had  not  that  holy  man  for  a  guarantee,  and  St. 
Dominic  before  him,  and  many  great  men  since. 
But  we  have  also  the  experience  of  several  ages; 
for  it  has  always  been  remarked  that  those  who 
wear  the  outward  look  of  reprobation,  like  im- 
pious heritics  and  proud  worldlings,  hate  or  de- 
spise the  Hail  Mary  or  the  Rosary. 


314: 


AVE    MARIA 


Heretics  still  learn  and  say  the  Our  Father, 
but  not  the  Hail  Mary,  nor  the  Rosaiy.  That  is 
their  horror.  They  would  rather  wear  a  serpent 
than  a  Rosary. 

The  proud  also,  although  Catholics,  have  the 
same  inclinations  as  their  father,  Lucifer;  and  so 
have  only  contempt  or  indifference  for  the  Hail 
Mary,  and  look  at  the  Rosary  as  at  a  devotion 
which  is  only  good  for  the  ignorant  and  for  those 
who  cannot  read.  On  the  contrary  it  is  an  equally 
universal  experience,  that  those  who  have  other- 
wise great  marks  of  predestination  about  them, 
love  and  relish  the  Hail  Mary,  and  delight  in  say- 
ing it.  We  always  see,  the  more  a  man  is  for  God 
the  more  he  likes  that  prayer.  This  is  what  our 
Lady  said  also  to  the  Blessed  Alan,  after  the 
words  which  I  have  recently  quoted.  I  do  not 
know  how  it  is,  nor  why,  but  nevertheless  I  well 
know  that  it  is  true ;  nor  have  I  any  better  secret 
of  knowing  Avhether  a  person  is  for  God  than  to 
examine  if  he  likes  to  say  the  Hail  Mary  and  the 
Rosary.  I  say  if  he  likes  ;  for  it  may  happen  that 
a  person  may  be  under  some  natural  inability  to 
say  it,  or  even  a  supernatural  one  ;  yet  neverthe- 
less he  likes  it  always,  and  always  inspires  the 
same  liking  into  others.  O  predestinate  souls! 
slaves  of  Jesus  in  IMaiy  !  learn  that  the  Hail  Mary 
is  the  most  beautiful  of  all  prayers  after  the  Our 
Father.  It  is  the  most  perfect  compliment  which 
you  can  make  to  Maiy,  because  it  is  the  compli- 
ment which  the  Most  High  sent  her  by  an  Archan- 
gel, in  order  to  gain  her  heart ;  and  it  was  so 
powerful  over  her  heart  by  the  secret  charms  of 
M'hich  it  is  so  full,  that  in  spite  of  her  profound 
humility,  she  gave  her  consent  to  the  Incarnation 
of  the  Word.  It  is  by  this  compliment  also  that 
you  will  infallibly  gain  her  heart,  if  you  say  it  as 
you  ought.  The  Hail  Mary  well  said,  that  is, 
with  attention,  devotion,  and  modesty,  is,  accord- 
ing to  the  Saints,  the  enemy  of  the  devil,  which 
puts  him  to  flight,  and  the  hammer  which  crushes 
him.  It  is  the  sanctiflcation  of  the  soul,  the  joy 
of  angels,  the  melody  of  the  predestinate,  the  can- 
ticle of  the  New  Testament,  the  pleasure  of  Mary, 
and  the  glory  of  the  Most  Holy  Trinity.  The 
Hail  Mary  is  a  heavenly  dew  which  fertilizes 
the  soul.  It  is  the  chaste  and  loving  kiss  which 
we  give  to  Mary.  It  is  a  vermillion  rose  which 
we  present  to  her ;  a  precious  pearl  we  offer  her ; 
a  chalice  of  divine  ambro^al  nectar  which  we 
hold  to  her.  All  these  aiV  comparisons  of  the 
Saints. 

I  pray  yon  urgently,  by  the  love  I  bear  you  in 
Jesus  and  Mary,  not  to  content  yourself  with  say- 
ing the  little  Corona  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  but 
a  whole  Chaplet ;  or  even,  if  you  have  time,  the 
whole  Rosary  every  day.  At  the  moment  of 
your  death,  you  will  bless  the  day  and  hour  in 
which  you  have  followed  my  advice.  Having 
thus  sown  in  the  benedictions  of  Jtaus  and  Mary, 
you  will  reap  eternal  Ijenedictions  in  Heaven :  qui 
seminat  in  henedictionibuH,  de  benedictionibus  et  metct. 

To  thank  God  for  the  graces  He  has  given  to 
our  Eady,  those  who  adopt  this  devotion  will  often 
say  the  Magnijicnt,  as  the  Blessed  Mary  d'Oignies 
did,  and  many  other  saints.     It  is  the  only  prayer, 


the  only  work  which  the  Holy  Virgin  composed, 
or  rather  which  Jesus  composed  in  her;  for  He 
spoke  by  her  mouth.  It  is  the  greatest  sacrifice  of 
praise  which  God  ever  received  from  a  pure  crea- 
ture in  the  law  of  grace.  It  is,  on  the  one  hand, 
the  most  humble  and  grateful,  and  on  the  other 
hand,  the  most  sublime  and  exalted  of  all  can- 
ticles. There  are,  in  that  song,  mysteries  so  great 
and  hidden,  that  the  angels  do  not  know  them. 
The  pious  and  erudite  Gerson  employed  a  great 
part  of  his  life  in  composing  works  on  most  diffi- 
cult subjects ;  and  yet  it  was  only  at  the  close  of 
his  career,  and  even  then  with  trembling,  that  he 
undertook  to  comment  on  the  Magjiijimt,  so  as  to 
crown  all  his  other  works.  He  wrote  a  folio  vol- 
ume on  it,  and  brings  forward  many  admirable 
things  about  that  beautiful  and  divine  canticle. 
Among  other  things,  he  says  that  our  Lady  often 
repeated  it  herself,  and  especially  for  thanksgiv- 
ing after  Communion.  The  learned  Benzonius,  in 
explaining  the  same  Magnificat,  relates  many  mir- 
acles wrought  by  virtue  of  it,  and  says  that  the 
devils  tremble  and  fly  when  they  hear  these  words : 
Fecit  potentiam  in  brachio  suo,  dispersit  superboa 
mente  cordis  sui. 


Help  of  Christians,  pray  for  us. 

The  foe  is  watching  at  the  gate 
Of  ev'ry  soul,  with  deadly  hate. 
To  sway  for  woe  its  endless  fate  : 

Sweet  Help  of  Christians,  pray  for  us. 

When  fierce  temptation  tires  our  breast, 
And  urges  on  to  deeds  unblest; 
When  reason  reels  from  dread  unrest : 
Sweet  Help  of  Christians,  pray  for  us. 

When  slumber  nestles  in  our  eyes, 
And  freedom  to  the  will  denies ; 
Should  fancy's  phantoms  then  arise — 
,     Sweet  Help  of  Christians,  jjray  for  us. 

When  death  extends  his  chilling  hand. 
And  dangers  threat'niug  round  us  stand  ; 
To  bar  us  from  our  Promised  Land — 
Sweet  Help  of  Christians,  pray  for  us. 

When  the  freed  spirit  ling' ring,  stays 
To  take  one  more,  one  final  gaze 
Upon  its  mate  of  by -gone  days — 

Sweet  Help  of  Christians,  pray  for  us. 

When  standing  'fore  the  judgment  seat, 
To  hear  her  sentence  just  and  meet ; 
May  God  our  soul  with  kindness  greet : 
Sweet  Help  of  Christians,  pray  for  us. 

m* 

The  "  University  of  Notre  Dame,"  near  South 
Bend,  Indiana,  has  seemed  to  have  a  special  pro- 
tection and  favor  of  Providence.  We  noticed,  a 
week  or  two  since,  that  a  destructive  hurricane, 
destroying  vast  amounts  of  property  about  it, 
swept  round  it  without  damage  to  its  extensive 
buildings.  Ave  Maria  seems  to  have  been  its 
guardian.  At  this  school  more  students  are  gath- 
ered than  at  any  other  institution  in  these  United 
States.  The  discipline  of  the  College  is  equal  to 
its  prosperity. — Freeman's  Journal. 
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Weekly  Ohroniole. 

ExeommuniMtloti  of  Victor  Kmnvnuiel — Tlte  Pope's 
Army — Militury  M<i*9 —  T/k-  Pope  and  the  CMcra 
—  Tfu  Piuntionint  Fatlur»  in  Scotlaud. 
Tlie  Holy  Father  has  again  sliown  that  he  will 
not  yield  principle  t<}  circumstances,  and  that  no 
series  of  event,H  will  induce  him  to  remove  from 
Victor  Emmanuel  the  consequences  of  the  excom- 
niunicaticm  which  the  pillage  of  the  States  of  the 
Church  brought  upon  him.  When  Prince  Napo- 
leon wished  to  have  his  father-in-law  as  sponsor 
for  his  children,  the  Pope  refused;  and  hence  to 
this  day,  though  privately  baptized  (ondoye«),  the 
children  of  Plon-plon  have  not  received  the  full 
ceremonies  of  the  Sacrament  of  Baptism.  The 
King  of  Portugal,  who  is  also  nuxrried  to  one  of 
Victor  Emmanuel's  daughters,  likewise  wished  to 
have  his  father-in-law  as  .sponsor  to  his  second  .son. 
But  the  Pope  has  again  refused,  antl  refused  to 
sanction  the  nomination.  King  Louis  informed 
Victor  Emmanuel  of  this  refusjil ;  and  Prince 
Amadeus,  who  had  been  sent  to  Lisbon  to  stand 
proxy  for  his  royal  father,  has  left  Lisbon  and  re- 
turned, greatly  dissatisfied,  to  Italy.  The  Por- 
tuguese Government  seems  to  have  yielded  at  once 
to  the  voice  of  the  Papal  Nuncio ,  and  although 
the  day  of  baptism  is  not  yet  fi.ved,  there  is  no 
doubt  that  the  ceremony  will  soon  take  place, 
another  sponsor  being  provided. 

RECUurriKO  for  the  Pontifical  anny  is  still  go- 
ing on.  M.  de  Sonnenberg,  Commandant  of  the 
Swiss  Guard,  is  now  in  Switzerland,  where  he  has 
received  orders  to  enroll  five  hundred  young  men 
in  the  foreign'  Chas.seurs.  It  is  SJiid  that  only  five 
or  six  thousiind  men  will  be  required ;  but  it  is 
evident  that  so  small  a  force  could  not  even  de- 
fend the  city,  much  less  the  States  of  the  Church. 
This  increa.se  of  the  army  shows  that  the  advice 
of  M.  de  Merode,  the  >Iini.ster  of  War,  is  being 
followed,  rather  than  that  of  cardinal  Antonelli, 
who  some  time  since  spoke  of  disbanding  the 
whole  army. 

The  C.\mp  at  Chaloxs. — I  have  just  come  from 
hearing  the  Military  Ma.ss,  the  service  taking 
place  in  the  open  air,  and  not  less  than  twenty- 
live  thousand  men  being  present.  The  music  of 
the  Mass  was  performed  i)y  the  united  bands  of 
five  regiment.s  amounting  to  about  one  hundred 
and  fifty  performers.  The  sight  and  sound  were 
alike  splendid.  To  see  this  vast  for/w  d'armee 
kneel  at  the  elevation  of  the  Host,  was  of  itself  a 
sight  worth  coming  all  the  way  from  London  to 
see. 

You  would  be  astoni.shed  to  see  how  beatifuUy 
the  whole  camp  is  decorated  with  gardens,  statues, 
arches  and  other  matters;  all  the  work  of  the  .sol- 
diers, who  take  to  this  kind  of  amusement  during 
their  spare  time.  There  is,  of  course,  much  more 
of  this  in  the  infantry  than  in  the  cavalry  lines, 
for  the  latter  have  to  l<x)k  after  their  horses,  and 
have  consequently  but  little  time  on  their  luinds. 
— [jondoH  Daily  Ncu:«. 

Tile  Holy  Father  and  the  Cholera. — There 
are  some  papers  in  Italy,  and  others  too  in  England, 


who  find,  in  every  thing  that  happens  in  Italy, 
8f)me  grounds  for  accusations  against  the  Holy 
Father  and  his  .sup|x>rt<!rs.  We  have  only  just 
read  in  the  Diritto,  and  again  in  Im  Ijombardia, 
articles  cm  the  cholera  now  ragmg  at  Ancona. 
They  contain  no  reflection  whatever  upon  the  su- 
pineness  of  the  Italian  Government ;  no  com- 
plaints are  made  of  the  utter  negligence  of  all 
.s;»nitary  precautions,  or  of  the  iudiflference  to  the 
lives  of  its  subjects  that  has  ever  been  displayed 
l)y  that  Govtrnment.  But  they  find  in  the  chol- 
era, in  God's  own  visitation,  an  opportunity  for 
making  the  most  bitter  and  violent  attacks  upon 
the  clerical  party  in  Italy.  They  can  hardly  ac- 
cuse the  priests  of  cuutiny  the  cholera,  though  they 
would  readily  enough  make  the  accusation,  only 
that  it  would  be  so  manifestly  absurd  ;  but  they 
accuse  them  of  rejoicing  over  the  devastating 
spread  of  the  disease.  II  Diritto  says  that  the 
priests  and  their  party  look  upon  the  cholera  as 
sent  in  punishment  of  the  aband(mment  of  their 
aiu^'e  by  the  people ;  and  they  point  exultingly  to 
it  as  a  proof  of  the  righteou.sne.ss  of  their  cause. 
And  in  Im  Lo/nbnrilia  the  priests  are  accused  of 
threatening  a  continuation  of  the  disea-se  and  its 
spread  throughout  Italy,  unless  the  former  state 
of  things  be  re-cstal)lishcd. 

Now,  that  many  may  look  upon  this  visitation 
as  a  punishment  sent  by  God  upon  a  people  who 
have  plundered  and  robbed  His  Vicar  upon  earth, 
we  can  easily  understand.  But  to  believe  in  the 
existence  of  such  a  visitation  is  one  thing  ;  to  re- 
joice over  it  is  another  thing.  And  although  many 
a  holy  priest  may  do  the  first,  we  are  cmfident 
that  there  is  not  one  would  be  guilty  of  the  second. 
For  the  priests,  the  time  of  pestilence  is  a  time  of 
hard,  unintermitting  labor,  and  of  constant  expo- 
sure to  the  danger  of  death.  Night  and  day,  in 
the  stricken  city  of  Ancona,  may  be  heard  in  every 
quarter  of  the  town  the  tinkle  of  the  bell  that 
announces  the  passing  by  of  the  viaticum,  borne 
by  the  devoted  priest  to  the  bedside  of  the  dying. 
Whilst  the  writers  of  these  infamous  articles  are 
living  in  ea.se  and  luxury,  far  removed  from  all 
danger  of  contagi<»n,  the  priest  is  wearing  out  his 
very  life  amid  the  dying  and  the  dead.  Every  den 
of  miserj-  and  wretchedness  in  that  mi-serable  and 
neglected  city  is  visited  by  him.  Into  the  very 
l<)we.st  haunts  of  vice  and  wretchednes-s,  where 
none  other  dare  venture,  there  the  priest  finds 
his  way,  through  the  plague- infected  atmos- 
phere, to  give  the  la.st  con.solations  of  religion  to 
the  <lying.  And  when  all  have  abandoned  the 
dying  one — when  all  hope  is  over  for  this  world, 
and  friends  and  relatives  have  forsaken  him — 
there  still  the  priest  remains,  aided  liy  the  members 
of  religious  brotherh(H)ds  and  by  nun.s,  to  receive 
his  last  breath,  and  commend  his  soul  into  its 
Maker's  hands.  And  the  Bishops  are  working  no 
less  than  the  priests.  The  Bishop  of  San  Severe, 
who  was  ill,  returned  immediately  to  his  diocesan 
city  on  the  outbreak  of  the  pestilence.  For  from 
Ancona  it  has  spread  around  to  liavenna,  Osuno, 
Loretto,  San  Scvero,  and  to  Milan  itself  Reports, 
happily  contradicted  by  later  intelligence,  had 
reached  us  of  the  death  «>f  the  Archbishop  of  An- 
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cona ;  but,  thank  tGod,  that  Prelate  still  lives, 
sharing  every  danger  with  his  flock,  and  laboring 
without  intermission  in  the  midst  of  the  sick. 
The  French  Consul  has  given  up  his  house  to  the 
Sisters  of  Charity,  who  are  assisted  by  himself 
and  his  wife ;  but  the  English  Consul  (a  liberal 
Italian,)  abandoned  his  post  at  the  very  outset.  In 
fact,  nothing  could  have  brought  out  in  stronger 
contrast  the  devotedness  of  the  Bishops,  priests, 
nuns  and  monks;  and  as  though  a  dark  back- 
ground were  required  to  throw  it  out  in  still  more 
prominent  relief,  we  find  (literally  in  the  hack- 
ground)  the  so-called  benevolent  society  of  Victor 
Emmanuel,  conspicuous  ))y  its  utter  incompetency. 
At  the  very  time  when  the  Italian  Parliament  are 
going  to  deliberate  on  the  suppression  of  the  Re- 
ligious Orders,  God  has  so  ordained  it  that  a  most 
striking  jjroof  should  be  given  of  their  necessity 
to  the  countiy.  The  Archbishop  of  Ancona  had 
ordered  public  prayers,  but  the  Government  have 
forbidden  them,  and  instead  ordered  the  theaters 
and  concert-rooms  to  be  opened  free.  Neverthe- 
less, they  cannot  but  see  how  essential  the  Bishops 
and  clergy  are  at  such  a  time,  and  have  therefore 
resolved,  iinconditionally,  to  recall  a  number  of 
Bishops  to  tlieir  dioceses.  And  yet  these  are  the 
men  whom  the  infidel  press  of  Italy  accuses  of 
rejoicing  over  the  sjii'cad  of  the  cholera,  and  of 
looking  upon  the  visitation  merely  in  the  light 
of  a  political  agent ! 

And  here  in  England  the  injustice  has  been 
still  greater.  Because  the  Holy  Father  addresses 
his  people  and  prays  them  to  put  their  tmst  in 
Providence  and  pray  that  the  evil  may  be  averted 
from  their  cities  and  homes — therefore,  he  is  ac- 
cused of  being  indifferent  to  the  lives  of  his 
people.  We  cannot  possibly  conceive  by  what 
logical  process  this  conclusion  is  deduced.  Tlie 
Holy  Father  tells  his  people  to  trust  in  Providence 
and  to  pray.  Is  there  any  hann  in  this  ?  Or  is  it 
not  right,  when  a  great  danger  is  imminent,  that 
we  should  pray  that  it  may  be  averted,  and  that 
we  should  offer  up  prayers  in  a  spirit  of  submis- 
sive resignation  to  the  will  of  God?  Oh,  they  an- 
swer, 'tis  very  Avell  to  pray,  but  precautions  must 
be  taken.  Well,  and  does  it  follow  that  because 
he  tell  his  subjects  to  pray,  that,  therefore,  he  has 
done  nothing  more?  By  what  process  of  reason- 
ing can  such  a  conclusion  be  drawn?  It  is  drawn 
simply  from  their  own  imagination,  which  can 
never  conceive  any  thing  good  of  the  Holy  Father, 
whose  very  virtues  are  by  them  peiTerted  into 
vices.  Wliat  are  the  facts  from  which  we  deduce 
quite  an  opposite  conclusion  ?  These :  that  the 
Holy  Father  is  eminently  noted  for  his  tender  love 
of  all  who  are  under  his  paternal  rule ;  and  that 
in  no  kingdom  in  the  world  is  more  ample  pro- 
vision made  to  meet  the  ordinary  wants  of  the 
poor  and  the  sick,  and  the  extraordinary  require- 
ments of  a  time  of  pestilence.  The  hospitals  of 
Rome  alone  would  almost  supply  the  wants  of  the 
whole  States  of  the  Church.  Not  to  mention  other 
lesser  foundations,  there  is  La  Consolazione,  San 
Giovani  di  Calabita,  San  Galicano,  San  Giacomo, 
Santissimo  Salvatore,  Sanctissima  Trinita,  San 
Rocco ;  and,  above  all,  that  wonderful  institution, 


the  great  hospital  of  Santo  Spirito,  in  the  wards 
of  which  the  Holy  Father  may  often  be  met  with, 
visiting  the  sick  and  consoling  the  dying.  And 
so,  throughout  the  whole  of  the  States  of  the 
Church,  hospitals  are  numerous  and  well  endow- 
ed ;  under  the  direction  of  eminent  medical  men, 
and  managed  by  the  Religious  of  both  sexes,  whose 
whole  lives  are  devoted  to  the  care  of  the  sick  and 
the  dying.  Whatever  could  be  done  has  been  done ; 
and  the  Holy  Fatlier  now  tells  his  children  to  add 
their  prayers,  and  trustingly  confide  themselves 
into  the  arms  of  God's  providence.  And  his  fath- 
erly advice  is  laughed  at,  and  sneered  at,  by  those 
who  have  no  knowledge  of  prayer,  and  who  be- 
lieve not  in  God,  nor  in  God's  providence.  Tliey 
have  no  realization  of  any  thing  that  is  not  abso- 
lutely material — no  thought  beyond  this  world. 
They  hate,  with  hatred  deep  and  intense,  the  Holy 
Father,  because  he  is  the  representative  of  a  su- 
pernatural order  of  things,  and  nothing  that  he 
does  can  possibly  find  favor  in  their  eyes.  But, 
whilst  they  condemn  him,  we  merely  smile  at 
their  impotent  Avrath,  and  pray,  with  the  Holy 
Father,  that  the  great  calamity  of  disease  that  is 
threatening  may  be  averted  from  his  kingdom. 
— London  tlnimrae. 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Ulster  Observer: 

Dear  Sir  :  I  feel  great  pleasure  in  being  able 
to  inform  you  that  the  Passionists  have  established 
themselves  in  the  city  of  Glasgow,  and  that  the 
parish  of  Saint  Mungo  has  been  committed  to 
their  spiritual  care.  The  Catholics  of  Glasgow, 
and  of  Scotland  generally,  have  been  already 
well  acquainted  with  the  Fathers  of  this  Order, 
whose  missions  here,  as  elsewhere,  have,  imder 
God,  wrought  the  conversion  of  innumerable 
.souls.  The  Catholic  body,  in  various  parts  of  this 
kingdom,  have  frequently  manifested  an  earnest 
desire  of  obtaining  the  permanent  settlement  of 
those  zealous  missionaries  in  the  midst  of  them ; 
and  invitations  have  been  forwarded  from  differ- 
ent parts  of  the  countiy  to  the  Superiora  of  the 
Order,  requesting  that  they  would  establish  a 
Community  in  one  of  the  many  houses  that  were 
pressed  on  tlieir  acceptance.  Owing  to  certain  in- 
surmountable obstacles,  which  presented  them- 
selves at  the  time,  these  kind  invitations  had  to 
be  declined. 

But  Almighty  God,  in  His  own  good  time,  pro- 
vided an  opening  for  them  in  this  city,  in  the  an- 
cient parish  of  Saint  Mungo,  and,  as  it  happens, 
in  the  vei-y  neighl)(>rhood  that  has  been  so  recently 
sanctified  by  the  last  apostolic  labors  and  heroic 
death  of  the  saintly  Passion  ist,  Father  Ignatius 
Spencer.  It  is  a  most  significant  circumstance, 
and  one  that  is  fraught  with  hope  of  the  ultimate 
restoration  of  this  revolted  province  to  the  do- 
minion of  the  Church  of  God,  that  the  great  apos- 
tle of  Britain's  conversion  poured  out  his  heart's 
blood  in  the  midst  of  his  missionary  labors,  on  its 
soil,  as  a  sacrifice  for  the  final  success  of  his  mis- 
sion. May  M'e  not  hail  the  presence  amongst  us, 
to-day,  of  that  Order  which  represents  the  con- 
version of  this  land,  as  a  blessed  ftidication  of 
God's  acceptance  of  His  servant's  oblation ! 
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Particular  IntentionB  for  Sept'ber— Afi^cted  Sonls 

Wc  begin  to  understand  the  inconipiiru])le  fe- 
cundity wholly  divine,  the  supereminent  merit 
of  suffering  endured  in  union  with  the  Heart  of 
Jesus.  It  IS  imiKiasible  to  doubt  that  of  all  the 
treasiires  the  earth  can  Iwjstow,  this  is  the  most 
precious,  the  most  capable  of  enriching  us  for 
eternity.  Why  then  is  it  that  all  Christians  are 
not  rich  beyon«l  measure? 

Is  there  one  person  who  has  not  his  part  in  suf- 
fering? And  Ls  there  hot  a  great  nunil)cr  whom 
suffering  pursues?  It  follows  them  as  the  shadow 
follows  the  l)ody.  What  harvests  of  merits  might 
not  these  privileged  souls  amass!  What  happy 
influence  could  not  they  exercise  over  the  destiny 
of  all  those  who  arc  dear  to  them — over  their 
country  and  the  entire  Church  ! 

Are  these  riches  appreciated  and  gathered? 
Alas,  we  only  know  too  well  what  usually  happens. 
Much  the  greater  niunber  of  these  Christians,  to 
whom  the  Divine  Saviour  gives  a  portion  of  His 
cross,  far  from  ai)preciating  the  value  of  the  gift, 
repulse  it  with  all  their  strength  ;  and  if  tliey 
cannot  entirely  free  themselves  from  it,  they  mur- 
mur, grow  discouraged,  and  con.siiler  themselves 
abandoned  by  Heaven  ;  and  sometimes,  yielding 
to  the  black  suggestions  of  Satan,  abandon  them- 
selves to  despair. 

And  what  do  they  gain  by  this  course  ?  Do 
they  render  their  sufferings  less  bitter  or  less  easy 
to  be  supported  ?  On  the  contrary,  they  render 
them  incomparably  more  painful ;  they  deprive 
them  of  that  ineffable  sweetness  which  Christian 
hope  and  love  of  Jesus  Christ  mixes  with  the  most 
insupportable  bitterness ;  and  at  the  same  time, 
they  deprive  them  of  all  their  merit  and  fruit. 
And  would  to  God  they  did  not  -Qtton  change 
them  into  causes  of  damnation !  Would  to  God 
that  the  great  number  of  those  to  whom  the  cross 
should  open  Heaven  did  not  use  it  to  precipitate 
themselves  into  hell. 

When  the  Saviour  shed  His  Blood  for  our  re- 
demption ;  when  His  Heart  received  from  the 
centurion's  lance  the  wound  that  has  never  since 
closed,  but  has  ever  continued  the  assured  refuge 
of  sinners,  two  men  suffered  and  died  by  His  side. 
Their  past  life  had  been  equally  criminal,  but 
their  present  dispositions  were  widely  different ; 
one  learned  from  the  Heart  of  Jesus  to  sanctify 
his  sufferings,  and  those  sufferings  became  for  him 
the  pledge  of  his  predestination.  Among  all  the 
saints  he  was  the  only  one  canonized  during  his 
lifetime,  and  canonized  by  the  lips  of  Etenial 
Truth  itself  The  other,  on  the  contrarj',  died  a 
reprobate  by  the  side  of  the  cross  of  his  Saviour, 
bathed  jierhaps  with  the  Precious  Blood,  and 
mingling  the  imprecations  of  hLs  despair  with 
the  merciful  pleadings  of  the  Heart  of  Jesns. 

These  two  men  are  the  image  of  Christians  who 
suffer,  and  exhibit  in  lively  colors,  by  the  con- 
trary dispositions  which  accompany  their  suffer- 
ings, the  eqiially  contrary  results  which  follow 
them.  A  portion  suffer  with  love,  and  consequently 


•with  consolation ;  while  sufferings  weaken  their 
body,  hope  sustains  their  heart,  and  from  suffer- 
ings thus  endured  result  the  most  precious  fruits. 
These  happy  imitators  of  the  goo<l  thief,  in  their 
sorrows  «inctify  themselves ;  detaching  themselves 
from  the  earth,  they  purify  themselves  from  all 
the  imperfections  of  nature,  amass  immense  merits, 
grow  very  dear  to  the  heart  of  God,  obtain  great 
graces  for  their  brethren,  and  Ijccouie  with  Jesus 
the  saviors  of  souls. 

But  why  must  the  bad  thief  find  also,  even 
among  Christians,  imitators  of  his  murmurs  and 
despair?  Why  do  tho.se  to  whom  the  celestial 
Physician  sends  sufferings,  to  cure  the  maladies  of 
their  souls,  change  into  poison  the  salutary  bit- 
terness of  this  powerful  remetly?  Why  do  those 
souls  who,  in  suffering  nmch  less  here  below 
might  1)0  able  to  prepare  for  an  eternal  happiness 
in  Heaven,  prefer  to  purchase  the  eternal  tonnents 
of  hell  with  the  price  of  temporal  punishmenta 
which  despair  changes  into  an  anticipated  hell? 

As  Judas,  these  souls  were  called  to  a  glorious 
apostleship  for  them.selves,  and  sovereignly  fruit- 
ful for  the  Church ;  to  these  precious  fruits  and 
this  divine  glory  they  preferred  the  shame  of  apos- 
tasy, the  anguish  of  des])air,  and  the  torments  of 
eternal  damnation.  What  misfortune  for  them 
and  for  the  Church !  Let  us  pray  earnestly  for 
souls  called  to  the  apostleshij)  of  suffering,  in  or- 
der that  they  may  comprehend  its  great  merit,  and 
draw  from  the  Heart  of  Jesus  the  love  and  cour- 
age necessary  to  exercise  it.  The  Church  never 
had  greater  need  of  voluntary  victims  than  in  our 
days.  The  Apostleship  of  Prayer  and  of  word 
never  had  more  imperious  need  of  the  apostleship 
of  suffering.  It  alone  can  serve  as  a  counterpoi.se 
to  the  sensuality  and  egotism  which  is  dragging 
society  to  its  destruction.  Let  us  sjiy  then,  daily, 
during  the  month :  Divine  Heart  of  Jesus,  I  offer 
Thee,  in  union  with  the  Immaculate  Heart  of 
Mary,  all  the  prayers,  works,  and  sufferings  of 
this  day,  uniting  them  to  the  intentions  for  which 
Thou  art  constantly  immolated  on  the  altar.  I 
offer  them  in  particular  for  the  souls  who  .suffer, 
ami  whom  Thou  ha^Jt  called  to  contribute,  by 
the  union  of  their  sufferings  with  Tliine,  to  the 
glory  of  God  and  the  salvation  of  .souLs.  O 
Heart  infinitely  loving,  give  tliem  in  abundance 
Thy  divine  h)ve,  to  alleviate  their  sufferings 
and  increase  their  merits  for  their  own  sanctifica- 
tiou  and  the  triumph  of  the  Church. 

mm 

The  Mercies  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus. 

^  The  author  of  the  following  recital  is  a  mis- 
sionary, who  exercises  his  work  of  mercy  among 
the  convicts  transj)orted  to  Guinea : 

"  You  are  doubtless  waiting  for  some  details 
from  the  portion  of  this  vineyard  confided  to  my 
care.  Ala.s,  good  is  slowly  and  painfully  effected, 
and  rarely  according  to  my  desire.  Nevertheless 
there  are  days  in  which  the  mercy  of  Gotl  is  dis- 
played in  a  most  extraordinarj-  manner ;  there  are 
some  souls  to  whom  it  seems  most  e.siM?cially  di- 
rected, in  a  manner,  to  console  the  heart  of  the  mis- 
sionary and  sustain  his  courage  in  the  midst  of 
the  difficulties  against  which  he  must  struggle. 
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"I  still  continue  at  Royal  Island,  about  thirty-six 
miles  northwest  from  Cayenne.  It  is  principally 
occupied  by  machinists  and  ship-carpenters.  All 
men-of-war  from  Europe  or  elsewhere  stop  at  this 
port.  The  Amazon  is  now  at  anchor,  and  has 
just  thrown  upon  our  shores  five  hundred  individ- 
uals from  the  gallies  of  Toulon.  These  will  form 
a  portion  of  my  parishioners.  Our  island  is  still 
the  place  where  the  Administration  send  all  vi- 
cious and  corrupted  men,  all  bad  and  incorriga- 
ble  heads,  and  all  those  of  whom  they  seek  to  be 
disencumbered.  Such  are  the  elements  of  my 
flock.  Although  I  find  in  them  many  defects,  yet 
they  are  not  unmixed  with  good  qualities,  and 
by  the  latter  I  seek  to  gain  tliom  and  conduct 
them  to  God. 

"  At  Easter  last  we  had  in  the  colony  nine  hun- 
dred and  twenty  men.  Subtracting  from  this 
number  those  who  called  themselves  Protestants, 
then  the  Arabs,  and  those  employed  at  works  that 
will  not  permit  them  to  attend  Mass  or  visit  the 
Chaplain,  there  remained  nearly  eight  hundred 
men.  Of  these  persons,  regarded  not  only  as  the 
refuse  of  society  but  even  of  the  galley  itself,  six 
hundred  approached  the  Sacraments,  were  recon- 
ciled with  God,  and  have  become,  I  might  say, 
almost  angels,  at  least  for  the  time  being. 

"  One  day,  a  man  whose  appearance  was  suffi- 
cient to  distinguish  him  as  a  convict,  came  to  me 
and  said,  'Father,  I  am  an  old  sinner;  I  have  not 
been  to  confession  for  forty  years.  If  you  think 
any  thing  could  be  made  of  me,  do  it.' 

"His  easy  assurance,  mixed  wdth  simplicity, 
surprised  me  asmncii  as  his  words.  I  rei)iied:  'If 
any  thing  can  be  made  of  you — of  course  there 
can — I  intend  to  make  you  a  saint !' 

"'Make  me  a  saint!  Oh,  Father,  let  me  tell 
you  I  have  never  done  any  thing  but  evil  during  the 
whole  course  of  my  life.  I  have  always  been  a 
hard  case.     How  then  could  I  become  a  saint  ?' 

"  Our  conversation  terminated,  as  you  may  well 
suppose,  by  a  confession ;  and  a  few  days  after- 
ward he  made  his  second  Communion,  at  the  age 
of  sixty -five. 

"Another  day  I  was  going  to  the  church  to  make 
my  visit  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  As  I  was 
about  entering,  I  observed,  a  few  paces  from  the 
door,  a  man  of  remarkably  fine  features  and  lux- 
uriant snowy-white  locks.  He  was  an  entire 
stranger  to  me,  and  this  was  a  sufficient  proof 
that  he  never  came  to  confession.  Resolved  to 
attack  him,  whoever  he  might  be,  as  soon  as  he 
was  alone,  (at  that  moment  he  was  talking  with 
another  man,)  I  waited  at  the  church  door  with- 
out entering.  As  soon  as  his  companion  had  left 
him  I  accosted  him,  evidently  to  his  surprise  and 
confusion.  Notwithstanding  his  embarrassment, 
I  led  him  into  conversation ;  and  continuing  my 
questions,  I  asked  him  w^hat  was  his  occupatiim  in 
the  colony.  He  answered  that  he  sharpened 
knives  and  scissors.  'Ah,'  I  replied,  'I  am  going, 
in  my  turn,  to  sharpen  your  conscience ;  I  am  al- 
most sure  it  needs  it :  how  long  is  it  since  you 
were  at  confession  ?'  '  Forty  years.'  '  Forty  years ! 
Then,  my  good  friend,  we  have  no  time  to  lose. 
Come  with  me  immediately.' 


"  I  took  him  by  the  arm,  and  as  he  offered  but 
a  feeble  resistance  I  brought  him  to  my  little  par- 
lor, where,  to  my^  astonishment,  he  knelt  down 
without  the  least  difficulty  and  made  his  confes- 
sion. When  he  had  finished,  he  commenced  weep- 
ing ;  and  clasping  my  hand  he  exclaimed :  '  Oh, 
Father,  it  is  now  ten  years  since  I  first  came  here. 
I  have  resisted  all  the  solicitations  of  the  Fathers; 
and,  more^than  that,  one  of  my  sisters,  who  is  a 
Religious,  writes  to  me  every  year  urging  me  to 
fulfill  my  religious  duties,  and  I  have  had  the 
meanness  to  reply  every  time,  telling  her  that  I 
had  done  so.  Is  not  this  shameful  ?'  '  Very  well, 
the  past  is  past ;  but  write  to  your  sister  this  year, 
and  I  will  add  a  few  lines  to  your  letter  to  certify 
that  you  are  well  reconciled  with  our  good  God'.' 
I  have  never  seen  a  man  ajDpear  so  contented  and 
happy  as  he  did. 

"  Another  circumstance,  which  caused  me  more 
trouble,  but  no  less  joy,  was  a  death  precious  be- 
fore God.  Christmas  eve  I  went  to  the  hospital 
to  hear  the  confessions  of  those  Avho  intended 
going  to  Communion  the  next  day.  Thank  God, 
they  were  the  great  majority — almost  the  entire 
number.  As  I  approached  a  bed  containing,  a 
stranger,  I  asked  him  if  he  did  not  wdsh  to  con- 
fess his  sins  in  order  to  worthily  celebrate  the 
beautiful  Feast  of  Christmas.  He  partly  raised 
himself  in  the  bed,  and  glancing  disdainfully  at 
me,  said,  in  cold  dry  tones :  '  Pass  on,  sir ;  I  have 
no  need  of  such  services.'  All  the  inmates  of  the 
hospital,  excepting  two,  received  Holy  Commu- 
nion. After  Christmas  I  resumed  my  daily  visits, 
and  was  grieved  to  find  this  poor  sick  man  grow 
rapidly  weaker  and  weaker.  After  his  reply,  I 
foresaw  there  would  be  a  terrible  struggle  with 
him ;  nevertheless  I  felt  I  must  use  all  means  to 
save  that  soul.  I  spoke  to  him  in  the  gentlest 
manner  possible,  but  could  obtain  nothing.  Then 
I  would  sadly  return  to  the  church,  and  pour  into 
the  Sacred  Heart  my  hopes  and  fears  for  this  poor 
soul.  The  good  Sister  who  was  in  charge  of  the 
ward  endeavored  to  lead  him  to  speak  upon  relig- 
ious subjects,  but  with  no  more  success  than  my- 
self. She  was  on  the  point  of  abandoning  to  his 
unhappy  fate  the  sick  man,  who  seemed  to  be  pass- 
ing away  gently,  with  all  his  senses,  without  any 
agony ;  but  as  she  was  passing  his  bed  he  called 
her  to  him,  and  in  a  low  voice  said,  '  I  would  like 
to  see  Father.' 

"  To  send  me  the  message  and  for  me  to  hasten 
to  his  bed  was  but  the  affair  of  an  instant.  When 
I  approached  he  said:  'Father  I  am  going  to  die. 
I  wish  to  be  reconciled  to  God,  if  such  a  thing  is 
possible.  I  must  tell  you  that  I  am  a  Protestant.' 
'All  is  possible,  my  dear  friend,  when  we  speak  of 
God.  Our  Lord  died  for  our  redemption;  there- 
fore He  wishes  to  save  us.'  '  Well  then.  Father,  I 
abandon  myself  into  your  hands.  Do  with  me  all 
that  is  necessary.'  I  baptized  him  conditionally, 
and  instructed  him  in  the  principal  mysteries;  he 
made  a  perfect  confession,  and  I  administered 
Extreme  Unction  and  a  Plenary  Indulgence ; 
it  was  too  late  for  the  Holy  Viaticum.  Two 
hours  later  his  soul  passed  into  the  presence  of  its 
Gotl." 
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OHILDSEN'S  DEFABTMEFT. 

Jewel  Hkook  Cottaob,  Vt. 

Dear  CinLDREN :  I  have  been  »o  huny,  making 
visits  an<i  travelinj;^  far,  you  have  prown  almost 
two  months  older  sinee  I  last  callecl  you  around 
me  in  "onrwrner"  of  the  *lear  Ave  Mauia.  I 
iK'gin  to  think  I  must  send  you  a  letter  soon,  or  I 
may  grow  a  stmnger  amonpf  the  little  readers  of 
our  precious  journal,  which  may  the  good  angels 
who  watch  over  the  Ave  Maria  and  its  little 
readers  forbid. 

Dear  chililren,  the  eighth  of  July  last  I  awoke 
in  Notre  Dume,  scholarly  Notre  Dame — a  very 
learned  place,  where  they  have  a  grand  College, 
and  many  wise  Professors,  than  where  blither  troops 
you  never  saw  of  rosy-cheeked,  hale,  "little-fellow- 
well-met  "  boys,  swinging  and  shouting  in  the 
play-gmund  under  my  window.  A  very  cheer- 
ful place,  full  of  children  and  happiness,  as  it  is 
of  piety  and  wisdom  ;  and  yet  a  third  chann  yet 

f tainted  it  in  endearing  colors,  even  before  seen, 
t  was  the  birth-place  of  the  Ave  Maria,  yet  in 
its  .«»ort  of  Bethlehem-like  infancy  ;  where  it  is  so 
quietly  i.ssued,  and  goes  out  from  weekly,  saying 
"  Hail  Mary  "  to  every  home  it  enters. 

I  awoke.  It  was  not  my  tirst  morning  there.  I 
had  come  in  the  dear  month  of  Mary,  to  visit  the 
pious  anil  lovely  Community — to  visit  a  month ; 
and  my  numth  lasted  till  mid-summer,  that  was 
all.  And  not  all ;  I  was  to  now  launch  out  into 
the  restless  world  for  another  while,  and  after 
hearing  the  half-past  five  Mass  would  fain  make, 
as  a  child  of  the  place  and  the  Church,  before  I 
went,  at  all  the  holy  shrines  in  the  little  wood  of 

f)rayer,  my  jxititions  and  adieus.  From  the  state- 
ier  Church  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  where  1  had  heard 
Mass,  I  hastened  toward  the  grove,  stopping  first 
at  the  fair  Chapel  of  Our  jAidy  of  Angelx,  midway 
between,  where  a  morning  Ma.ss  was  iust  finished; 
and  thence  proceeding  to  the  first  shrine  witliin 
the  grove  [the  Sepulcher  of  our  Lady — Ed.],  I  was 
disappointed  to  find  the  door  closed.  I  was  be- 
fore tlie  warden.  Hut  I  could  still  kneel  and  offer 
the  disappointments  to  our  risen  Mother,  who 
must  have  been  disappointed  numberle.s.s  times  in 
her  dear  sad  life.  I  think  it  a  good  thing  al- 
ways, children,  when  we  are  disapj)ointed,  tooflfer 
our  disappointment  to  our  tender  Mother  and  Pa- 
tron Saint.  So  I  passed  up  through  the  lanes  to 
the  Calvary  and  Sepulchre  of  the  wood.  A  little 
guide-board  at  the  entrance  of  each  alley  Ijears 
the  name  of  the  Saint  to  whom  the  sacred  lane  is 
consecrated,  and  to  whom  it  is  a  good  practice  to 
pray  while  walking  therein. 

I  think  I  may  some  other  day  have  to  tell  you 
something  more  of  the  beautiful  retreat  for  devo- 
tion in  this  Ave  Maria  neighborhood,  but  I  am 
speaking  of  our  lingering  adieu  now.  From  the 
excavated  shrine  of  the  Holy  Sepulcher,  I  returned 
to  the  gate  of  the  wood,  casting,  as  I  passed  again 
the  BU'^Hed  Virffin's  Tomb,  one  other  glance  of  re- 
gret that  I  could  not  enter  there,  when  lo!  as  I 
laid  my  hand  on  the  gate  to  depart — What  was  it  ? 
Yes,  it  was  the  warden,  children — hastening  up  to 
the  dear  shrine  with  the  key.     Our  Mother,  who 


gees  even  our  little  wiMhes — especially  where  they 
turn  lovingly  toward  her— had  seut  the  warden  to 
unl<Kk  her  (hnir  just  in  time.  I  knew— there  was 
that  good  glow  in  the  heart,  that  comes  when  she 
dcK's  any  thing  for  us,  that  told  me— she  had  sent 
him  :  and  I  stood  l>y  the  gjite,  thanking  her  in  si- 
lent fervor,  until  the  warden  unhxked  the  door 
and  retreated,  which  took  but  a  moment.  He  did 
not  stop  to  pray ;  our  3Iother  di«l  not  c-all  him 
there  to  pray— only  to  unlock  the  dwr  and  go 
right  quickly  away,  which  he  did,  and  I  entered 
happier  than  I  could  have  l)een  had  I  at  first  found 
entrance.  And  this  is  aljout  the  way,  little  chil- 
dren, our  mo.st  kind  Mother  rewards  those  who 
arc  disappoinUd  for  her.     (),  she  is  an  admirable 

Mother — our  Most  Admirable  .Mother and  how 

poor  and  lowly  or  even  destitute  besides  we  may 
be,  we  are  truly  rich  and  wonderfully  blessed  if 
we  can  only  call  her  our  Mother. 

That  night  I  slept  in  Chicago.  Going  up,  there 
was  but  one  thing  that  drew  my  notice  and  admi- 
ration along  the  shores  of  the  Michigan's  beauti- 
ful lake !  Ever,  anon,  there  were  literally  fields  of 
the  white  ixind-lily  in  the  shallow  waters  near  the 
shore,  at  times  under  the  very  car-window,  from 
which  I  leaned,  and  longed  to  gather.  Of  the  earth, 
and  yet  not  of  the  earth  ;  cast  uj)on  the  waters^ 
flower  of  the  wave,  Ijcntling  over  their  mirror  of 
waters ;  tranquil  lilies ;  pure,  delicious,  snowy 
blown  lilies,  each  to  me  a  fragrant  thought  of  Mair 
—of  those  first  dear  fifteen  years  of  ht-r  .spotless 
inin\itable  life.     Ye  are  white,  I  said ;  so  was  she 

—immaculate ;  ye  are  delicious,  so  was  she the 

delicious  work  of  God.  And  I  left  that  vision  of 
purity,  bloom  and  perfume,  and  the  likeness  to 
our  all-fair  Mother  of  humility,  even  while  I  slept 
in  the  great  city,  and  aro.se  with  something  of  i^ts 
fragrance  still  floating  in  the  airs  around  me  — 
and  have  told  you  here,  as  I  know  how  pure  chil- 
dren love  flowers,  and  delight  to  bring  them  in 
from  garden  and  field  to  adorn  our  Holy  Mother's 
altars,  and  because  I  would  have  you  alwavs  es- 
pecially remember  the  purity  of  our  sweet  M'other 
whenever  you  Uxtk  upon  a  lily_and  that  she 
wa.s  the  Lily  of  Israel,  and  is  now,  while  Queen 
of  Angels  and  Mother  of  God,  the  Lav  of 
Paradise.  Pure  Lily  of  God,  pray  for  thy  little 
childrcD.  •'x  x  X 

The  Providence  of^od.-Oonclnded. 

There  is  the  Cfmfcssi.mal.  The  priest  sits  there 
holchng  in  his  hands  the  almighty  power  of  Jesui 
Christ-and  for  what  ?  You  may  have  committed 
a  mortal  sin-then  your  soul  is  in  chains,  and 
these  internal  chains  were  made  bv  the  devils  in 
hell  and  they  go  round  and  round  your  poor  soul 
as  the  ivy  goes  round  a  tree.  You  go  to  that  con- 
tessional,  with  sorrow  in  your  heart,  and  the  ab- 
solving word.s  of  the  priest,  as  if  they  were  the 
very  breath  of  Jesus  Christ,  which  ♦•  He  breathed 
on  the  Apostles"  (Joh7i  xx.),  strike  those  chaing- 
and  they  are  broken  in  pieces ;  your  soul  is  set 
tree,  free  as  an  angel  of  God. 

See  that  sparkling  light  which  alwavs  hangs 
before  the  altar,  in  front  of  the  tabernacle:  it 
tells  you  that  the  Flesh  and  Blood  of  Jesus  is 
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always  in  the  tabernacle,  to  feed  your  hungry 
soul :  "  My  Flesh  is  meat  indeed,  and  My  Blood 
is  drink  indeed."  John  vi.  God  has  scattered 
the  stars  in  the  skies,  and  the  flowers  in  the  fields; 
so  in  countless  places,  in  every  country  and  in 
every  kingdom,  God  has  left  the  Body  and  Blood 
of  His  Son  Jesus  to  feed  those  dear  souls  which 
He  loves  so  much. 

In  every  part  of  the  world  God  has  also  placed 
Bishoi^s  and  priests,  and  blessed  and  consecrated 
them,  that  they  may  help  you  to  save  your  soul. 
In  Heaven  He  has  created  countless  millions  of 
bright  angels  to  watch  over  your  soul,  and  keep 
you  in  all  your  ways,  lest  any  evil  should  come 
near  you.     Pstdm  xc. 

He  spoke  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  His 
Mother,  about  you,  and  said  to  her :  "  Maiy,  My 
dear  Mother,  look  at  that  little  child ;  I  love  it 
very  much ;  1  want  you  to  be  its  Mother :  l)e  very 
kind  to  it,  and  take  care  of  it,  as  you  took  care  of 
Me  when  I  was  a  little  child." 

Many  other  things  God  has  made  for  your  soul 
— crosses,  that  you  may  remember  that  Jesus 
W'as  crucified  for  you  ;  beads,  that  you  may  speak 
to  your  dear  Mother,  Mary ;  holy  water,  to  send 
away  the  devil  from  your  soul ;  medals,  that  you 
may  be  blessed  in  the  hour  of  your  death  ;  and 
scapulars  that,  by  the  j^rayers  of  Mary,  your  soul 
may  come  soon  out  of  Purgatory.  You  have 
seen  a  great  shower  of  rain  falling  from  the  clouds. 
The  large  drops  came  down  quickly,  one  after  an- 
other, and  covered  the  earth  with  water.  So, 
quickly,  and  without  stopping  for  a  moment,  the 
blessings  of  the  jjrovidence  of  God  are  always, 
night  and  day,  coming  down  on  your  body  and 
your  soul.      So  "all  things  are  yours."     1  Cor.  iii. 


Altar  Boys. 

There  are  few  practices  of  the  Church  more  in- 
teresting than  the  part  given  to  children  in  all 
the  beautiful  ceremonies  of  her  ritual.  In  her 
most  solemn  processions  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, on  Holy  Thursday,  even  the  little  altar 
boys  are  admitted  into  the  recollected  ranks 
which  precede  the  priest,  having  on  his  bosom 
the  Lord  of  Hosts,  under  such  a  simple  form,  such 
a  lowly  disguise. 

On  Coqous  Christi  and  the  Feast  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  little  boys  and  girls  go  forth  in  troops ; 
the  boys  with  candles  and  thuribles,  from  which 
rise  soft  clouds  of  fragrant  incense,  and  the  girls 
with  baskets  of  flowers,  to  strew  in  the  path 
of  this  same  loving  Redeemer,  who  thus  permits 
Himself  to  be  carried  by  His  creatures  and  accepts 
their  poor  homage. 

But  it  is  not  alone  on  such  high  festivals  that 
the  Church  calls  in  her  little  boys  to  assist  in  the 
solemn  exercises.  There  is  no  day  in  the  year,  how- 
ever lowly  the  church,  or  however  retired,  that 
the  priest  who  says  IVIass  has  not  at  his  side  one, 
two,  or  even  more  little  boys,  who  thus  volun- 
tarily wait  upon  God  in  His  house.  There  they 
are,  as  early  as  six  o'clock,  in  their  neat  little  cas- 
socks, or  at  least  their  suqilices ;  and  with  what 
delighted  alacrity  they  watch  every  motion  of  the 


priest,  to  know  when  they  are  to  carry  the  large 
missal  from  the  Epistle  to  the  Gospel  side,  hand 
to  him  the  water  and  the  wine  for  the  chalice,  or 
for  the  ablutions,  and  when  to  ring  the  little 
bell,  or  spread  the  communion-cloth  over  the  rail ! 
There  are  few  more  touching  sights  in  the  world 
than  the  attendance  of  these  little  boys  on  the 
weekly  Mass.  Thus,  when  Sunday  comes,  what 
a  train  of  these  little  acolyths  precede  the  priest 
into  the  sanctuaiy!  How  bright  are  their  red 
cassocks  and  cajjs  and  capes ;  how  smooth  and 
white  their  linen  surjilices ;  how  sweet  and  fresh 
and  clean,  even  to  their  finger-nails,  and  how 
smoothly  each  youngster's  hair  is  brushed,  and 
how  nicely  are  his  shoes  blacked ;  for  a  slovenly 
altar  boy  is  a  disgrace. 

Who  would  presume  to  wait  upon  a  gentleman's 
table,  in  soiled  garments,  with  unbrushed  hair, 
with  filthy  hands  ?  How  much  less  pretend  to 
serve  Jesus,  in  His  Real  Presence,  in  an  untidy 
dress !  There  is  no  better  school  for  decent  neat- 
ness and  decorous  behavior,  than  the  jjlace  of 
the  young  acolyth. 

Many  persons  send  their  boys  to  the  dancing- 
school,  to  learn  good  manners  and  how  to  use  their 
feet  and  hands.  This  is  all  veiy  well ;  but  we 
believe  an  acolyth,  well  trained  by  a  faithful 
l^ricst,  has  acquired  a  manner  more  beautifully  de- 
corous, more  courteous,  and  more  enduring  than 
can  be  taught  by  any  worldly  master  of  manners. 
For  years  we  have  quietly  watched  from  our 
pew  the  acolyths  as  they  have  come  and  gone  from 
the  ranks  of  the  sanctuary.  Sometimes  we  have 
been  sadly  pained  to  see  one  becoming  by  degrees 
a  bad  boy ;  and  soon,  how  very  soon  indeed,  he 
ceases  to  care  for  his  place,  even  on  Simday,  for 
the  bright  cap  or  the  clean  white  surplice !  And 
sometimes  we  have  heard,  with  a  heartache,  some 
irreligious  man  tell  us,  that  "  he  used  to  be  an  ac- 
olyth ;"  and  even  while  he  told  us  of  it,  in  a  care- 
less way,  we  could  see  a  shade  of  regret  on  the 
hard  countenance ;  of  regret  for  his  innocent  and 
haijjjy  days,  when  he  loved  to  serve  Mass  and 
carry  his  candle  or  the  thurible  in  the  procession. 
But,  oftener  by  far,  we  have  seen  these  little 
boys  growing  up  to  be  good  youth,  punctual  at 
their  confession  and  Holy  Communion ;  at  the  ex- 
hibition of  their  school  or  university  they  were 
very  apt  to  draw  the  prizes,  and  then — waiting 
for  a  few  years — I  have  seen  them  quietly  joining 
the  ranks  of  those  aspiring  to  be  Priests  of  God. 

The  young  acolyths  who  throng  the  sanctuary 
on  a  Sunday  can  hardly  know  with  what  anxiously 
loving  hearts  they  are  watched  by  pious  friends ; 
or  how,  many  a  time,  they  are  envied  their  near- 
ness to  Jesus,  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  by  those 
who  are  kneeling  afar  off  in  their  pews. 

Remember,  my  dear  boys,  that  it  is  a  grace  for 
which  Jesus  asks  a  return  from  you.  He  asks  of 
you  in  return  to  be  better  boys:  more  truthful, 
more  honorable,  more  obedient,  more  faithful  at 
your  prayers,  and  more  faithful  to  remember  that 
you  are  always  in  the  presence  of  God,  whose  eye 
is  ever  upon  you.  Ask  Him,  when  you  bow  so 
lowly  at  the  elevation,  to  make  you  better  boys 
for  this  sweet  service  before  His  altar. 
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THE  GREAT  SERVANTS  OF  MARY, 
TRAPPISTS. 


THE 


"We  give  below,  from  Count  de  Sfgur,  a  descrip- 
tion to  which  wc  call  the  attention  of  all  our 
readers.  It  is  now  twenty-six  years  since  we  our- 
self  spent  a  week  in  retreat  at  the  very  same 
place ;  and  were  it  in  any  way  requin-d,  we  would, 
from  personal  experience,  warrant  the  fidelity  of 
the  report  in  all  its  parts.  There  we  saw  and 
conversed  with  the  celebrated  De  Brcnne,  now 
gone  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  reward,  after  benefit- 
ing liis  cotemporaries by  his  brilliant  virtues,  and 
his  wonderful  science  as  one  of  the  first  medical 
men  of  the  age  ;  and  among  the  dead  we  noticed 
the  tomb  of  the  Abb(5  de  RancC,  once  the  rival  of 
Bossuet,  from  whose  hands  he  wrested  the  first 
premium  in  public  concourse,.  There  he  had  come, 
disenchanted,  to  burj',  in  good  season,  all  worldly 
ambition  and  secure  rest  for  time  and  eternity,  ilow 
few,  in  this  N«w  World,  know  what  a  Trappist 
in  reality  is !  and  yet  we  have  been  already  blessed 
with  two  Communities  of  this  holy  Order — one  at 
Gethsemani,  in  Kentucky,  and  the  otiier  near  Du- 
buque, in  Iowa — both  flourishing  and  acting  there, 
as  they  do  everywhere  else,  as  lightning-rods  for 
the  countiy  where  they  are  established,  embalm- 
ing the  atmosphere  all  around  with  the  perfume 
of  their  celestial  life,  and  forming  a  delightful 
oasis  nowhere  more  precious  than  in  our  very 
midst. 

The  Trappists  eat  neither  meat  nor  eggs,  unless 
in  ca.'^e  of  illness.  They  never  drink  wine.  Their 
only  drink  is  cider  or  water:  their  only  nourish- 
ment is  broad,  rice  and  veg<'tabk'S  simply  dressed, 
with  salt  for  the  only  condiment,  anil  sometimes 
milk.  They  take  their  meal  sometinjes  at  noon, 
Bometinjes  at  two  o'clock,  and  in  Lent  .still  later; 
on  other  days  they  take  a  slight  collation  in  the 
evening.  This  regimen,  which  seems  so  repugnant 
to  the  delicjcy  of  the  peoplt;  of  the  worlu,  and 
even  to  nature  as  our  inventions  iiave  made  it  to 
ourselves,  is,  however,  sufficient  and  agreeable  to 
healtli,  if  we  may  judge  l>y  thcvsc  who  conform  to 
this  rule.  The  greater  part  of  the  Trappi-sts,  in 
spite  of  their  somewhat  slow  gait,  are  vigorous 
and  healthy.  They  have  few  infirmities  and  little 
sickness ;  many  attain  to  an  advanced  age,  and 


although  the  Monastery  of  the  Grande  Trapix; 
reckons  more  than  a  hundred  Religious,  many 
years  often  pa.^s  without  Heaven's  taking  a  single 
brother  from  them. 

Two  long  wooden  tiiblcs  extend  the  lengtli  of 
two  .sides  of  the  refectorj',  with  benches  to  sit  on ; 
at  the  end  of  the  hall,  another  and  a  smaller  table 
for  the  Father  AI)lM)t  or  Prior.  One  day  it  waa 
granted  me,  as  a  particular  favor,  to  seat  myself  at 
tiiifi  tabic,  and  to  be  present  at  a  meal  among  the 
Trap])ist.s.  The  lirothers  came  to  take  their  appro- 
priate j)laces.  The  Father  Abbot  said  a  prayer, 
and  then  all  st'ated  themselves  in  silence.  Each 
Religious  had  iiefore  him  a  wooden  c:xse,  a  plate  of 
coarse  delf,  a  pewter  mug  of  cider,  a  thick  slice  of 
black  bread,  and  a  sort  of  bowl  filled  with  vegeta- 
bles prepared  with  water  and  salt.  The  Father 
Ablx)t  was  served  exactly^  as  the  other  Religious, 
and  I  also.  This  absolute  equality,  thi.s  austere  sim- 
l)licity  that  we  meet  with  in  every  respect  at  "  La 
Trappe,"  touched  me  in  the  mo.st  lively  manner, 
and  stnick  me  with  respect  and  admiration.  I 
thus  found,  in  the  seclusion  of  this  monastery,  the 
realiaition  of  those  two  great  Christian  words, 
Eipiality  and  Fraternity,  the  phantoms  of  which 
the  world  pursues  in  vain. 

A  wooden  8tairca.se  leads  to  the  donnitory,  the 
aspect  of  which  is  as  poor  an<l  as  austere  a.s  that 
of  the  refectory.  Eacli  brother  has  a  little  open 
cell,  without  a  door,  separated  from  the  rest  by  a 
deal  partition  ;  in  each  cell  is  a  lM)ard  covered  by 
a  niattruss  as  thin  as  it  is  hard  ;  some  nails  in  the 
partition,  on  which  they  hang  their  clothing, 
which  al.so  serves  them  as  a  covering  during  the 
night.  It  is  on  this  huml)le  couch  that  the  Trap 
pists  enjoy  a  profound  and  pure  .sleep,  under  the 
guardianship  of  their  good  angels,  and  under  the 
paternal  protection  of  God.  They  habitually  re- 
tire at  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  rise  at 
two  to  chant  the  morning  Office.  Certainlyl 
among  the  witlings  of  the  sal(x>n3  and  ale-houses, 
who  esteem  them  la/y  sluggards,  there  are  few 
that  I  know  who  give  so  little  time  to  sleep  or 
who  are  on  foot  earlier.  It  is  true  that  it  the 
Trappists  rise  so  soon,  it  is  to  go  to  their  humble 
cha])el  to  sing  the  pmi.ses  of  Go«l,  and  this  it  is 
the  world  cannot  pardon  them  for  doing. 

This  chapel,  of  which  I  have  as  yet  said  nothing, 
and  which  notwithstanding  occupies  so  large  a 
place  in  the  life  of  these  holy  Religious,  is  per- 
fectly in  keeping  with  its  destination.  It  is  poor, 
modest,  filled  with  silence  and  recollection.  The 
altar  is  of  wood ;  stalls  adorn  the  two  sides  of  the 
sanctuaiy.     Strangei's  assist  at  the  Office  in  a  high 
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gallery,  whence  they  ctvn  hear  every  thing  and  see 
every  thing  without  mixing  with  the  Religious. 
This  humble  chapel,  when  the  monks  are  therein  at 
prayer,  forms  an  admirable  spectacle,  and  one  cal- 
culated to  touch  the  hardest  hearts.  Robed  in 
their  long  white  vestments,  leaning  on  their  stalls, 
their  heads  shaved,  their  eyes  bent  to  earth,  they 
present  an  image  of  meditation  and  prayer. 

The  Father  Abbot  is  in  their  midst,  distin- 
guished only  by  the  wooden  cross  he  wears  on  his 
breast,  and  by  his  crozier,  also  of  wood,  which 
points  out  the  pastor  of  this  blessed  Hock.  The 
Trapjjists  sing  alternately  the  verses  of  the  psalms ; 
and  in  certain  offices  the  plain  beauty  of  their 
chanting,  the  power  and  con\pass  of  tlieir  voices 
augments  still  more  the  profound  religious  emo- 
tion that  the  mere  sight  of  them  inspires.  Tlieir 
"Salve  Meg  hut"  is  known  to  the  whole  world. 
Every  day  they  sing  this  admirable  prayer,  full  of 
the  tears  of  the  exile  and  of  the  ardent  inspira- 
tions of  Christian  love,  in  imitation  of  Saint  Ber- 
nard, the  immortal  founder  of  Citeaux. 

But  there  is  something  finer,  something  more 
celestial  than  the  chanting  of  the  Trappists:  it  is 
their  silence  during  the  time  of  prayer.  At  cer- 
tain hours  of  the  day,  some  moments  of  leisure 
are  granted  them,  that  they  may  rest  themselves 
from  their  work,  retire  into  their  cells,  sleep  or 
pray.  Now,  in  spite  of  the  seven  hours  of  Office 
that  the  rule  imposes  on  them  during  the  day, 
many  Religious  consecrate  also  their  instants  of 
repose  to  prayer ;  they  betake  themselves  to  the 
chapel,  and  adore  the  God  to  whom  they  have 
given  their  whole  love.  Nothing  is  more  beauti- 
ful, notliing  more  imposing  than  the  chapel  of  La 
Trappe  in  these  blessed  hours.  The  Religious 
are  there,  immovable,  in  various  attitudes :  some 
on  their  knees,  some  pi'ostrate  on  tlie  ground, 
others  with  their  heads  hidden  in  their  hands. 
Wrapped  in  their  long  white  robes,  surrounded 
by  silence  and  recollection,  they  seem  no  longer 
to  belong  to  earth. 

1  remember  one  of  these  more  especially ;  and 
I  shall  ever  remember  him,  for  my  attention  was 
drawn  to  him  in  a  most  lively  manner.  He  was 
a  young  brother  of  most  charming  countenance  : 
he  was  in  a  stall,  with  his  back  against  the  wall, 
immovable  and  lost  in  the  large  folds  of  his  robe, 
like  those  saints  of  the  middle  ages  who  appear 
to  have  no  body  under  their  chaste  vestments. 
His  eyes  could  not  be  seen ;  they  were  shut  in 
recollection,  nevertheless  we  could  feel  that  those 
pure  eyes  were  contemplating  Heaven.  It  was  as 
if  he  were  absorbed,  body  and  soul,  in  faith  and 
in  the  love  of  God.  Never  did  I  see  a  more  heav- 
enly image  of  prayer  and  of  seraphic  contempla- 
tion. It  was  ecsta.sy,  rapture,  an  angel  adoring 
the  Lord  at  the  pure  liearth  of  light  and  of  love. 

O  joys  of  the  cloister !  sacred  joys  of  the  soul 
who  knows  God,  who  possesses  Him  and  who 
loves  Him !  joys  of  sacrifice  and  of  penitence,  a 
thousand  times  sweeter  and  more  profound  than 
all  the  joys,  all  the  pleasures,  all  the  loves  of  the 
earth  :  unhappy  are  they  who  know  you  not,  or 
who  deny  you  because  they  comprehend  you  not. 
Alas,  this  life  of  the  soul  is  an  unknown  world  to 


them ;  they  look  at  it  without  seeing  it,  and  when 
people  speak  to  them  concerning  it,  they  do  not 
know  what  it  means!  They  pity  these  monks, 
who  have  sacrificed  the  vain  and  false  enjoyment 
of  the  passions,  for  eternal  life,  and  for  those 
nameless  raptures  which  are  the  foretaste  and  first 
fruits  of  the  happiness  of  Heaven. 

I  have  spoken  of  the  interior  appearance  of  the 
Monastery  of  the  "  Grande  Trappe,"  and  of  the 
buildings  included  within  the  cloister;  a  few 
words  will  suffice  to  complete  my  descrfption.  A 
hotel  joins  the  monasteiy,  to  which  all  strangers, 
poor  or  rich,  pilgrims  or  beggars,  are  admitted, 
and  may  remain  for  three  days.  They  are  lodged, 
tended  and  fed  at  the  expense  of  the  monks.  It 
is  said  that  more  than  three  thousand  poor  people 
are  in  this  way  annually  assisted  by  the  holy  com- 
munity. The  table  of  this  hotel  is  much  better 
and  more  abundantly  provided  than  tliat  of  the 
Trappists.  The  Fathers  serve  the  strangers  and 
the  poor.  By  this  feature,  as  hy  many  others,  we 
may  recognize  the  disciples  of  that  good  Master 
who  said  :  "  I  came  not  to  be  ministered  unto  but 
to  minister." 

Near  the  hotel,  at  the  very  entrance  of  the 
cloister,  is  a  hall  reserved  for  the  consultations 
which  the  Father  Phj-sician  of  La  Trapi>e,  gives 
gratuitously  to  all  who  address  themselves  to  him. 
(It  was  the  celebrated  Dr.  de  Brenne.) . 

At  a  few.  steps  from  the  monastery  we  perceive 
some  buildings  heaped  together :  it  is  a  refoi-m 
colony  of  j'oung  people,  under  restraint,  whom 
the  Government  has  recently  confided  to  the  inex- 
haustible devotion  of  the  Trappists.  The  good 
Fathers  have  accepted  this  charge  with  gratitude, 
as  a  new  means  of  doing  good.  They  have  im- 
provised teachers  of  themselves,  with  that  ingenu- 
ous humility  which  expects  nothing  from  self  and 
all  from  God,  and  the  results  already  obtained 
prove,  once  again,  that  the  cloister  is  an  admira- 
ble school  for  the  fonnation  not  only  of  men  of 
ptayer,  but  of  men  of  intelligence  and  action. 

I  have  already  said  that  at  the  entrance  of  the 
monastery  the  country  presents  the  appearance  of 
the  richest  cultivation.  In  fact  all  the  Trappists 
arc  admirable  agriculturists  :  under  their  labori- 
ous hands,  so  blessed  by  God,  the  earth  produces 
a  hundred-fold  ;  sterility  disappears,  and  the  bar- 
ren heaths  and  the  stony  and  unfruitful  fields 
are  tran-sformed  into  fertile  plains.  In  this  point 
of  view  we  may  say  that  the  Trappe  de  Mortagne 
is  the  most  perfect  of  model  farnxs.  Their  terri- 
tory is  very  confined  and  very  ungrateful ;  yet, 
thanks  to  their  labor,  to  their  intelligence,  and  to 
cultivation,  they  supply  almost  every  want  without 
foreign  aid.  They  manufacture  themselves  all 
that  is  necessary  to  themselves ;  provide  for  their 
monastery,  their  hotel,  and  the  thousands  of  poor 
who  live  from  their  alms. 

It  is  true  that  Providence  visibly  blesses  their 
labors,  and  that  in  them  may  be  seen  verified  that 
word  of  the  Gospel :  "  Seek  ye  first  the  Kingdom 
of  God,  and  His  justice,  and  all  these  things  shall 
be  added  unto  you."  Their  harvests  rarely  witness 
stonns ;  their  produce  is  singularly  abundant,  and 
their  barns  are  often  insufficient  to  contain  them. 
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When,  Bomo  years  ago,  it  was  proposed  to  col- 
onize Algeria,  the  Oovernineut,  in  spite  of  the 
prejudice-s  wliich  were  then  in  vogue  against 
monks  in  general  and  the  Trappists  in  particular, 
decided  on  addressing  itself  to  them,  as  the  most 
skillful  and  at  the  same  time  the  most  devoted  of 
men.  It  asked  the  Father  Abbot  of  La  Trappe  to 
be  kind  enough  to  send  a  colony  of  his  monks  to 
the  barren  shore  of  StaoulMi,  in  order  to  attempt 
a  struggle  with  nature  that  nobody  dared  under- 
take. Instead  of  recriminating,  or  of  l)argaining 
for  devoting  hims<?lf  to  such  service,  as  ordinary 
men  would  Imve  done,  the  Father  Abbot  content- 
ed himself  with  asking  for  a  few  days  time  for  re- 
flection. In  spite  of  his  infirmities,  he  departe<i  for 
Algeria,  and  examined  for  himself  the  land  which 
was  proposed  to  him :  it  was  a  desert,  which  was 
to  be  made  fertile,  lie  jKjrceived  the  difficulties 
to  l>c  immense  but  not  insurmountable ;  he  came 
back  and  accepted  the  i)roposal. 

Soon  after,  a  troop  of  Religious  were  seen  to 
disembark  on  the  coiist  of  Afriai,  in  the  same 
place  in  which  the  French  soldiers  had  disem- 
barked in  1830.  These  Keligious,  modest  in  ap- 
pearance but  valiant  at  heart,  a  troop  of  the 
elect,  a  pacific  army,  aime  to  wage  war  with 
more  formid(»ble  enemies  than  the  Arabs — name- 
ly, with  hunger,  thirst,  sickness  and  all  the  dele- 
terious powers  of  a  barren  and  rebellious  nature. 
The  stniggle  was  long  and  terrible — it  was  mur- 
derous ;  in  less  than  ten  years  more  than  thirty 
Religious  fell  victims  to  this  task,  and  died  on 
this  ungrateful  soil  fertilized  by  their  sweat  and 
still  more  by  their  prayers  and  their  martyrdom. 
In  oRier  to  \xiint  out  the  sort  of  obstacles  they  had 
to  overcome,  I  shall  content  myself  with  saying 
that  in  many  places  they  had  to  form  the  soil  to 
the  depth  of  six  feet  in  order  to  render  it  fertile. 

It  needed  the  superhujnan  devotion,  the  abso- 
lute self-abnegati(m  of  the  TrappisLs,  to  bear  up 
under  such  trials ;  there,  where  any  others  than 
themselves  must  have  fallen  through,  they  held 
on  and  finally  triumphed  !  The  Monastery  of 
Staoueli  exists ;  it  is  founded  and  flourishing. 
Tlie  desert  has  been  conquered,  and  its  arid  sands 
have  been  transformed  into  meadows, gardens,  and 
fields  of  an  admirable  fertility.  The  Tmppists  at 
this  moment  cultivate  twelve  thousand  acres  of 
ground,  a  true  artificial  oasis  created  by  the  hand 
of  man  under  the  blessing  of  God;  and  their  gar- 
dens, now  become  celebrated,  suffice  almost  alone 
to  provide  Algiers  with  vegetables  of  every  des- 
cription. 

Behold  the  Trappists,  Iwhold  those  incompara- 
ble men,  whom  people  that  know  them  not,  that 
are  not  worthy  of  them,  dare  to  speak  of  as  lazy, 
as  sluggards,  useless  alike  to  others  as  to  them- 
selves !  Strange  sluggards,  who  rise  in  the  middle 
of  the  night,  when  the  rest  of  men  repose  on  l>eds 
certainly  less  hard  than  theirs ;  who  provide  for 
all  their  own  wants ;  who  feed  thousands  of  poor ; 
who  till,  at  the  peril  of  their  lives,  marshy  and 
desert  lands,  and  whose  rough  and  austere  disci- 
pline ignores  the  most  innocent  delicacies  of  life. 
Their  day  is  divided  almost  equally  l)etween 
labor  and  prayer ;  labor,  which  sanctifip^  the  body 


— prayer,  which  sanctifies  the  soul.  They  work 
after  the  example  of  the  Divine  Saviour  ia  the 
work-shop  of  Nazareth ;  after  the  example  of 
Saint  IJernanl,  their  model  and  their  father,  who, 
having  returned  to  hLs  dear  solitutle  after  having 
combated  error  in  the  cr)uncils,  converted  nations, 
restored  jK'ace  to  empires  and  sovereigns,  resumed 
his  spade  and  his  axe,  stirred  up  the  earth,  cut 
Wfxxl,  carried  it  on  his  shoulders  like  the  least  of 
the  brothers,  and  found  an  infinite  charm  in  th(^> 
humble  works!  Tlius  <h)  the  sons  of  Saint  Ber- 
nard at  the  present  day,  as  they  did  seven  hun- 
dri'd  years  ago;  they  work  with  their  hands  that 
they  may  not  be  a  burden  to  their  brothers,  that 
they  may  cha.sti8c  their  Ixxiies,  and  olwy  the  great, 
the  universal  law  of  expiation.  They  pray  be- 
cause they  know  that  man  is  not  a  Ixnly  "  alone," 
but  that  he  is  an  intelligence  and  a  heart — that  he 
does  not  live  l)y  bread  alone,  but  l)y  truth  and  love. 
What  is  it  to  live,  if  it  l>e  not  to  exercise,  and 
develop  by  that  exercise  the  faculties  which  God 
has  given  us?  Now  those  live  nobly  and  com- 
pletely who  pa.s8  their  existence  in  exercising  their 
bodies  by  work  and  their  souls  by  the  contempla- 
tion and  love  of  the  £ternal  truth  !  Among  all 
those  who  attack  and  calumniate  the  Trappists, 
is  there  one  who  lives  as  well,  and  who  lives  a.s 
much  ?  Let  them  examine  them-selves  sincerely  ; 
let  them  take  out  from  their  days  the  time  and 
strength  given  to  egoism,  to  their  passions,  to 
their  vices,  often  even  to  corruption  or  to  the  ha- 
tred of  their  kind ;  let  them  count  the  hours  that 
they  employ  for  the  jjoor  whom  they  feed,  the 
tears  they  wipe,  the  g(K)d  they  do  themselves  or 
others — then  let  them  compare  themselves  to  the 
Trappists,  and  then  repeat  to  themselves,  if  they 
dare,  that  these  despised  Ileligious  are  not  better 
and  more  useful  than  they. 

-«►- 

England's  Lawgiver,  the  good  King  Edward. 

On  the  13th  of  October  the  Church  celebrates 
the  festival  of  the  most  perfect  type  of  a  wise  law- 
giver, one  whose  name  is  above  all  praise.  Saint 
Edward,  King  of  England.  In  1042,  at  the  age  of 
forty,  he  was  called  to  govern  the  Kingdom  of 
England.  Formed  in  the  school  of  adversity,  he 
nourished  in  liLs  hcjirt  every  Christian  virtue. 

When  called  to  govern  a  great  nation,  he  firmly 
closed  his  heart  to  all  ambitious  desires,  and  con- 
secrated his  life  to  the  propagation  of  religion, 
the  establishment  of  civil  liberty  and  the  dimin- 
ution of  the  heavy  burden  of  onerous  imposts 
which  weighed  so  heavily  upim  the  nation.  lie 
it  was  that  laid  the  broad  and  deep  foundation  of 
the  Miignn  Churia. 

England's  prasiwrity  through  long  ages  is  Ed- 
ward's oraise ;  and  if  to-day  England  boasts  of 
the  freedom  of  her  law.s,  it  is  to  her  Catholic  Saint- 
King  of  the  middle  ages  she  owes  them.  And  to 
the  same  sainted  lawgiver  we  of  the  Unitetl 
States  are  indebted  for  the  broad  political  basis 
of  the  Union,  since  it  is  well  known  to  be  founded 
upon  the  invaluable  rights  and  immunities  he  left 
as  his  legacy  to  his  subjects  of  England ;  and  if 
to-day  our  nation  thanks  (jk)d  for  the  end  of  our 
terrible  civil  war,  she  should  not  forget  that  the 
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foundation  of  the  code  of  laws  for  which  she 
fought,  was  formed  by  the  Saint  whom  God  in 
His  mercy  gave  to  England  in  her  Catholic  ages. 

After  having  successfully  put  an  end  to  the  civil 
war  which  ravaged  Enghmd,  he  abolished  the  odi- 
ous tax  of  the  (hme  gelt;  and  while  using  the  royal 
revenues  to  alleviate  the  miseries  of  the  poor  and 
found  asylums  for  the  suffering,  he  refused  to 
receive  as  personal  gifts  all  sums  raised  by  the 
nobles  from  the  goods  of  their  vassals,  merely  say- 
ing, "I  thank  you  for  your  good  will ;  but  God 
preserve  me  from  accepting  a  present  wrested 
from  the  labors  of  the  poor.  Return  that  sum  to 
those  from  whom  you  liave  taken  it.  God,  to 
whom  I  give  in  giving  to  the  poor,  will  know 
how  to  provide  for  all  my  wants." 

He  was  pressed  by  his  subjects  to  marry,  and  they 
proposed  the  beautiful  and  pious  Edgitha,  daugh- 
ter of  the  celebrated  and  powerful  Earl  Godwin. 
But  his  love  for  the  celestial  virtue  of  purity  had 
caused  him  to  lead  an  angelical  life  under  the 
vow  of  jierpetual  chastity,  which  with  all  his 
heart  he  had  made  to  God,  and  placed  it  under 
the  protection  of  the  chaste  and  Immaculate 
Queen  of  Heaven. 

After  consulting  God  in  earnest  prayer,  in  order 
to  reconcile  the  engagements  of  his  conscience 
with  the  exigencies  of  his  position,  he  had  an  in- 
terview Avitli  the  daughter  of  Earl  Godwin,  in 
which  he  declared  the  solenm  promise  he  had 
made  to  God,  and  offered  to  share  his  crown  with 
her  only  on  condition  she  Avould  make  a  similar 
vow,  to  which  the  pious  princess  willingly  acceded. 

The  pious  King,  who  employed  all  the  hours 
not  devoted  to  the  good  of  his  sul)jects  in  exer- 
cises of  piety,  had  a  particular  devotion  to  the 
Prince  of  the  Apostles,  Baint  Peter,  and,  previous 
to  his  coronation,  he  had  made  a  vow  to  go  on 
pilgrimage  to  the  tomb  of  the  Apostle  in  Rome. 
On  his  accession  to  tlie  throne  he  wished  to  fullill 
it ;  but  his  nobles,  appreciating  the  value  of  their 
saintly  King,  feared  the  troubles  that  might  arise 
in  his  absence,  and  in  a  body  strenuously  opposed 
his  journey.  They  made  the  strongest  representa- 
tions to  dissuade  him,  and  with  tears  besought  him 
to  abandon  his  design.  The  good  Prince,  touched 
by  the  grief  of  his  people,,  whom  he  loved  as  his 
children,  sent  the  Archbishops  of  York  and  Win- 
chester to  consult  Pope  Leo  IX  on  the  affair.  The 
Pontiff  replied,  that  the  happiness  of  his  people 
should  be  his  first  object ;  and  if  his  pilgrimage 
would  compromise  their  tranquillity,  he  would  dis- 
pense with  the  accomplishment  of  his  vow  on  con- 
dition that  he  would  build  and  endow  a  monas- 
tery in  honor  of  Saint  Peter.  Such  was  the  occa- 
sion of  the  building  of  the  celebrated  West- 
minster Abbey.  The  pious  King,  by  this  munifi- 
cent donation,  hoped  to  erect  a  standing  monu- 
ment of  his  zeal  for  the  Divine  honor  and  of  his 
devotion  to  the  holy  Apostle  Saint  Peter,  and  to 
establish  a  seminary  of  terrestrial  angels  whose 
praise  would,  through  succeeding  ages,  bring  bless- 
ings upon  the  land  he  loved  so  well.  Alas,  the 
sad  daj^s  of  impious  Henry  made  woeful  liavoc  in 
Catholic  England,  but  Saint  Edward's  prophecy, 
of  which  we  will  speak  anon,  existed  then  and 


still  exists,  to  he,  we  may  well  hope,  a<;complished 
even  in  our  own  days. 

In  connection  with  the  completion  of  West- 
minster Abbey,  we  are  given  by  early  writers  a 
touching  incident  of  this  kingly  Saint  that  draws 
tears  to  our  eyes.  Edward's  eagerness  to  watch 
and  superintend  the  completion  of  the  building 
had  induced  him  to  take  up  his  residence  iu  the 
neighborhood.  One  morning  Saxon  and  Norman 
nobles  mingled  with  cowled  monks  and  lay- 
brothers  and  the  workmen  of  the  Abbey  to  ad- 
mire the  stately  minster.  Their  attention  was 
arrested  by  a  human  creature,  so  deformed  and 
misshapen  that  they  doubted  whether  it  could  be 
a  real  being.  The  muscles  of  his  legs  were  con- 
tracted so  that  the  soles  of  his  feet  adhered  to  his 
thighs,  and  the  poor  creature  could  only  move 
by  means  of  a  roller  which  he  grasped  in  his 
hands,  thus  dragging  himself  along  with  great 
difficulty.  He  l^egged  to  see  the  King,  but  the 
men-at-arms  ridiculed  his  request.  A  movement 
in  the  crowd  indicated  the  approach  of  the  King, 
'who,  seeking  to  know  the  cause  of  the  confusion, 
was  told  that  a  poor  beggar  would  fain  thrust 
himself  into  his  presence  under  pretext  of  .some  ur- 
gent message,  and  that  he  would  not  be  kept  back. 
•  "  And  wherefore  should  he,  or  any  of  my  sub- 
jects," said  Edward,  who  at  the  same  time  seemed 
to  recognize  the  poor  cripple.  "Come  hither,  if 
thou  art  able,  Monadoe,  and  tell  me  what  thou 
seekest.  When  last  I  saw  thee,  at  the  gate,  they 
told  me  thou  wert  bound  for  Rome  ;  the  touch  of 
the  Holy  Chair  hath  not  restored  thy  limbs." 

"  Most  gracious  lord,"  answered  the  beggar, 
"  even  as  thou  seest  me  I  have  visited  the  seat  of 
the  Apostles,  but  have  not  been  worthy  to  have 
the  soundness  of  my  body  restored ;  but  it  was 
revealed  to  me  that  if  thou,  O  my  liege,  in  honor 
of  the  Blessed  Peter,  bear  me  on  thj'  sacred  shoul- 
ders to  the  church,  health  and  strength  shall  be 
given  these  crippled  limbs." 

And  now  let  the  pride  and  arrogance  and  un- 
belief of  our  nineteenth  centuiy  stand  confounded 
and  rebuked  at  what  is  related  of  the  great  King 
and  wise  lawgiver  by  his  biographer,  Ailred, 
whose  words  we  quote : 

"  There  might  be  seen  hanging  around  the  per- 
son of  this  illustrious  King  a  wretched,  sordid 
beggar,  whose  squalid  arms  and  loathsome  hands 
clasped  together  on  that  truly  royal  breast !  Some 
of  those  who  were  present  laughed  outright  at 
what  they  saw ;  others  gibed  and  mocked,  and 
declared  that  the  King  had  been  cajoled  by  a 
beggar-man,  while  others  esteemed  it  but  the 
utter  folly  and  extreme  simplicity  of  virtue.  Lit- 
tle regarding  their  murmurs  or  remarks,  the  King 
walked  on,  ab.sorbed  in  prayer.  Nor  did  he  pause 
until  he  reached  the  high  altar-step,  just  com- 
pleted, in  the  Abbey  ;  and  bearing  the  beggar,  as 
though  he  had  been  a  holocaust,  he  laid  him  down 
before  the  altar,  and  there  resigned  liim  to  the 
care  of  God  and  Saint  Peter.  And  the  cripple 
arose  and  stood  before  the  multitude  erect  and  with- 
out a  vestige  of  deformity  or  disease  upon  him." 

The  scene  of  this  miracle,  perfonned  before  the 
eyes  of  hundreds,  and  attested,  by  many  witnesses^ 
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lies  in  tlu*  busy  tljoroujfhfare  of  worldly  London; 
ami  Atnid  the  c-ountlcss  thronp^s  who  duily  |)il«l«, 
how  f«;\v  know  that  in  the  eyes  of  God  and  J  Us 
angi-ls  that  nath  was  once  made  holy  and  l>eautiful 
by  the  humility  of  the  royal  Saint  who  gave  Eng- 
land her  laws. 

This  holy  King  had  a  ninpfular  devotion  to  Saint 
John  the  Evangelist,  the  great  model  of  holy  pu- 
rity, and  it  is  related  in  his  life  that  he  was  fore- 
warned  by  that  glorious  Evangelist  of  his  ap- 
proaching death,  in  recompense  of  his  devotion 
m  never  refusing  any  reasonable  request  made  him 
for  the  sake  or  in  the  name  of  the  Saint. 

The  devotion  of  Saint  Edward  to  the  Blessed 
Vii^in  was  most  tender  and  earnest.  On  the  ove 
of  her  festivals,  and  every  Saturday,  he  fasted  in 
her  honor,  and  as  his  death  drew  nigh  he  redoubled 
this  devotion ;  at  the  same  time  he  renewed  with 
the  utmost  fervor  the  entire  oblation  which  he 
had  never  failed  all  his  life  continually  to  make 
of  his  heart  and  of  all  he  had  or  was,  to  the  Di- 
vine glory,  begging  he  might  be  made  through 
the  Divine  mercy  au  eternal  sacrifice  of  love,  lie 
was  taken  ill  before  the  completion  of  the  dedica- 
tion of  Westminster  Abbey,  and  it  was  consecra- 
ted just  in  time  to  receive  his  relics  and  be  made 
his  shrine. 

In  the  histories  of  his  own  times  we  find  the  last 
prophecy  given,  as  uttered  by  his  lips,  as  follows : 
"  Raising  himself  from  his  sick  bed,  he  seemed 
wrapt  in  ecstasy.  A  marvelous  vigor  seemed  to 
animate  the  Saint.  The  beautiful  color  came  back 
that  was  wont  to  Ix?  seen  upon  his  cheek;  his 
voice,  of  late  so  low  and  languid,  became  clear, 
and  as  he  sjwke  there  was  an  unearthly  sweetness 
in  his  uttenince."  And  he  told  those  around  how 
the  blessed  spirits  of  departed  friends  came,  and 
by  the  connnand  of  God  related  what  should  be- 
fall England  in  after  times.  In  words  of  prophe- 
cy thev  portrayed  the  falling  off  of  merry  Eng- 
land trom  her  ancient  faith  and  happiness ;  and 
as  he  bewailed  and  besought  mercy  for  his  chil- 
dren's land,  the  messenger  of  God  made  answer  to 
him  in  parable,  and  said  :  "  When  a  green  tree,  cut 
down  from  its  trunk  and  separated  at  a  distance 
of  three  acres  from  its  parent  root,  shall,  with  no 
man's  hand  ai«iing  it  and  no  tieresgity  forcing  it, 
return  to  its  p^irent  stem,  and  ingrafted  on  its  an- 
cient stock  shall  have  again  its  sap  restored  to  it, 
and  flower  again  and  produce  fniits,  then  may  be 
hoped  for  some  consolation  of  tribulation  and  a 
remedy  for  the  adversity  we  have  predicted." 

The  clo.sing  scene  of  Saint  Edward's  life  has 
been  given  so  eloquently  in  McCabe's  Catholic 
History  of  England  that  wo  ^ive  the  beautiful 
pa.'<sage  entire: 

"Perceiving  the  Queen  weeping  abundantly, 
and  constantly  sighing,  he  said  to  her — 'Weep 
not  for  me,  daughter,  for  I  shall  not  die,  but  live. 
I  am  departing  from  the  land  of  the  dying  to  live, 
as  I  l)elieve,  in  our  Ix^rd's  blessed  land  of  the 
living.'  So,  commending  himself  totally  and  ab- 
solutely to  Grod  in  the  full  faith  of  Christ,  with 
all  the  Sacraments  of  Christ,  and  in  the  hope  of 
the  promises  of  Christ,  this  old  man  in  the  fnllness 
of  his  days  departed  from  this  world ;   and  his 


pure  spirit  abandoning  his  pure  flesh,  was,  as  a 
victor,  united  and  forever  to  the  Creator  of  all 
spirits;   an<l  ascending,   it  wa-s  received   by  the 
citizens  of  Heaven  and  the  ethereal  key-lx-arer 
opened  for  it  the  gates  of  Paradise;  whilst,  in 
the  fulfillment  of  his  promise,  John,  the  disciple 
whom  Jesus  love<l,  met  the  sanctified  soul ;  and 
virgin    associated   with   virgins,   to   follow    the 
Lamb  whithersoever  He  gtH-th.     It  would  not  be 
possible  to  descril>e  what  mighty  fear  then  fell 
upon  the  minds  of  men,  nor  Avhat  an  amount  of 
grief  posses.sed  their  hearts,  as  if  a  thick,  dark  cloud 
had  rested  upon  the  entire  island.     It  was  with 
such  feelings  that  the  relations  and  friends  of  the 
King  stmxl  around  his  sacred  remains,  when  sud- 
denly the  lifeless  corpse  as.suraed  the  semblance 
of  that  l>eatitude  M'hich  had  been  bestowed  upon 
Edward ;   for  the  countenance  of  the  dead   Ije- 
canie  suffuw-d  with  a  roseate  liue,  so  pure  and  so 
entrancing  that  it  seemed  to  come  from  Heaven, 
ard  was  at  once  the  admiration  of  all  who  gazed 
upon  it.     All  marveled  at  the  S2)ectacle;  but  still 
more  were  they  astonished  when  they  found  his 
uncovered  body  glorious  with  lieauty,  and  that 
the  snow-white  flesh    seemed  refulgent    with  a 
dazzling  light,  so  that  the  honor  ot  his  stainless 
virginity  was  made  manifest  even  to  unl)elievers. 
The  royal  remains Avere  prepared  for  interment; 
the  body  was  rolled  uj)  iu  precious  linen  and  gor- 
geous robes,  and  at  the  same  time  the  poor  of  Christ 
were  relieved  with  abundant  alms.     The  Bishops 
were  jiresent;  crowds  of  priests  and  clerks  were 
there ;  the  earls  of  the  kingdom,  with  nobles  and 
thanes  were  assembled;  and  vast  multitudes  of 
both  sexes  gathered  around    the  body  of  their 
King.     On  one  side  was  to  be  heard  the  intoning 
of  psalms,  and  on  the  other  the  shrill   notes  of 
grief  which   came  from  tearful  crowds.     In  all 
places  joy  was  commingled  with  sorrow ;  joy  be- 
cause of  the  King,  who  all  were  conscious  had 
passed  to  Heaven ;  sorrow  because  by  his  death 
they  knew  themselves  to  have  endured  a  loss  that 
was  irreparable.     They  l>ore  to  the  church,  that 
temple  of  chastity  and  abode  of  virtue,  the  body 
of  the  King,  and  they  offered  up  for  the  King 
himself  the  Sacrifice  of  Salvation,   and  thus,  in 
the  place  which  he  Iiimsclf,  had  determined  upon, 
he  was  buried  with  all  honor;  and  there  until  the 
last  day  lies  his  IxxJy,  awaiting  the  blessed  resur- 
rection bestowed  by   our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  to 
whom  be  honor  and  glory  now  and'  forevermore. 
Amen." 

The  sepulchre  of  the  Saint  remains  to  this  day ; 
but  the  now  desolate  shrine  was  robbed  of  its 
jewels  and  costly  treasures  in  the  days  of  the 
impious  Henry's  Reformation  (♦)  to  pander  to  the 

Sassions  of  his  court  minions.    Yet  it  still  contains 
is  precious  relics,  a  richer  treasure  than  all  the 
jewels  and  wealth  of  which  England  can  boast. 

Let  those  who  are  fond  of  striking  contrasts 
compare  the  deaths  of  England's  chaste,  charitable 
and  sainted  Catholic  lawgiver  with  those  of  the 
proud,  debauched  and  avaricious  Reformer,  Henry, 
and  his  co-Reformist,  Elizabeth.  The  body  of  the 
first,  exhil)iting  the  resplendent  glory  of  the  beati- 
fied m  death  ;  the  bodies  of  the  latter,  objects  of 
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horror  in  their  loathsomeness — of  bloated,  unre- 
strained passions  in  the  father  and  of  black  des- 
pair in  the  daughter.  If  "  by  their  fruits  ye  shall 
know  them,"  it  is  very  easy  to  distinguish  the 
fair  tree  of  life  that  sheltered  England  and  gave 
it  an  Edward,  from  the  poisonous  upas  of  Refor- 
mation which  gave  a  ilenrj'  and  Elizabetli.  But 
do  we  not  see,  in  our  own  days,  the  beginning  of 
the  accomplishment  of  the  last  prophecy  of  Saint 
Edward  ?  And  now,  that  three  centuries  after  the 
religion  which  raised  the  Confessor  to  our  altars 
had  been  rooted  out  from  the  land  and  the  faith 
of  England  had  been  torn  from  its  parent  stem, 
we  have  seen  in  our  own  days  that,  "  no  man's  hand 
aiding  it  and  no  necessity  forcing  it,"  the  promise 
of  a  large  "  return  to  the  parent  stem,"  and  thou- 
sands are  now  hastening  to  l)e  "  ingrafted  on  the 
ancient  stock  "  of  the  tree  of  life.  The  prophecy 
of  the  royal  Saint  held  out  the  hope  of  better  days, 
and  we  see  its  realization  in  the  Mannings,  Spen- 
cers, Newmans,  Fabers,  and  that  host  of  good  men 
whom  no  one  can  number,  who  are  hastening  out 
of  the  shade  of  the  deadly  upas  to  ingraft  them- 
selves upon  the  tree  of  life. 

To  see  the  happiness  of  the  good  Confessor's 
reign  revived  was  the  constant  and  highest  object 
of  all  the  temporal  wishes  of  the  English  for  many 
succeeding  ages ;  and  out  of  resi)ect  to  the  memory 
of  Saint  Edward,  even  during  the  days  when  his 
faith  was  persecuted  throughout  the  land — up  to 
the  present  day — the  kings  of  England  at  their 
coronation  receive  his  crown  and  put  on  his  dal- 
matic and  maniple.  Should  Ave  not  earnestly  pray 
that  his  virtues  and  wisdom  in  the  happy  govern- 
ment ot  a  great  nation  may  become  the  portion  of 
our  own  lawgivers  and  rulers?  His  life  is  super- 
eminently one  that  ought  to  be  studied  and  known 
by  all  classes :  by  the  governed,  that  they  may  by 
their  prayers  obtain  such  rulers  as  Saint  Edward — 
by  those  who  govern,  that  they  may  contribute  to 
the  happiness  of  their  subjects  in  imitating  the 
founder  and  promulgator  of  Magna  Cliarta,  that 
keystone  of  our  own  code  of  civil  liberty. 


Mary's  Saint. 

I  knelt  at  the  shrine  of  a  royal  Saint, 

The  patron  of  a  noble  land — 
One  who  had  challenged  pride  to  leave  a  taint, 

Although  he  wore  its  diamond  band. 
I  knelt  at  the  shrine  of  a  kingly  Saint, 

On  his  great  day  of  jubilee; 
Wliile  loud  and  far  men  cried  without  restraint, 

Were  none  so  high,  so  great  as  he. 

"  Oh  God !"  I  cried,  "  let  Thy  great  servant  touch 

My  aching  heart  in  this  grand  hour ; 
Let  him  who  loved  so  'trell,  and  gave  so  much, 

Now  i)rove  for  me  his  saintly  power. 
My  heart  is  cold  and  hard  in  me,"  I  said, 

"Nor  can  my  eyes  Thy  beauty  see ; 
My  hope  is  gone :  my  love  and  faith  are  dead, 

Through  thy  great  Saint,  oh,  succor  me !" 

And  still  the  organ  pealed  its  jubilee. 
And  priests  the  fragrant  censors  swung ; 


Men  prayed  and  women  Avq>t,  while  bent  each 
And  louder  the  Te  Deum  sung;  [knee, 

But  my  heart  was  cold  within  me,  my  eyes 
Irrev'rent  wandered  round  the  crowd, 

Longing  to  pray  as  they,  and  recognize 
The  love  that  moved  their  praises  loud. 

I  knelt  at  the  shrine  of  an  humble  Saint, 

Whose  life  was  love  for  Maiy  mild — 
Who  never  tried  her  graces  sweet  to  paint 

And  prove  himself  indeed  her  child. 
I  knelt  at  the  shrine  of  an  humble  Saint, 

Who  all  unstained  had  walked  with  guilt ; 
And  for  those  weary  hearts  that  oft  grew  faint, 

Had  first  this  shrine  to  Mary  built. 

No  choir  rang  out  its  pealing  jubilee. 

Nor  any  fragrant  censors  swung. 
Nor  flashing  lights,  as  decked  with  gems  we  see, 

From  lofty  ceiling  swaying  hung. 
No  worshiper  knelt  in  the  narrow  aisle. 

No  knee  bent  at  the  altar  stair : 
Only  silence  and  twilight  came  the  while 

I  kept  my  quiet  vigil  there. 

"Oh  God !"  I  cried  "my  life  is  vain  and  weak. 

And  my  soul's  faith  cold  and  dead. 
Fain  would  I  pray  Thee,  let  Thy  servant  speak, 

Whose  simple  life  to  Mary  led." 
And  I  thought  of  the  daily  life  he  wore 

With  prayers  and  deeds  that  no  one  knew. 
And  how  broken-hearted  ones  he  brought  to  love 

Her  Son,  a  Man  of  Sorrows  too. 

If  e'er  my  earthly  life  should  come  to  be — 

It  never,  never  can  again — 
But  if  my  earthly  life  should  seem  to  me 

One  starless  night  of  grief  and  pain — 
Then  I  should  turn  unto  no  altar  famed, 

•'Midst  flashing  lights  and  pealing  song. 
To  press  for  the  Saint's  favor  loudly  claimed. 

By  the  rushing,  hurrying  throng. 

I  should  take  my  life  and  my  heart  (where  first 

]VIy  hope  had  found  its  narrow  grave,) 
Back  to  the  silent,  simi)le  shrine,  which  erst 

To  Mary's  name  her  servant  gave ; 
And  I  think,  through  the  dim  light  around  me, 

Mary's  sweet  eyes  would  bend  again. 
And  the  ice-chains  would  burst  and  I  stand  free, 

From  my  wearisome  weight  of  pain. 

For  she  has  borne  the  cross  that  comes  to  all. 

Which  is  our  key  to  Heaven's  gate ; 
And  she  has  wept  to  see  her  loved  one  fall, 

Sinking  beneath  his  burden's  weight. 
And  as  those  who  have  passed  the  thorny  road 

Pray  for  those  who  are  entering  there. 
So  she  feels  all  humanly  when  our  load 

Seems  more  than  mortal  strength  can  bear. 

And  as  we  kneel  beneath  her  tender  eyes. 

How  <m  our  hearts  sweet  soothings  fall ! 
And  half  we  hear  the  strains  of  paradise. 

And  angel-tones  that  cheering  call  1 
And  if  no  martyr  deeds  may  ever  give 

To  us  a  martyr's  crown ;  though  faint 
And  small  the  acts  our  quiet  lives  can  live, 

We  yet  may  follow  Mary's  Saint. 


AVK   Maria. 
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LEGENDS  or  THE  BLESSED  VIEGDJ. 

No.  7— The  Knight  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy. 

Day  was  (hH-liniiig;  already  were  i\u'  mists  "^ 
tho  evi-niiijr  gatlu-ring  in  the  valleys,  wlien  u  horse- 
man, who  hud  been  lor  some  tinieskirtinp  tlie  val- 
leys of  tlio  Mediterranean,  plunged  at  once  into  a 
deep  and  winding  ravine  whose  lofty  sides  were 
thickly  clothed  with  pines.  Both  horse  and  rider 
gave  protifsof  a  long  and  fatiguing  journey ;  but, 
in  spite  of  his  well-worn  mantle,  soiled  hehnet 
and  arms  rusted  with  rain,  the  countenance  of  the 
young  cavalier  appeared  radiant  with  happiness. 
With  eager  joy  he  spurred  on  his  steed,  ca.stiug  ns 
he  went  looks  of  tender  interest  around  him,  as 
though  he  recognized  at  every  fresh  tuni  of  the 
road  s<ime  dear  familiar  object ;  and  the  smile  th.it 
played  upon  his  lip  and  the  tear  that  glistened  in 
his  eye  indicated  the  emotions  of  his  soul.  When 
he  reached  a  certain  ])oint  of  the  road,  he  stopped. 
It  was  before  a  little  image  of  our  Lacly,  placed  in 
a  half  ruined  niche.  There,  joining  his  hands  de- 
voutly together,  he  cried  aloud  : 

"Oh  Jlother  of  Mercy!  thanks  to  thy  tender 
care,  I  once  more  Inihold  my  country !  Here,  as  I 
departed  for  the  holy  war,  1  made  my  vow  before 
thee;  and  here,  as  it  is  meet,  I  promise  to  perform 
it  On  this  spot  will  I  raise  a  chapel  and  hospice 
for  pilgrims ;  hither  will  I  myself  come  every  year, 
to  visit  thy  holy  image ;  and  on  tlte  same  day  will 
I  relieve,  with  great  devotion,  thirty-three  poor 
men,  in  honor  of  the  thirty  three  years  which  thy 
dear  Sou  lived  with  thee  on  earth.  Oh  Virgin 
ever  blessed,  have  pity  on  me." 

With  reason  might  Arthur  D'Alvez  thank  the 
Lord,  whose  Almighty  hand  had  delivered  him 
from  so  many  perils.  He  had  gone  to  the  Cru- 
sades as  a  faithful  vassal  of  Sai  nt  Louis.  Wounded 
at  Man.sura,  he  had  enduretl  a  hard  captivity 
in  the  house  of  an  Egj-i)tian  emir,  n»)r  had  he  re- 
covered his  liberty  till  the  King  had  paid  a  mil- 
lion bezants  of  gold  for  his  follower's  ran-soni,  and 
surrendered  Damietta  in  payment  for  his  own  free- 
dom ;  and  now,  at  last,  he  had  returned  over  the 
seas  to  his  own  dear  land  of  Provence,  to  the 
home  of  his  fathers  3»-)  fondly  rememlx-red.  He 
was  returning,  it  was  tnie,  a  poor  knight,  jwsscssed 
of  uotliliig  but  his  own  good  broadsword,  but 
abundance  awaited  him  in  his  father's  halls;  he 
was  wearied  an<i  worn  with  travel,  but  what  af- 
fectionate iwres  would  not  his  mother  and  sister 
lavish  upon  him  !  He  pictured  to  himst  If  their 
joy,  and  in  imagiiuition  anticipated  his  own. 

He  thought  of  the  ancient  retainei"s,  who  had 
known  bim  from  a  child;  he  forgot  not  even 
his  faithful  dog.  who  i)erh.'ips  already  had  instinc- 
tively divined  the  near  approach  of  his  master. 

"Come,  Valiant,"  sjiid  he  to  his  horse,  "let  us 
push  along;  a  few  steps  further,  and  we  shall  bo 
at  home.  Once  there,  a  good  stable,  plenty  of 
fodder  and  careful  grooming  shall  be  yours. 
Push  on  then,  Valiant,  my  brave  steed !" 

The  docile  animal  commenced  to  canter,  and 
soon  the  young  traveler  behelil  through  the  in- 
creasing darkness  the  tall  shailowy  outline  of  the 
Castle  of  Alvez.     His  heart  leaped  within  him  at 


the  sight ;  but  he  ob*rvBd  with  surpriite  that  no 
light  glimmered  through  the  narrow  windows; 
not  a  soun«l  could  be  heard  from  the  nunparta. 

"They  are  in  the  northern  hall,"  said  he,  as  if 
to  reassure  himself.  "  My  father  is  playing  chess 
with  the  chaplain  ;  my  mother  and  si.ster  ply  the 
di.staff;  the  varlets  arc  busy  somewhere.  I'll  soon 
make  them  hear  me." 

So  sayitig,  he  took  the  horn  that  hung  at  his 
belt,   and  sounded   the  once   familiar  notes  by 
which  he  was  wont  to  announce  his  return  from 
the  chase.     No  answer.     Seized  with  impatience 
he  rode  on;  the  draw-bridge  was  down  in  spite 
of  the  lateness  of  the  hour.     D'Alvez  crossed  it 
Beneath  the  dark  vault,  over  which  rose  the  bel- 
fry tower,  he  found  neither  servants  nor  men-at- 
arms.  He  shouted;  the  echo  of  the  ramparts  alone 
replied.  He  advanced  into  the  court,  and  all  around 
him  was  silence,  darkness — absolute  solitude. 
"Oh  God!"  he  cried,  "what  has  happened?" 
At  this  moment  the  moon  struggled  through 
the  thick  mantle  of  clouds  with  which  she  was 
enveloped,  and  poured  a  flood  of  light  upon  the 
ca.stle.     D'Alvez  gazed  around  him,  struck  with  a 
secret  and  undefinable  terror ;  and  it  seemed  as  if 
the  life-))lood  froze  in  his  veins  when  he  beheld 
the  scene  of  desolation  that  was  then  disclosed. 
The  castle  was  a  ruin  ;  the  roofs  were  uncovered, 
the   windows   displayed    their    gaping  recesses, 
stripped   of  glass  and  hangings;  masses  of  rub- 
bi.sh  .strewed  the  pavement  of  the  court  in  every 
direction ;  fragments  of  richly  carved  furniture, 
costly  armor,  broken  ornaments,  parchments  with 
large  waxen  seals  attached,  lay  scattered  on  the 
ground ;  fiie  and  pillage  seemed  to  have  spared 
nothing  but  the  ma.ssive  walls,  which  themselves 
bore  tiie    mark    of  the  flames.      At   this  sight 
D'Alvez  leaped  from  his  horse;  and,  almost  be-side 
himself  with  terror,  oj)ened  a  window,  the  fasten- 
ings of  which  some  hostile  hand  had  doubtless 
shattered,  and  entered  the  armor   room,  where 
once  he  used  to  tilt  ^ith  his  father  and  his  old 
retainers. 

"Father!"  he  called  aloud,  "father,  where  are 
you?     M»)ther,  Alice, — sister,  answer  me." 

"Halloo!  who  calls?"  replied  a  voice,  which 
proceedcil  from  the  vast  and  gloomy  hall. 

D'Alvez  rushed  t^)  the  spot  whence  the  sound 
seemed  to  come,  stretched  out  his  hands,  and 
encountered  the  arm  of  a  man  clothed  in  a  coarse 
garment  of  goat's  hair. 

"  Who  are  you,"  cried  the  young  Knight;  and 
he  dragged  the  unknown  to  the  window,  through 
which  the  beams  of  the  moou  were  falling. 

The  two  men  looked  into  each  others  face,  "  Is 
it  you?  Is  it  indeed  you,  my  lord?"  as  he  fell  at 
the  feet  of  D'Alvez.  "Are  you  still  alive!  Do 
you  UQt  know  me?  I  am  James  Grant  the  goa^ 
herd,  once  the  companion  of  your  sjwrts." 

"  Yes,  I  know  you,  my  poor  James.  But — tell 
me — what  has  happened  ?  My  father,  mother  and 
sister —    In  the  name  of  God  where  are  they?" 

The  man  drew  back;  then,  with  a  look  of 
deepest  horror  answered,  as  he  grasped  the  young 
man's  arm:  "Your  father,  mother  and  the  sweet 
Lady  Alice  are  all  dead — slain  by  John  de  Mel- 
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fort,  the  fincient  enemy  of  your  house.  They  lie 
buried  in  the  chapel." 

D'Alvez's  knees  tottered  under  him  ;  he  sup- 
ported himself  against  the  wall,  and  fixed  his 
haggard  eyes  u])on  the  goatherd. 

The  latter  resumed  :  "  It  was  believed  that  you 
had  perished  at  ]\Iansoura.  Melfort,  no  longer 
fearing  your  return,  fell  upon  us.  Vassids,  men- 
at-arms — all,  were  massacred.  My  lord  was  slain, 
defending  Lady  Alice ;  Ijut  she  Avas  piiTced  with 
an  arrow  and  fell  dead.  Your  poor  mother  then 
died  of  grief  The  wretches  pillaged  the  Castle, 
leaving  the  bodies  of  their  victims  without  burial, 
but  the  Monks  of  Saint  Benedict  laid  them  in  con- 
secrated ground.  For  myself,  I  was  left  for  dead 
in  the  corner  of  the  court  yonder ;  but  I  recovered 
from  my  wounds,  and  continued  with  my  flock  to 
inhabit  the  place  in  which  I  had  been  bred.  I 
never  believed  that  you  were  dead;  I  looked  for 
your  return,  for  I  have  something  to  say  to  you." 

"  What,"  said  the  young  man  eagerlJ^ 

"John  de  Melfort  has  a  castle  and  a  wife  and 
daughter.     Revenge  is  sweet." 

Next  day  broke  in  fair  and  calm .  A  man 
clothed  in  a  wdiite  iial^t,  and  wearing  a  scapular, 
on  which  shone  a  red  cross,  was  approaching  along 
the  path  that  led  to  Elvira.  He  walked  with  a 
firm  step,  seeming  to  contemplate  with  delight 
the  leafy  thickets,  the  banks  covered  with  wild 
thyme,  the  ripple  of  the  sparkling  stream  which 
ran  babbling  along  its  rocky  bed.  He  repeated 
from  time  to  time,  in  an  under  tone,  verses  from 
the  psalms,  as  though  using  the  strains  of  the 
royal  Prophet  to  sing  the  jjraises  of  the  Lord  of 
all.  Stopping  before  the  walls  of  the  Castle,  he 
cast  his  eyes  over  the  ruined  towers,  and  said  to 
himself — "  I  will  go  into  the  chapel  and  pray  a 
moment  over  its  deserted  tombs." 

He  crossed  the  drawbridge,  no  longer  guarded 
by  men-at-arms ;  he  entered  the  court-yard,  and 
appeared  struck  with  astonishment  on  beholding 
a  young  man  standing  with  his  back  against  the 
ramparts  and  gazing  with  moui-nful  countenance 
on  the  havoc  that  surrounded  him.  The  monk 
approached ;  and  moved  by  a  lively  feeling  of 
compassion,  thus  addressed  him  : 

"  My  son,  what  dost  thou  alone  in  this  deserted 
place?  The  masters  of  the  Castle  are  no  more. 
But  you  look  pale  and  wan ;  are  you  ill '?  Tell  me  ? 
If  you  are  hungry,  I  have  l>read  and  figs  in  my 
wallet ;  if  you  are  ill,  I  am  somewhat  of  a  leech." 

While  the  good  Religious  was  thus  speaking 
with  tender  earnestnes.s,  D'Alvez  slowly  raised  his 
head,  and  casting  on  him  a  look  at  once  cold  and 
calm,  said,  in  a  low  yoice  more  terrible  than  the 
wildest  cry  of  despair — "  I  am  Arthur  D'Alvez." 

"  What,  my  dear  son,"  exclaimed  the  monk,  "are 
you  then  alive?  Alas,  it  has  been  God's  \yill  to 
lay  most  heavy  trials  upon  you  ;  yet  doubtless  He 
has  given  you  the  strength  and  faith  to  bear  them. 
But  why  remain  here  ?  You  have  relations  and 
friends,  who  will  rejoice  to  w-elcome  you.  I  be- 
seech you,  my  son,  to  leave  this  sad  place,  where 
every  thing  conspires  to  arouse  your  grief" 

"  Never  will  I  leave  this  Castle,"  was  the  em- 
phatic reply  of  D'Alvez. 


The  monk,  though  still  young,  had  longsounded 
the  lowest  flepths  of  man's  heart.  He  well  knew 
how  a  smooth  brow  and  a  placid  smile  often  covers 
the  bitterest  and  most  excited  feelings,  and  the 
fiercest  passion  disguises  itself  under  a  tranquil 
mien,  as  the  burning  volcano  lies  concealed  be- 
neath its  veil  of  snow.  Taking,  then,  the  young 
man's  hand,  and  fixing  on  him  his  dark  eye,  mild 
yet  penetrating,  he  said — 

"  My  son,  you  will  not  leave  these  ruins  because 
you  are  nursing,  not  your  grief,  but  your  revenge ; 
and  there  where  you  stand  you  meditate  less  upon 
your  father  than  on  John  de  Melfort." 

"  And  what  if  I  resolve  to  revenge  the  evil  he 
has  done  me — will  it  not  be  just  ?" 

"  Vengeance  is  mine,  I  will  repay  it,  saith  the 
Lord.  No,  my  child,  it  is  not  just  to  intrench  on 
the  rights  that  belong  to  God,  and  by  an  untime- 
ly and  violent  death  to  rob  the  sinner  of  the  day 
of  repentance  which  God  might  perchance  give 
him.  I  say  to  you,  from  that  God  who  will  be 
your  Judge,  vengeance  is  not  yours  ;  and  again  I 
say  to  you,  from  Him  who  is  your  Saviour — 'By 
patience  .shall  you  find  peace  to  your  soul.'  When 
you  have  made  desolate  your  enemy's  hearth,  will 
you  find  your  own  restored?  When  you  have 
plunged  the  sword  into  the  hearts  of  his  wife  and 
daughter,  will  your  mother  and  sister  rise  from 
the  dead?  AVlien  you  have  burdened  your  con- 
science with  the  load  that  now  oppresses  his,  will 
your  own  he  more  light  ?" 

"Father,"  interrupted  D'Alvez,  "you  are  a  man 
of  peace  ;  you  cannot  understand  me." 

"My  son,  before  I  became  a  monk  I  was  a  man 
of  war,  like  yourself ;  before  I  put  on  this  habit 
I  wore  the  breast-jjlate  and  belt  of  a  knight,  I 
felt  the  excitement  of  passions.  I  speak  to 
you,  then,  as  one  who  has  had  the  experience  of 
human  glory ;  and  I  tell  you  that  if  to  your  blinded 
eyes  there  be  certain  grandeur  in  an  insatia- 
ble revenge,  there  is  that  which  is  infinitely 
greater  and  more  noble  in  the  generous  forgive- 
ness which  triumphs,  not  over  an  enemy  prostrate 
at  our  feet,  but  over  the  haughty  passions  of  our 
own  heart." 

"But,  Father,  you  do  not  understand  me;  I 
pray  you  leave  me." 

"  3Iy  son,  my  brother,  I  will  not  leave  you ;  for 
the  hour  of  despair  is  no  time  for  good  resolu- 
tions. God  has  sent  me  here.  Blessed  be  His  di- 
vine providence,  which  does  nothing  in  vain." 

"But  know  you,"  cried J)'Alvez  impatiently, — 
"  you  who  want  me  to  forgive  like  a  coward — 
know  you  the  evil  this  man  has  done  me  ?  Do 
you  know  that  after  two  long  years  of  captivity, 
I  return  with  a  heart  bounding  with  hope  and 
joy,  longing  for  love,  full  to  overflowing  with  the 
tenderest  affection  for  my  aged  i)arents  and  my 
young  sister ;  and,  thanks  to  this  Melfort,  find  in- 
stead of  my  father's  hearth  yon  three  tombstones? 
Did  he  not  revenge,  on  a  few  poor  vassals,  an  old 
man  and  two  women,  the  wrongs  of  his  ancestors  ; 
and  shall  I  not  render  him  Avoe  for  jvoe,  pang  for 
pang  ?  I  tell  you  that  all  night,  as  I  paced  these 
deserted  courts,  by  the  side  of  the  graves  where 
all  I  love  lie  buried,  I  heard  dear  familiar  voices 
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crying  'Strike  and  aveu^  us,'  and  I  will  olK-y." 

"Ko,  iiiy  «>n  ;  your  {^rnlMtreivcK  vom.  I  knt^w 
tlio8c  li»r  whom  you  mourn.  Vour  lailicr  w»w  a 
ju»t  inun,  your  mother  a  nohki  and  pious  lady, 
your  young  si.stfr  an  angel  of  innocence.  Thoy 
have  Vntert'd  into  the  rest  of  the  siunts,  and  they 
pray  for  the  jvirdon  of  their  murderer ;  they  heap 
uix>n  his  lieail,  not  the  burning  coals  of  vengo- 
auee,  l>ut  the  richrs  of  u  gh)wing  cliarity.  Oli  no, 
I)le8»ed  »ouls,  it  is  not  rt'venge  you  a.-^k  of  the 
Lord  ;  you  ask  hut  to  see  your  enemy  pardoned 
and  throned  in  glory  with  you  for  all  eternity. 
But  your  child,  your  brother,  still  hound  with  the 
cords  of  llesh,  cannot  understand  you." 

"  Your  words  grieve  me,"  said  D'Alvez,  "and 
yet  your  voice  is  that  of  a  frit*n«l." 

"Ah,  doubt  it  not,  my  brother ;  that  grief  of 
which  you  have  niatle  me  sole  contidenl  binds  us 
together  forever.  In  the  name  of  the  friendship 
with  whicli  you  have  ins|>ire<l  me,  grant  me  one 
favor.  Our  monitstery  is  not  far  li'Mice;  deign  to 
accept  its  hospitality.  Our  housr  will  be  your 
home;  there  you  will  Hud  fatiiers  and  brothers 
ready  to  welcome  you ;  and  your  projects,  what- 
ever they  be,  will  ripen  in  silence  and  reilection. 
Leave  this  dreary  place,  and  come  to  the  aijode 
which  the  Lord  offers  you." 

"Who  are  you?  What  are  you?"  asked  the 
young  man. 

"I  am  a  Knigljtof  our  Lady  of  Mercy,"  replied 
the  monk,  "and  my  name  is  Peter  Nolasco-" 

[to   BK  rONTINCKD.J 

The  Name  of  Mary. 

The  dearest  name 
To  Eva's  daughters  ever  given ! 
Best  loved  on  earth,  best  loved  in  Heaven ; 
Revered  since  l>right  Archangel  came 
With  holiest  message  unto  oije 
Who  wore  it  as  a  lily  fair, — 
"Wlio  brought  us  life,  by  saying  there: 
"Thy  will  be  done." 

It  seemeth  strange 
That  others  a  tier  Iltr  should  bear 
That  name  of  gnice ; — the  jewel  rare 
Which  pales  not  in  u  world  of  change, 
Should  but  adorn  a  queenly  brow  ; — 
And  ill  accords  that  fnigrant  wreath 
With  the  world-tarnished  hearts  beneath 
That  meet  us  now  ! 

Yet  would  I  pjvrt 
With  every  other  pift  I  hold  : 
Ami — were  they  mine — with  gems  and  gold, 
And  human  ties  that  bind  the  heart. 
Rather  thun  that  most  cherished  name, 
Which  'neath  the  noblest  domes  hath  rung. 
Which  radiant  choirs  above  have  sung 
With  one  acclaim. 

And  will  not  He — 
The  Son  of  Man  who  reigns  on  high, 
Regard  her  with  a  clement  eye — 
Though  stained  her  spirit's  robe  may  be, 
Who  sought,  who  won  no  otlier  fame, 
Anil  pri;ied  alx>ve  the  rarest  gem 
In  earth's  nio>t  en\ied  diadem, 
i/w  Mothers  Xavie f 


It  is  a  link 
In  pity  sent  to  one  h<i  weak. 
To  draw  uie  to  the  home  I  wiek-  - 
To  stay  my  sttjp  on  folly's  briak : 
It  Ls  to  me  a  .starry  light, 
That  beams  when  other  lights  grow  pale, 
To  guide  the  feet  that  else  should  fail 
In  sorrows  night. 

Ah!  if  I  gain, 
Through  storm  and  ailm,  that  jxjrt  at  last, 
Where  <ioubt  shall  be  forever  past, — 
How  light  the  toil!  how  liglit  the  pain! 
But  shall  I  in  tliat  hour  lay  down 
This  chaplet  of  my  pilgriiu  years. 
And  at  her  feet  who  dried  my  tears, 

Return  the  crown  ? 
Or,  douljly  blest. 
If  she  who  on  the  pilgrim  smiled. 
But  claims  me  fondly  as  her  ( liild. 
In  that  dear.  Promised  Land  of  rest! 
If  slie  but  call  me  still  the  .same. 
And  t<}  n>y  prayer  the  boon  impart, 
Forevermore  to  hold  that  claim 

Upon  her  heart ! 

Bk.wur,  P.\.,  Sept.  6.  1865. 

Weekly  Chronicle. 
First  least  of  Blessed  John  Berciimanns  in  Eome. 

As  a  festival,  such  as  that  we  have  just  been 
keeping  here  in  Rome,  cannot  come  around  again 
for  many  a  day,  I  venture  to  believe  that  your 
readers  w  ill  care  for  a  fuller  account  of  it  than 
that  which  the  limits  of  one  of  her  able  letters 
will  allow  your  correspomlent  to  give. 

The  approach  of  the  fea.st  of  so  young  a  Saint 
has  naturally  arousu<l  a  great  deal  of  fervor  among 
U.S.  It  was  impossible  that  the  consideration  of 
the  life  of  Blesse«l  John  should  fail  to  make  a 
deep  impression;  for  it  was  a  life  only  distin- 
guished by  its  sweet  .simplicity  and  happy  joyous- 
nes.s,  and  by  the  uncommon  exactitude  and  mer- 
ry-hearted  ness  with  which  he  performed  his  most 
trivial  duties  and  seized  the  nu^rest  opportunities, 
and  so  a  life  unmarked  by  those  extraordinary 
favors  which  make  us  ordinary  men  hold  our 
breath  and  almo.st  despair.  From  the  Beatifica- 
ti<m  up  to  Friday  last  there  has  been  no  ces.siition 
to  the  novenas,  and  every  morning's  little  func- 
tion has  attracted  considerable  numbers.  Ex  co- 
loH  had  begun  to  gather  about  his  jiictures,  and 
the  visits  to  the  altar  over  which  it  was  placed 
had  been  frequent  and  general.  Your  readers 
will  remember  that,  by  what  seemed  a  strange 
ordering  of  Providence,  the  first  movement  to- 
wards the  Beatiflcation  of  Blessed  John  fell 
through,  and  that  his  bodj',  after  laying  apart  for 
several  years  in  expectation  of  the  resumption  of 
the  cause,  was  taken  off  to  the  conuuon  burial 
place,  and  laid  there  with  no  other  mark  but  his 
name  written  in  ink  upon  the  whitewashed  case 
of  lead  that  contained  what  was  believed  to  be 
his  b<Kly.  Before  the  ink  had  faded.  Almighty 
God  iuterpocod,  and  soni''  suitable  ndracles  re- 
adied  Blessed  John  to  memory.      It  was  then 


330 


AVE    MARIA. 


tbougbt  wise  to  open  the  case  and  verify  the  body. 
This  turned  out  no  easy  matter — the  leaden  case 
■was  not  the  original  coffin,  and  all  that  was  known 
was  that  on  the  original  coffin  there  had  been  a 
leaden  tablet  scratched  with  his  name.  This  was 
searched  for,  apparently  in  vain ;  and  only  after 
recovering  the  bones  and  dust  and  pieces  of  coffin, 
was  it  found  in  the  bottom  of  the  case.  Soon  after 
this,  Benedict  XIV  inaugurated  a  new  movement ; 
but  the  political  difficulties  of  the  last  and  the 
present  centuiy  has  retarded  the  accomplishment 
of  the  pious  desire  until  our  own  times.  It  would 
seem  as  if  Almighty  God  had  been  reserving  for 
this  oljscure  Flemish  lad  a  destiny  grander  than 
that  of  his  two  nobler  brothers.  The  marvelous 
charity  of  the  sweet-souled  Polish  boy,  and  the 
strange  union  of  the  deepest  penance  with  the 
brightest  innocence  that  marks  the  young  Italian 
Prince  will  always  tell  upon  individual  rule?. 
But  the  every-day  life  of  Blessed  John,  who  went 
through  the  ordinaiy  duties  of  his  state,  and  im- 
proved his  opportunities  with  so  grand  a  fervor 
and  heroicity  as  to  make  every  one  who  reads  liis 
life  feel  utterly  ashamed  of  his  own  laxness  and 
laziness  and  stupidity,  will  probably  tell  more 
widely  upon  the  body  of  Christian  youth  so 
tempted  to  be  disloyal  and  half  asleep,  when  the 
world  is  first  pooh-poohing  the  idea  of  being 
loyal  to  Jesus  Christ,  and  yearns  for  Him  as  it 
never  dared  do  before. 

For  many  weeks  past,  preparations  have  been 
going  on  in  the  Church  of  the  Roman  College. 
The  Church  of  Saint  Ignatius,  one  may  as  well 
say,  is  a  very  large  church,  and  more  than  double 
the  size  of  the  renowned  Gesu.  It  has  a  wide 
and  lofty  nave,  and  two  good  aisles,  which  are 
more  properly  a  succession  of  large  chapels,  three 
on  either  side.  These  are  entered  from  each  other 
by  arches  resting  on  lofty  pillars.  Fine  round 
arches  and  pillars  open  from  the  nave  into  the 
•aisle  chapels,  though  the  division  is  really  made 
by  massive  piers  set  with  Corinthian  pilasters. 
Only  one  of  the  chapels  has  marble  pillars,  iind 
is  coated  with  marble,  but  the  pillars  of  this 
Chapel  of  Saint  Joseph — the  upper  part  of  which 
marks  the  corridor  wherein  was  the  room  in  wliicli 
Saint  Aloysius  died — are  coated  with  Sicilian  jas- 
per ;  the  walls  are  covered  with  finest  marbles,  and 
the  altar  columns  are  of  verd-antique.  All  the 
chapels  have  cupolas,  but  this  cupola  of  Saint 
Joseph's  Chapel  is  the  only  one  that  is  painted. 
There  are  paintings  also  on  the  upper  walls  of 
this  chapel.  As  compared  with  this,  the  other 
chapels  are  bare  and  white- washy,  and  the  stuc- 
coed pilasters  of  the  nave  and  the  stucco  frieze 
above  them,  and  the  brick  pavement,  create  an 
impression  rather  damaging  until  the  eye  takes 
in  the  scale  of  the  building  and  rests  on  the 
painted  roof,  upon  which  the  famous  Jesuit  artist, 
Father  Pozzi,  lavished  his  strange  perspective  in 
the  apotheism  of  Saint  Ignatius  and  the  earlier 
saints  of  the  Society.  Passing  from  the  nave, 
there  are  the  transepts,  which  form  two  immense 
chapels,  decorated  alike  with  a  wealth  of  fine 
marbles.  The  floors  are  patterns  of  colored  mar- 
bles, the  grand  balustrades  of  the  altars  are  of 


fine  yellow  and  verd-antique,  the  dais  of  the 
sanctuary  is  all  of  fine  marble,  the  rather  heavy 
looking  Corinthian  pediment  over  the  altar  is  of 
yellow  and  verd-antique,  and  each  rests  on  four 
serpent  twisted  columns  of  verd-antique,  of  great 
size,  with  gilt  capitals  and  bases,  and  gilt  leaves 
wreathed  around  them.  All  around  the  altars  and 
walls  are  variegated  marbles.  Over  each  altar  is 
a  grand  relief,  the  figures  colossal.  To  the  right, 
as  we  face  the  high  altar,  is  Saint  Aloysius  borne 
to  heaven  by  angels,  liis  figure  in  high  relief  and 
the  ;m'<e  and  expression  very  .striking  and  of  a 
masterly  beauty.  To  the  left*  is  a  famous  Annun- 
ciation in  half  relief,  designed  by  Father  Pozzi. 
Under  the  altar,  to  the  right,  in  a  beautiful  urn 
of  Inpis  Inzali,  richly  decorated  and  guarded  by 
boy -angels,  lies  Saint  Aloysius.  Under  the  altar  of 
the  Annunciation  has  been  placed  the  body  of 
Blessed  John,  not  as  yet  in  an  urn  of  lapis  lazuli, 
but  in  one  made  like  the  other,  and  painted  with 
that  power  of  imitating  marble  which  these  Ro- 
man workmen  po.sses3  so  largely.  It  is  also  rich- 
ly gilt,  and  its  centre  medallion  is  a  silvered  bust 
of  Blessed  John,  as  he  lay  dead  on  his  pillow. 
Here  the  boy-angels  are  made  only  of  plaster,  but 
they  are  very  happily  cast,  and  while  one  holds 
up  his  beloved  crucifix  and  rosary,  the  other  holds 
his  equally  dear  book  of  the  Constitutions. 

The  aspect  of  the  church  which  I  have  so  lamely 
dcscril^ed  has  been  for  the  last  few  days  in  course 
of  transformation.  Eveiy  inch  of  stucco  and  bare- 
ness in  the  nave  and  transepts  and  chancel  has 
been  covered  with  hangings  or  jjanelings  of  crim- 
son velvet  or  silk  damask,  and  cloth  of  gold  and 
silver.  The  white  pilasters  were  turned  into  pilas- 
ters of  crimson,  richly  banded  with  gilt  lace,  the 
columns  were  covered  with  velvet  and  patterns  of 
gilt  and  silver  lace  disposed  upon  them.  The  round 
focm  of  the  arches  were  traced  in  velvet  and  gilt  lace 
and  the  veiy  keystones  were  gilt.  The  inner  side 
of  the  arches  were  richly  draped  v/ith  crimson  silk 
and  velvet,  and  white  muslia  festooned  with  gilt 
and  silvered  lace.  Before  the  chapels  of  the  im- 
maculate Heart  and  Saint  Joseph,  the  white  muslin 
was  supplanted  by  clotli  of  silver.  The  stucco  fig- 
ures of  the  frieze  stood  out  from  a  crimson  back- 
ground, and  nothing  was  left  bare  but  the  masonic 
cornice  of  marble  with  its  fine  mouldings,  which 
was  only  gracefully  festooned,  and  the  capitals  of 
the  columns,  white  or  gilt,  and  their  marble  bases. 
Curtains  of  white  and  red  silk  draped  the  great 
entrance  of  the  church,  and  immediately  over  the 
door,  inside,  was  a  painting  representing  Blessed 
John  as  he  lay  exposed  in  the  church  after  death. 
At  the  other  end  of  the  church  the  high  altar  was 
canopied  in  crimson  velvet  and  cloth  of  silver,  and 
the  fine  columns  at  the  apex,  cased  in  velvet,  were 
covered  with  the  richest  devices.  Under  the  can- 
opy was  an  oval  painting  of  Blessed  John  rising 
to  Heaven.  All  about  the  altar,  and  the  two  pro- 
jecting singing  galleries  just  outside  the  sanctua- 
ry, the  paneling  was  of  the  richest  kind  and 
tastiest  devices.  , 

Besides  all  this,  there  were  the  arrangements  for 
lighting  the  church.  The  cornice  of  the  nave  and 
transepts  was  lit  with  tall  wax  candles,  four  or  five 
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feet  long,  nrranf^cd  in  proiips  of  tbrpos,  fivi-s,  sevenn, 
and  elevenK,  of  jjnulations  in  height  raused  !»}'  th« 
fonn  of  the  l)nuu-ht«  which  lield  thciu.  Every 
arcli  in  the  nave  was  traced  by  live  plnss  ehande- 
liors  «»f  larjje  eandles.  The  ea])itals  of  the  pilasters 
were  al»f>  traceil  in  chandeliers.  Inunense  chan- 
(iclien*  of  rare  larpje  aindles  hunff  in  the  archet*, 
and  niarke<l  the  line  of  the  pilasters.  The  fjreat 
arch  of  the  chancel  was  completely  traced  out  from 
near  the  j^round  on  either  side  by  larjfe  chandeliers. 
A  similar  arch  of  light  traced  out  the  coniinencc- 
ment  of  the  apse.  In  the  galh'rie.s,  on  the  walls, 
in  the  lines  of  the  transepts  were  lights  «lispersed 
in  chandeliers  or  in  brunches.  Avery  beautiful 
effect  was  profluced  over  the  canopy  of  the  high 
altar  Ijy  a  tasteful  arrangement  of  sonie  very  tall 
lights  about  the  famous  words  that  are  painted  , 
there:  " h'c/o  vobi»  Jionup  prof>itii(» era."  I  endeav- 
ored to  count  the  lights,  and  made  a  reckoning 
which  I  feel  since  was  under  the  mark.  Not  in- 
cluding the  six  lights  upon  every  altar,  the  double 
roAvs  on  some  of  the  altars,  the  number  of  lights 
alxmt  the  altar  of  niessed  John,  the  lights  on  the 
high  altar,  which  at  the  close  of  Sunday's  func- 
tions were  considerably  increased,  not  including 
any  sanctuary  lights,  1  reckoned  them  at  one  thou- 
sjind  nine  hundred  and  fifty.  The  effects  of  this 
temple  traced  in  light  may  perhaps  be  imagined 
by  any  of  your  readers  who  have  seen  a  grand 
Roman  l^WtK  ;  to  describe  it  to  those  who  have 
not  would  utterly  exceed  my  p(H)r  powers  of  de- 
scription. It  was  the  grandest  thing  I  ever  saw  ; 
it  was  at  once  complete  and  unique,  and  had  none 
of  that  distance  and'vastness  which  makes  the  in- 
terior lighting  of  Saint  Peter's  seem  quite  beyond 
one's  grasp  to  realize.  The  windows  were  all  cur- 
tained, so  as  to  make  the  effect  more  preceptible. 
All  this  preparation  came  to  an  enrl  on  Thurs- 
day, and  Thurs<lay  evening  was  fixed  for  the  trans- 
lation of  the  lx)dy,  which  had  been  taken  some 
weeks  ago  from  the  common  sepulchre  and  carried 
in  state  to  the  upper  chapel.  From  this  it  had 
bern  lx>me  on  Tliursday  to  the  Aula  Maxima,  the 
upper  corridor  of  the  Quadrangle,  and  there  it 
lay  in  state  till  six  o'clock.  The  corridors  of  the 
Quadrangle,  along  which  the  procession  was  to 
pass,  ha<l  been  prepared  with  much  taste.  The 
inner  walls  were  hung  with  silk  and  satin  damask, 
and  Prince  Barberini  had  lent  his  famous  old 
St'ripture  tapestries,  which  went  round  the  whole 
line  of  windows.  The  arches  were  hung  with 
white  and  red  silk  curtains,  and  the  upper  was 
filled  in  with  red  and  white  and  yellow  and  white 
arranged  in  fluted  rays  with  capital  effect.  In  the 
(.•orridcjr  facing  the  great  entrance  were  suspended 
large  oval  jjortraits  of  the  five  stars  of  the  Roman 
College,  each  filling  an  arch.  In  the  centre  was 
placed  Blessed  John,  having  on  his  right  Saint 
Aloysius  and  Blesst'd  Leonard  of  Porte  Maurice, 
and  on  his  left  Saint  Ganullusof  Lellisand  Bk"»s<Hl 
John  Baptist  de  Rossi.  I'mler  the  portrait  of 
Blessed  John  was  this  inscription : 

"Joanni  Bcrchmans 
Quinto  ex  condiscipulis  nostris 
Ad  ca-litum  honores  evecto 
Etenim  fcsto  cultu  cxornavimua." 


There  were  flowers  in  plenty  disperacil  about  the 
picture ;  Ixjtween  the  archt«  were  stands  of  flow- 
ers, and  in  the  piers  were  plactnl  elegant  couplets, 
happily  expressing  his  vnritius  virtues,  wliile  the 
pavement  was  a  mass  of  bay  leaves  and  Imix. 

At  six  o'cloek  the  proccAsion  began  to  leave  the 
Maxima,  chanting  the  Tf  Deum.  The  procession 
was  very  long.  It  was  headed  by  the  cross-bearer 
of  the  Sodality  of  the  Prima  Primaria  ami  his  at- 
tendants, the  cross-bearer  being  the  son  of  a  princ<; 
of  one  of  the  oldest  Roman  families.  Then  came 
the  externs  of  the  scluiols  with  their  profi'ssors — 
as  far  as  philosophy.  The  members  of  the  colleges 
and  .seminariescame  next,  in  their  various  unifonns. 
Behind  the  (icrman  C'f)llegeaimp  the  cross-bearer 
of  the  church  and  the  Jesuit  novices,  scholastics, 
and  ])rofessors,  all  in  rotttijt,  followed  by  the  BL*h- 
op,  ttie  Archbishop  of  Selucia  in  jmrtibu*,  with 
his  ministers.  Then  aime  the  choir  of  the  Roman 
t^ollege,  and  boys  stn'wing  flowers.  The  chest 
whicli  contained  the  body  was  borne  by  five  scho- 
lastics in  dalmaticjvs,  who  bore  on  their  shoulders 
the  velvet  f-overed  poles  of  the  bier,  rieh  with 
crimson  ami  gold,  and  richly  canopied,  which 
sMpj)orted  the  chest.  On  the  chest  it.self  was  a 
white  silk  pall  and  a  large  wreath  of  rare  flowei-s, 
festoons  of  rare  flowers  ilecorating  also  the  bier. 
The  Jesuit  Fathers  from  the  other  hou.ses  followed 
the  bier,  and  various  other  jjer.'^ons  admitted  to 
the  procession,  which  was  closed  in  by  the  band 
of  gendarmerie.  This  procession  had  a  striking 
character  of  its  own — for  in  it  there  were  many 
men,  walking  humbly,  who  have  earned  a  reputa- 
tion wide  as  civilization.  Every  one  carried  a 
long  tai)er,  and  by  the  time  the  Ixxly  entered,  and 
the  pr<x.ession  Iwgan  to  move  up  the  nave,  the  ef- 
fect in  the  church  was  very  remarkable.  The 
throng  in  the  corridors  had  been  notable,  but 
there  no  women  wcire  allowed.  But  in  the  church 
had  gathered  a  vast  crowd;  the  kneeling  sea  of 
heads  in  the  dim  nave  and  aisles  contrasted  with 
the  stage  of  lights  in  th(^  transepts  about  the  high 
altar — the  whole  illumination  coniiiig  from  the 
tapers  of  the  procession,  as  only  a  few  lights  burned 
on  the  high  altar  and  the  Altar  of  the  Annuncia- 
ti«m.  Through  that  crowd  the  bier  was  l.>orjic  up 
to  the  high  altar,  and  set  down  l»efore  it,  while 
the  Iiftt  C'"ujc^or  was  sung  and  the  Collect  said. 
It  was  then  borne  to  its  resting  place,  and  de- 
posited on  the  new  altjir,  and  later  placed  pri- 
vately in  the  urn. 

Saturday. — This  second  day  of  the  Triduo  wa.<» 
marked  by  many  more  C(mimimions  and  by  a  vaster 
crowd  of  worshiiK-rs.  A  p(?culiarity  of  today  was 
a  Greek  LowMassatthe  high  alt«r  at  which  thestu 
dentsof  the  Greek  College  made  their  Communion. 
The  High  Mass  of  to-day  was  pontiti<*atetl  by 
an  Augustinian  Bishop,  Monsignor  Micha-lief, 
and  was  remarkable  for  its  exceeding  l>cauty. 
Thundering  orchestras  are  very  rare  in  Rome,  and 
the  double  choir  of  the  Roman  College  needed  no 
orchestra.  In  the  pau.ses  of  the  voices,  instruments 
were  to-day  introducinl  with  sjjlendid  efl'ect.  The 
panegyric  was  preached  by  Father  Gallerani,  a 
young  Ferrarese  Jesuit,  who  has  a  great  reputation 
in  Rome.  Ilis  secret  lies  in  this :  his  words  literally 


burn  by  tlieir  earnestness  and  fullness  of  meuning. 
To-day  he  preached  from  t!ie  words  ^  Ins-pice,  ctfac 
secundum  exemplar  quod  tihl  hi  monte  luondndum 
est.'  Tlie  Tnwde  was  the  Vatican,  and  the  words 
were  the  Pope's  words  to  the  Christian  youth  of 
the  workl.  He  powerfully  contrasted  the  man- 
ners of  B.  John  with  the  manners  current  among 
the  youth  of  our  days — the  true  philosophy  of  his 
self  education  with  the  false  i^hilosophy  of  theirs. 
He  preached  for  quite  an  hour,  but  no  one  seemed 
weary  of  listening.  At  the  Vespers,  the  vener- 
able Capuchin  Bishop  of  Muro,  in  Naples,  pontifi- 
cated. The  voices  of  the  boys  seemed  to  have 
reached  perfection,  and  there  were  some  fine  solos 
by  members  of  the  Papal  Chapel.  The  crowd 
beggars  all  description. 

Sunday. — The  day  of  the  fea.st  was  equal  to  the 
inost  sanguine  desire.  The  doors  of  the  church 
were  opened  at  half  past  five  a.  m.  A  large  crowd 
Avas  waiting  outside  as  early  as  five.  By  seven 
o'clock  the  church  was  so  full  that  it  was  difficult 
to  make  one's  way.  Communions  were  incessant, 
and  priests  were  stationed  to  give  Communion  out 
of  Mass,  to  prevent  any  delay  in  the  Masses.  Sev- 
eral Cardinals  said  Mass,  and  uTembers  of  schools 
and  religious  ladies  visited  the  shrine.  There  Avcre 
oficrings  of  choice  flowers;  mothers  brought  their 
children  to  lay  them  l^efore  the  altar,  or  to  have 
them,  if  sick,  touched  by  a  relic.  At  eight  o'clcok 
the  students  of  the  college  entered  in  solemn  2)ro- 
cession,  singing  the  Psalms  of  our  Lady.  All  the 
college  and  seminaries  that  attend  the  Gregorian 
University,  and  are  still  in  Rome,  were  present. 
There  Avere  borne  in  the  procession  wreaths  and 
baskets  of  magnificent  flowers  and  letters  to  B.John, 
which  M'ere  deposited  at  his  altar.  At  the  high 
altar  Cardinal  Sacconi  said  Mass  for  the  students, 
and  gave  Communion,  with  the  assistance  of  a 
priest,  to  the  vast  numbers.  Every  one  received  a 
compendium  of  the  Saint's  life,  and  the  Mass, 
which  was  raised  by  mottets,  ended  with  a  grand 
2'e  Deum.  At  half-past  ten  the  High  Mass  was 
pontificated  by  Monsignor  Castellacci,  Viceregent 
of  Rome.  The  crowds  that  were  jDresent  during 
the  morning  were  beyond  all  comprehension,  for 
the  feast  had  also  attracted  whole  multitudes  of 
people  from  the  country.  The  amount  of  demands 
for  pictures,  big  and  little,  and  the  lives  of  the 
Saints  and  compendia  of  lives  during  the  three 
day.s,  reached  a  height  which  seemed  to  threaten 
beggary  to  the  college.  The  church  was  not  shut 
till  long  past  one,  and  at  three  there  were  num- 
bers waiting  in  the  burning  August  sun  at  the  dif- 
ferent doors  of  the  church  and  college.  The  visits 
to  the  rooms  in  the  afternoon  can  only  be  de- 
scribed as  the  passing  aud  repassing  of  continuous 
streams.  The  only  vi.sitors  were  of  course  males, 
but  they  were  persons  of  almost  every  grade  of  life. 
The  workhouse  boys  were  prominent  amongst  the 
number.  The  room  of  Saint  Aloysius  and  the 
chapel  wherein  Saint  Stanislaus  was  received  into 
the  Society  were  equally  public.  The  sight  in  the 
church  beggared  all  experience  of  Roman  crowds. 
Happily,  a  Roman  crowd  is  one  of  the  gentlest 
and  most  good  tempered  in  tlic  world,  or  in  such 
a  scene  as  that  of  yesterday  afternoon  in  the 


Church  of  Saint  Ignatius,  there  would  have  been 
some  serious  ditiiculties.  Everybody  had  his  or 
her  prayer  to  say  before  the  shrine  that  was  glit- 
tering with  light  and  set  with  the  rarest  flowers. 
The  panegyric  was  not  long  but  veiy  eloquent, 
and  preached  by  Monsignor  Anivetti,  Domestic 
Pre"late  of  the  Pope.  The  Vespei-s  were  pontifi- 
cate(i  by  Monsignor  Clemente,  Bishop  of  Damascus. 
Their  elaborate  singing  was  so  curtailed  that  they 
were  finished  by  the  Ate  Marin.  There  were  fewer 
solos,  but  the  voices  of  the  boys  were  at  their  best, 
and  the  harmonies  beautiful  beyond  description. 
^lore  lights  were  placed  about  the  high  altar,  and 
the  appearance  of  the  church  at  the  close  of  Ves- 
pers was  quite  indescribalile.  The  peojile  still 
crowded  the  church,  not  dwindling  off"  as  they  gen- 
erally do  at  the  close  of  Vespers,  and  Benedictus 
followed.  Vvlien  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was  ex- 
posed the  Tfi  Deum  began.  As  the  choir  and  the 
congregation  sang  alternate  verses,  the  effect  was 
extremely  grand.  Then  followed  a  fine  Tantvm 
ergo  by  the  choir,  and  the  Bishop  gave  Benediction. 
The  corridors  of  the  Quadrangle  were  once  more 
swarming  with  men  and  boys,  and  the  rest  of  the 
congregation  stayed  to  look  at  the  fa9ade  of  the 
church  traced  out  cleverly  in  light.  A  military 
band  Avas  stationed  there,  and  the  Piazzi  was  more 
or  less  full  for  a  long  time.  The  other  parts  of  the 
college  were  also  illuminated  and  the  neighbor- 
ing houses  contributed  their  quota  of  lights. 

In  this  way  came  to  a  clo.se  those  three  happy 
days,  and  the  first  Feast  of  Blessed  John  Berch- 
manns  will  be  a  life-long  memory  to  the  least  as 
well  as  the  greatest  who  took  part  in  it.  The 
eifect  that  may  come  of  it,  who  shall  attempt  to 
measure?  God's  ways  are  not  our  ways.  But 
surely  not  for  nothing  will  He  have  allowed  this 
young  life  to  come  so  vividly  before  the  youth  of 
Rome  in  these  evil  days.  There  must  be  some- 
thing great  to  come  out  of  a  life  that  has  attained 
honor  greater  than  ever  king  or  emperor,  even 
amongst  his  fellow  men,  through  the  turning  his 
back  entirely  uj^on  all  that  the  world  holds  up  for 
love  and  reverence. — London  Tablet. 

Death  of  Eight  Eev.  Bishop  Smyth. 

Dubuque,  Iowa,  September  23. 

Right  Rev.  Clement  Smyth,  Bishop  of  Dubuque, 
died  suddenly  at  his  residence  in  this  city  to-day, 
of  dysentery.  He  was  taken  ill  the  first  of  the 
Aveek,  but  Avas  not  considered  dangerously  ill  until 
last  night.  He  has  been  Bishop  for  the  past  eight 
years,  and  has  resided  in  this  vicinity  for  over 
twenty  years. 

Such  is  the  sad  news.  Bishop  Smyth  Avas  one  of 
the  first  Trappists  who  came  to  this  country.  At 
the  time  of  his  appointment  to  the  Bishojjric  of 
Dubuque,  he  held  the  oflBce  of  Abbot  at  Ncav  Mel- 
leray,  loAva.  By  a  strange  coincidenccour  first  pages 
are  devoted  to  the  life  and  spirit  of  the  Trappists; 
what  is  there  said  of  the  Order,  may  equally  apply 
to  the  saintly  Bishop, — that  Rule  was  liis  life  for 
many  long  years.  While  grieving  for  the  loss  sus- 
tained by  his  Diocese,  may  Ave  not  Hope  that  such 
a  life  on  earth,  was  but  the  prelude  to  his  true 
life  in  Heaven. 
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THE  APOSTLESHIP  OF  PBAYER. 


Mission  of  Zanzibar,  Eastern  Shore  of  Africa. 

Ldter  from  Itft.  Fxtlifr  lhrH-:r,  Miwonnry  of  tlie 
Jloly  Gho9t  ami  Oie  Jloly  lleai't  if  Mary  : 

My  Rev.  Fathkk:  Having  sevcml  times  rend, 
in  the  Afi*Knujeroftlie Stirred  JJt-^irt,  that  you  would 
Hcnd  your  pious  nnd  useful  puhliojtinn  jjratui- 
UMisly  to  those  niisi»ionarics  who  would  write  you 
at  leMHt  once  a  yi-ar,  I  now  claim  your  generous 
promisi'  for  the  mission  of  Zanzibar,  whose  direc- 
tion has  heen  con(itle<l  to  me. 

I  most  willingly  promise  to  send  you,  every 
year,  n  letter  conUiining  tlie  most  interesting  facts 
relative  tothe  ajKistolic ministry  which  we  exercise 
on  this  eastern  shore  of  Africa,  so  little  known  in 
Europe.  And  I  am  sure  it  will  give  you  great  cons*^)- 
lation  to  learn  that,  since  I  have  estaMished  the 
Apostleship  of  Prayer  in  this  country,  we  seem  to 
live  a  new  life,  so  ahuuilantly  do  the  i)enedictions 
of  God  descend  \\\K)n  this  young  and  interesting 
mi.ssion.  And  wliy  not  tell  you  the  whole  truth, 
since  the  glory  of  the  good  realized  amf)ng  us  has 
gushed  from  the  Sacrf<l  Heart  of  Jesus,  source 
of  all  good  and  benediction? 

Our  mission  has  suffered  nuieh  from  financial 
embarrassments,  which  are  now  partially  removed, 
thanks  to  the  lively  sympathy  excited  for  this 
work  of  charity  in  France  and  the  Isle  of  Bourbon. 
And  whence  can  we  trace  the  source  of  this  gen- 
erous symi)athy,  except  to  the  prayers  of  the  Ajk)8- 
tleshi])  of  Prayer*  It  is  therefore  my  firm  convic- 
tion that  your  beautiful  work  aids  our  missions 
by  your  spiritual  resources,  in  the  same  manner 
that  the  work  of  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith 
assists  them  with  material  aid. 

\ou  will  not,  then,  be  astonished.  Rev.  Father, 
if  I  solicit  from  your  charity  a  little  portion  of 
the  prayers  of  your  pious  Associates  for  the  suc- 
cess of  this  mission,  which  is  exclusively  occupied 
with  the  regeneration  of  the  Afric^ui  race,  one  of 
the  niost  unhappy,  most  abandoned  and  the  most 
worthy  of  compassion. 

Ah,  Rev.  Father,  if  your  eyes  could  see  what  I 
see,  and  your  heart  feel  what  I  sometimes  feel, 
how  anxious  would  you  \)c  to  stimulate  more  and 
more  the  zeal  of  those  who  are  ranged  under  the 
banner  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  anil  to  urge  them  to 
pray  that  we  may  obtain  the  victory  over  the 
enemy  of  .salvation  I 

Permit  me  to  relate  some  facts  which  will  give 
you  a  faint  idea  of  the  luuuanity  of  the  Arabs. 
The  two  largest  girls  brought  up  l)y  the  Sisters  of 
our  mission  have  been  found,  one  in  a  grave-yard 
the  other  on  the  sea  shore.  Their  nm-ster,  despair- 
ing to  cure  them,  had  cast  them  ofl'as  useless  ani- 
mals. Some  months  ago,  as  wc  were  crossing  the 
Arabian  cemetery,  we  noticed  something  moving 
in  the  gross.  We  went  near,  and  perceived  to  «)ur 
surprise  a  little  boy  alnrnt  seven  years  of  age.  He 
was  emaciated  to  the  last  degree  and  covered  with 
ulcers.  He  said  to  us,  in  tones  capable  of  piercing 
the  most  iusensible  heart :  "  Sir,  I  have  been  here 
five  days ;  I  have  eaten  the  gra.<s  like  the  asses." 

We  hastened  to  cany  him  to  the  mission,  where 


the  giMxI  Sisters  could  not  refrain  from  tears  nt  see- 
ing this  poor  little  creature,  who  really  resembled 
Job  ui>t>n  his  dunghill.     Wlien  his  strength  was 

f»urtially  restored  bv  proper  care,  he  related  his 
ittle  history  in  the  tollowin"^  teniu: 

"I  came  frouj  the  shore  ol  Africa  in  a  ship.  I 
suffered  greatly  during  the  voyage  and  contructcd 
the  disease  from  whicli  I  am  now  suffering.  My 
master  gave  me  Aruluan  medicine  to  cure  me — 
that  is  to  say,  he  applied  red  hot  iron  to  all  my 
ulcers ;  and  when  he  saw  that  I  did  not  re(t)ver 
from  the  ili.sease,  he  had  me  airrieil  to  the  grave- 
yard, where,  during  the  nights,  I  had  great  diffi- 
culty to  keep  oft'  tlie  jackals  that  threatened  to 
devour  me." 

We  soon  baptized  the  |>(K)r  child,  who  wiw  very 
intelligent,  and  gave  huu  the  name  of  iJieudcmne, 
(God-given.)  'I'liree  ilays  later  he  ascended  to 
lleaven  to  be  the  protector  of  the  mission  to 
which  he  is  indebted  for  his  eternal  happiness. 
Some  days  afterwards  we  foiuul  on  the  .sea  shore 
a  little  boy,  who  had  also  been  cast  away  by  his 
nmster.  This  unfortunate  little  negro  had  not 
strength  enough  left  to  tell  us  of  his  misfortunes, 
and  a  few  days  after  his  baptism  his  soul  returned 
to  its  God.  The  next  day  a  young  man  was 
brought  to  us  who  had  fallen  from  u  tree.  We 
had  barely  time  to  baptize  him  before  his  death ; 
praising  once  more  the  goodness  of  God,  that, 
according  to  Saint  Thomas,  rather  than  sec  a  soul 
perish  that  hud  been  faithful  to  the  natural  law, 
would  send  an  angel  to  give  him  baptism.  We 
have  now  in  our  hosjjital  for  the  blacks  an  old 
negro  who  had  been  cast  off  by  his  master.  One 
day,  as  the  Sisters  of  the  mission  were  pa.ssing 
the  grave-yard,  they  met  this  poor  creature,  who 
had  gone  there  to  die.  "  What  are  you  doing 
there?"  they  a-sked  him.  He  replied  that  his  mas- 
ter had  turned  hini  out  of  doors,  telling  him  to 
go  and  die  in  the  grave-yard,  since  he  could  nei- 
ther work  nor  even  walk  from  door  to  door  to  beg 
his  bread.  We  received  him  into  the  luxspital, 
and  as  he  possesses  excellent  dLsj)ositions,  wc  will 
give  him  baptism  in  a  few  days. 

We  have  already  received  in  this  manner  many 
lepers,  whom  we  have  had  the  consolation  of  bap- 
tizing— but  I  fear  to  weary  you  by  speaking  of 
these  events  in  detail. 

.^Vs  you  see,  Rev.  Father,  the  Arab  is  merciless 
to  misfortune.  His  slave  is  absolutely  his  beast  of 
burden.  As  long  as  he  can  labor  it  is  the  interest 
of  his  ma.ster  to  keep  him,  but  when  the  poor 
slave's  days  of  usefulness  are  over  he  is  literally 
turned  out  of  dooi's  to  starve.  Behold  this  jNla- 
hometan  civilization,  bo  much  lauded  by  certain 
morbid  European  minds! 

As  the  negroes  on  this  coast  of  Africa  are  gen- 
erally simple,  good  and  well  disposed  to  embrace 
our  holy  religion,  I  hoi)e  in  a  few  years  to  have 
flourishing  Catholic  congregations. 

We  have  in  our  mission,  at  present,  thirty-one 
Ijoys  and  twenty-one  little  girls.  Everj-  little  Ijoy 
whom  we  buy  from  slavery  costs  us  the  moderate 
sum  of  five  dollars,  and  the  girls  eight  dollars. 
The  slave  market  of  Zanzibar  is  ut  all  times  well 
provided  with  these  poor  children. 
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A  generous  Catholic  from  Alsace  has  made  an 
endowment  by  whicli  our  mission  will  annually 
receive  five  dollars,  for  the  purchase  of  a  child, 
who  will  be  educated  a  Catholic  at  our  mission. 
I  have  every  reason  to  believe  that  this  beautiful 
example  will  be  imitated  by  other  generous  souls ; 
for  what  is  this  insignificant  sum  in  comparison 
with  tlie  eternal  happiness  it  will  procure  for  a 
poor  soul  who  without  this  alms  might  never  see 
God. 

I  am  fiimiliar  with  the  children  of  Europe,  and 
I  have  worked  nine  years  for  the  conversion  of 
the  ])lacks  in  the  Me  of  Bourbon,  and  I  can  cer- 
tify that  if  the  children  of  our  present  mission  are 
inferior  in  intelligence  to  tht;  whites  and  to  the 
civilized  blacks,  they  arc  also  inferior  to  them  in 
malice,  and  tlicy  joyfully  embrace  a  religion  which 
speaks  as  powerfully  to  the  heart  as  to  the  mind. 

Two  things  are  nocessaiy  for  our  success — ^ina- 
terial  resources  and  a  greater  number  of  mission- 
aries. For  the  tir-st,  the  fruitful  charity  of  Europe, 
through  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer,  will  provide  ; 
but,  for  the  missionaries,  it  is  a  little  more  diffi- 
cult. Our  African  plains  are  greatly  dreaded  ; 
and  the  fear  that  bodily  strength  would  sink 
under  the  fatigues  of  the  apostleship  deter  many; 
Ijut  this  is  an  old  and  worn  out  excuse.  It  was 
powerfully  urged  to  discourage  me,  and  now  I 
have  labored  ten  years  in  missioii  and  still  enjoy 
excellent  health.  Are  the  words  of  Saint  Paul 
no  longer  remembered :  "  I  can  do  all  in  Him 
who  strengthens  me?"  And  will  tht'y  not  have  a 
right  to  count  largely  upon  the  graces  of  state 
which  God  will  send  them? 

Another  may  perhaps  be  frightened  by  the  in- 
superable laV)ors  of  the  apostolic  ministry,  but  let 
me  ask  him  where  is  the  career  in  which  one  sleeps 
habitually  on  beds  of  roses  ?  Where  the  social 
position  that  has  no  thorns  ?  And  where  can  one 
avoid  the  common  heritage  of  fallen  humanity  ? 
We  must  suffer,  it  matters  not  in  what  position  we 
an;  jjhiced  ;  this  is  the  law  of  Go<i. 

In  conclusion,  permit  me  to  acknowledge, 
through  the  Mesgentjer  of  the  S^icred  Hmrt,  our  deep 
gratitude  for  all  that  generous  Christian  souls  have 
done  for  our  work  by  alms  and  by  their  prayers. 
I  make  a  special  memento  of  them  in  all  my  Masses, 
and  the  first  Sunday  of  eveiy  month  I  usually  offer 
the  holy  sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  for  all  the  benefac- 
tors of  the  Mission  of  Zanxibar. 


The  Priends  of  tlie  Heart  of  Jesus— The  Blessed 
Imelda  Lambertini,  Virgin. 

The  name  of  Lambertini  is  one  of  the  glories 
of  Bologna.  Few  families  have  been  more  illus- 
trious in  the  world  and  in  the  Church.  Who  does 
not  know  Benedict  XIV  and  his  jooutificate  V — 
But  long  before  this  great  luminary  enlightened 
the  Christian  world,  Bologna  saluted,  in  the  bosom 
of  the  same  family,  the  rising  and  the  setting  of 
another  star,  whose  gentle  rays  were  but  shown 
to  the  earth  and  then  withdrawn  to  Heaven.  Noth- 
ing is  more  celestial  than  the  life  and  death  of 
the  Blessed  Imelda.  She  was  bom  in  1325.  Her 
historian  relates  that  there  was  never  any  thing 


puerile  noticed  about  this  child.  When  she  was 
in  her  mother's  arms  there  was  a  wonderful  grav- 
ity in  the  manner  she  lisped  her  first  words,  and 
the  gracefulness  and  modesty  of  her  gestures 
charmed  all  who  beheld  her.  Whenever  she  ex- 
perienced any  childish  grief  it  was  only  neces- 
sary to  speak  to  her  of  God,  and  she  was  imme- 
diately consoled  ;  but  if  they  sought  to  amuse  her 
with  frivolous  anecdotes  or  tales,  her  tears  con- 
tinued to  flow.  As  she  grew  older  she  loved  to 
pray,  to  recite  the  Rosary  and  to  make  little  ora- 
tories ;  and  she  spoke  of  the  things  of  God,  as  a 
person  experienced  in  spiritual  life. 

At  the  age  of  ten  she  resolved  to  do  some  thing 
great  for  her  dear  Lord,  whom  she  so  tenderly 
loved.  In  her  noble  family's  house  she  was  sur- 
rounded with  all  things  that  could  possibly  de- 
light the  heart  of  youth,  but  looking  with  con- 
tempt on  all  the  splendors  that  were  promised  her 
she  began  to  sigh  after  the  charms  of  poverty, 
chastity  and  obedience. 

Not  far  from  Bologna  was  a  monastery  of  fer- 
vent Religious.  Imelda  was  oblidgcd  to  shed  many 
tears  to  free  the  barriers  which  were  closed  against 
her  extreme  youth;  but  at  length  she  was  ad- 
mitted, and  in  her  frail  and  delicate  body  she 
practiced  the  most  rigid  austerities.  So  attentive 
was  she  to  mortify  the  inclinations  of  her  heart, 
so  faithful  to  all  religious  exercises,  that  it  was  a 
subject  of  astonishment  to  see  a  mere  child  serve 
as  a  model  even  to  the  most  ancient.  Nothing 
more  profoundly  touched  Imelda  than  the  thought 
of  the  Blessed  Eucharist.  She  could  not  as.sist  at 
the  holy  sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  without  betraying 
the  emotions  of  her  soul  by  her  ardent  sighs.  One 
thing  was  the  cause  of  deep  sorrow  to  heart :  it 
was,  that  on  festival  days,  while  the  Religious  re- 
ceived Holy  Communion,  she  alone  was  deprived 
by  the  advice  of  her  confessor,  who  considered  she 
was  yet  too  young  ;  he  only  thought  of  her  age, 
but  God  regarded  her  heart  and  its  desires. 

One  day,  while  she  was  indulging  a  holy  envy 
in  contemplating  the  happinss  of  her  companions, 
and  sighing  with  all  the  ardor  of  her  love  for  the 
Bread  of  Angels,  a  host  similar  to  those  which 
the  Religious'  received  visibly  descended  from 
Heaven  and  rested  above  the  head  of  the  Saintly 
child.  The  Sisters,  seeing  it,  immediately  in- 
formed the  priest;  who,  understanding  from  this 
sign  the  will  of  God,  approached  with  respect, 
and  receiving  the  Sacred  Host  on  the  paten  com- 
municated the  young  virgin. 

Who  could  describe  the  feelings  of  Imelda! 
Her  soul  could  not  support  her  great  happiness. 
Gently  closing  her  eyes,  as  if  falling  asleep,  Imelda 
resigned  her  soul  to  Jesus  Christ,  her  Spouse,  and 
left  her  innocent  body  in  the  hands  of  the  deeply 
affected  Religious.     She  was  in  her  eleventh  year. 

The  miracle  of  this  death,  crowning  a  life  which 
from  the  age  of  reason  had  been  a  continual  aspi- 
ration toward  the  Holy  Eucharist,  shows  us  how 
agreeable  such  desires  are  to  the  Heart  of  Jesus. 
And  how  dear  to  the  faithful  should  be  the  pious 
and  easy  practice,  so  much  recommended  by  the 
directors  of  souls  under  the  name  of  spiritual 
Communion. 
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OHILDBEN'S  DEFABTMENT. 

JrWEI,    Bn')OK   COTTAOK, 

Feiixt  of  the  Jlo/i/  Nume  of  Mary. 
My  Little  Chii.due.n:  In  my  last  cfmunnmca- 
tion  to  you  I  had  Htoppc*!  at  Chicaj^n — now  I 
think  you  may  prefer  coming  home  with  mi-,  to 
our  (jnict  littli'  liomc  m  one  ot"  the  prettiest  litthi 
villages  in  the  Green  Mountain  lan«l,  and  I  will 
resume  the  thread  of  my  journey  to  give  you  the 
opportunity.  You  Imd  better  improve  it,  as  you 
may  not  have  another  as  g«XKl  a  one,  perhaps,  for 
a  long  time  to  come,  and  I  would  like  to  have 
you  get  a  little  acquainted  among  the  Mountains, 
as  I  have  a  story  laid  up  to  tell  you,  of  a  vision  or 
visit  of  Saint  Joseph  to  the  little  daughter  of  our 
first  and  most  renowned  military  chieftain,  many 
years  since,  as  she  was  at  play  on  one  of  our  pleas- 
ant river  banks  among  these  mountains.  But  I 
will  reserve  the  story  till  after  we  arrive  at  the 
Cottage.  I  will  look  out  first  for  your  ride  in  the 
cars  with  me — this  ride  is  all  imagination,  you 
know,  just  as  children  play  "make-l)elieve,"  and 
don't  always  forget  when  grown  up.  But  as  we 
are  not  quite  ready  to  start,  or  the  car.*  are  not 
due  at  the  station  for  some  time  yet,  I  may  as 
well  tell  you  a  little  about  my  stop  here  mean- 
time. At  least  I  must  introduce  you  to  my  little 
year-and-a-lialf  lily-bud  niece.  So  gracefully  coy 
she  lifted  her  little  head  to  study  new  found 
Aunt,  you  Avould  surely  have  named  her  a  lily 
too.  Dear  babe-child,  she  soon  found  Aunt  5Ia- 
rie's  anns  a  better  place  than  mamma's  sofa  for 
a  nap,  and  like  a  little  white  dove  she  would 
nestle  there,  as  if  just  happy  enough,  while  Aunty 
nursed  her  to  sleep  with  low-sang  Hail  Marys. 
Dear  little  thing,  she  seemed  to  have  an  intuition 
of  their  merit,  and  we  never  sang  her  any  other 
cradle-s<:)ng.  One  day  I  went  out  with  her  ])apa 
and  mamma  t:)  visit  a  beautiful  new  cemetery  about 
six  miles  from  the  city  that  is  called  'Graceland. 
She  was  carried  too;  and  little  one,  tranquil  as  a 
lily  in  the  waters,  watched  all  the  attractions  we 
slowly  pas-sed  on  the  way ;  and  during  the  de- 
lightful afternoon,  whether  papa  carried  her  in 
his  arms  through  the  i)lea.sjint  lanes  or  we  sat  in 
the  delicious  shade  refreshed  by  the  l»eauty  an<l 
fragnmce  of  the  flowers,  this  dear  child  just  took 
her  happiness  so  ea.sy,  and  sjit  so  serenely  charmed, 
with  papa  or  Aunty,  as  we  plea.sed  to  arrange  it, 
she  wa.s  not  only  completely  happy  herself,  but 
more  of  a  picture  and  a  joy  to  us  than  all  the 
iK'auties  of  Scripture  or  floral  loveliness  in  this 
fair  field  of  the  dead.  Ah,  good  children  can 
never  imagine  what  a  treasure  they  are  to  their 
friends!  But  there  was  one  sad  spot  in  this  pleas- 
ant garden  of  burial — the  grave  of  little  baby 
Florence,  who  had  died  without  baptism.  Dear 
little  niece-child,  looking  unconsciously  down 
upon  the  grave  of  her  elder  baby-sister,  was  also 
unbaptized,  and  we  hurried  away  with  a  double 
sigh.  Iler  fond  parents  do  not  recognize  the 
necessity  of  baptism  for  their  precious  flower  yet, 
and  this  is  specially  why  I  have  introduced  her 
to  you,  that  I  may  beg  of  each  of  my  little  bap- 
tized readers  a  Hail  Mary  devoutly  said  now  with 


the  intention  that  oar  little  one  may  not  die  un- 
baptized. 

My  little  friends,  think  how  many  little  chil- 
dren have  died  in  just  this  one  city  without  Holy 
Baptism,  and  thank  Almighty  God  that  lie  has 
given  you  Catholic  ptirents  who  have  not  ne- 
glected to  secure  for  you  the  grace  of  that  first 
saving  Sacrament,  or  to  bring  you  to  the  one  true 
fokl  where  only  children  are  truly  and  well  loved 
and  cared  for.  And  now,  I  am  thinking  that  it 
woulil  be  a  beautiful  act  of  child-charity  for  all 
who  gather  arountl  the  little  altar  to  our  Holy 
Mother  in  this  sac-red  corner  of  the  Ave  ^Iakia 
to  join  me  daily  in  a  decade  of  their  Itosary  for 
all  the  little  unbaptized  children  in  our'dear 
country,  i)rayiug,  my  little  ones,  you  understjind, 
that  they  may  not  die  without  baptism.  All  who 
will  so  join,  nmy  hold  up  their  hands.  Thank 
you,  dearest  children;  I  seem  to  see  a  g(K)(l  many 
little  hands  up;  I  am  sure  you  have  learned  that 
act  of  love,  "I  love  Thee,  U  my  God,  with  all  my 
heart,  aud  my  neighbor  as  myself."  My  little 
neighbors,  we  will  love  to  pray  for  you  all.  I  hear 
you  saying.  Goil  will  blcs.*  you  tor  it,  little  chil- 
dren, and  our  Blessetl  Mother  of  God  saw  all  the 
little  hands  up,  and  she  will  bless  you  too.  The 
Catholic  religion  is  spreading  beautifully  in  our 
dear  country  now.  God  grant  it  may  spread  yet 
more  and  faster;  yet  there  are  such  multitudes* to 
be  converted,  we  need  I,  am  sure,  our  dear  Lady 
and  JSIother  to  pray  for  us  all  the  tinre;  and  the 
dear  Blessed  Virgin,  I  am  confident,  loves  particu- 
larly to  have  little  children  constantly  begging 
her  powerful  prayers.  I  was  speaking  of  the 
spread  of  our  holy  faith,  dear  children,  in  Chi- 
cago, which  is  only  about  thirty  years  of  age. 
There  are  already  fourteen  Catholic  churches.  I 
was  able  to  visit  just  one  half.  In  the  new  Cathe- 
dral, an  elegant  aud  handsome  edifice,  I  attended 
at  High  Mass  on  Sunday,  and  at  Vespers  in  the 
Church  of  the  Lnmaculate  Conception,  where  there 
is  a  Mass  said  just  for  the  children  every  Sun- 
day morning  at  nine  o'clock  ;  and  the  singing  is  so 
beautiful  and  the  services  of  the  children's  Mass  is 
so  interesting,  they  have  to  just  lock  the  doors,  to 
keep  the  crowd  out,  so  as  to  have  room  for  the  chil- 
dren. I  was  scarcely  seated  for  Vespers  here  before 
I  became  sweetly  interested  in  the  altar-painting, 
a  picture  of  our  pure  Mother  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception.  After  the  servic-es  a  lady  who  aune 
with  me  told  me  when  the  liev.  Pastor  was  build- 
ing his  church  his  heart  was  set  on  having  this 
picture  for  his  altar,  but  there  was  no  arti.st  in 
Chicago  to  paint  it,  and  I  supixjse  he  could  not 
afford  to  import  it.  But,  at  any  rate,  there  was  a 
man  in  his  congregation  who  sometimes  had 
naintcd  some  other  things,  and  the  Pastor  was 
led  to  think  he  might  jiaint  the  picture  he  so 
much  desired ;  so  he  made  known  to  him  his  wishes. 
The  man,  very  much  surprised,  refused.  He  had 
never  attempted  any  painting  of  this  kind  ;  and 
to  design  and  finish  such  a  picture,  he  had  no 
idea  he  could  jwssibly  do  it.  But  the  Uevcrend 
Pastor,  imuresscd  that  he  could,  laid  it  upon  him 
to  do ;  and  so,  under  obedience,  the  man,  lorcetl  to 
comply,  promised  if  his  Pastor  would  first  make 
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a  novena  for  his  stipccss  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  he 
would  undertake  it.  'J'lic  uovena  svas  nmdo,  and 
the  painting  commenr-cd  ;  and  tliis  was  the  fruit 
of  pniypr  to  our  Mother  of  tlie  Inuuaculate  Concep- 
tion, joined  with  faithful  effort.  Oh  our  gracious 
3Iother  was  never  more  able  to  listen  unto  the  re- 
quests of  her  supj>iiants  than  in  this  our  present 
day !  And  after  this  recital  I  was  more  interested 
thau  ever  in  this  holy  picture.  All,  our  ingeni- 
ous Mother  knows  how  a  si)ecial  uTisvver  to  prayer 
before  our  very  eyes  seems  to  I)ring  her  so  much 
nearer  to  ns,  and  to  so  much  increase  our  faith  in 
her  daily  protection,  and  so  she  had  commenced 
and  ended  this  work  so  happily,  that  her  dear 
children  here  might  more  trusringly  fe(;l  that  she 
is  our  Lady  and  Mother  of  io-duy.  From  this 
church  we  were  taken  in  l)y  our  lady-friend  men- 
tioned, to  call  upon  the  Pastor.  AVhilo  await- 
ing his  entrance  in  the  parlor,  weannised  ourselves 
by  looking  from  a  rear  window  to  see  the  perfect 
neatness  of  the  yard  beneath,  tli(»  more  so  tliat  it 
was  the  back-gro\nid,  and  Master  Pom])ey's  or 
Carlo's  domain,  for  tliere  was  the  clean,  shining 
little  graveled  walk  running  tlirough  the  fresh, 
short-cut  grass,  straight  to  the  most  cunning  little 
kennel,  or  little  dog-house,  that  ever  you  saw. 
O  it  was  so  cunning!  I  could  not  help  thinking 
it  was  a  very  nice  thing  to  be  a  priest's  dog; — I 
mean  for  a  dog  to  be. 

Another  dav  I  visited  the  (Miurch  of  the  Holy 
Family  and  Saint  Patrick's.  The  Catholics  of  Chi- 
cago will  tell  you  there  is  nothing  like  thein  in  all 
the  great  Northwest.  The  fornicr,  the  Jesuit's 
church,  is  the  mf)st  costly  edifice,  I  think,  and  re- 
ligiously beautiful  of  the  two.  It  is  particularly 
rich  in  carved  work,  (black  walnut,  I  should  think.) 
The  towering  pulpit,  sup[)orted  by  its  four  carved 
Evangelists,  is  a  magnificent  piece  of  workman- 
.ship;  and  the  Bishojj's  chair,  the  Bishop's  lofty 
and  pretty  large  chair,  children,  is  another  hand- 
so)ne  sight  to  see  ;  and  then  there  is  the  balustrade 
around  the  holy  sanctuary,  which  is  divided  off" 
once  in  about  every  two  feet,  or  a  little  more, 
into  separate  divisions  like  a  picture  frame,  in 
each  of  which  is  a  carved  picture.  These  pic- 
tures or  carvings  are  all  l>eautiful  designs  in  com- 
memoration of  some  event  in  the  history  of  the 
life,  or  Passion  of  our  dear  Lord,  or  some  emblem 
in  His  Holy  Church.  The  one  on  the  little  gate, 
or  door  of  this  holy  railing,  is  the  dear  Babe  of 
Bethlehem  on  His  mat  of  straw.  The  Babe  is 
rendered  by  the  artist  with  great  beauty,  and 
every  straw  is  quite  distinct  in  the  little  mat.  I 
am  thinking  how  the  children  must  love  that 
gate  of  the  Betlilehem  Bal)e  in  that  favored  con- 
gregation, and  what  a  beautiful  spot  it  would  be 
for  little  children  to  make  their  First  Communion 
before.  Xext  is  one  of  the  most  touching  em- 
blems of  the  Blessed  Sacrament — the  pelican  and 
her  young;  the  bird  that  feeds  her  young  from 
her  own  "breast — that  bird  that  pierces  her  own 
breast  with  her  bill  that  her  starving  brood  may 
suck  out  the  blood  from  her  own  veins  and  live. 
You  know,  children,  this  is  what  Christ  our  Lord 
does  for  us.  He  opens  His  own  Heart  and  gives 
us  His  own  blood;  He  gives  us  His  fle.sh  and 


blood  ;  He  gives  Himself  entire  in  His  Bles.scd 
Sacrament.  It  was  a  pretty  thought.  It  was  more 
— it  was  a  precious  thought,  a  religious  thought, 
to  put  this  bird  looking  down  upon  her  bleeding 
breast,  and  her  little  pelicans  feeding  there,  next 
to  the  Bethlehem  Babe.  The  artist  has  made  the 
old  bird  look  down  very  sad  and  tender,  and  he 
has  made  the  young  birds  very  hungry,  and  their 
])lumage  is  remarkably  fine  and  glos.sy  for  wooden 
feathers.  In  another  division  is  the  Sacred  Heart 
of  our  Lord  pierced  with  the  thorns,  and  burning; 
and  in  another  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  His  dear 
Mother — and  that,  too,  has  a  sword  pierced 
through  it.  One  has  the  emblematic  lamb,  Holy 
little  Lamb  of  Calvary!  and  there  is  in  another  a 
heap  of  all  the  instruments  of  His  Pas.sion.  The 
cross,  and  the  ladder  they  went  u[)  on  to  take 
Him  down  from  the  cross ;  the  crown  of  thorns, 
the  scourge,  and  the  reed  with  which  they  smote 
Him  ;  the  s])ear,  the  hammer  and  the  nails — and 
this  picture  is  likewise  only  a  little  way  from  the 
Bethlehem  Babe.  It  makes  us  feel  sad  to  see  it  so 
near;  but  I  think  it  makes  us  love  the  dear  Babe 
more.  There  are  others  I  would  like  to  point  out 
to  you  all  around  this  beautiful  sanctuary,  but  I 
wish  to  describe  to  you  one  of  the  beauties  of 
Saint  Patrick's  Church,  one  th.at  I  can  never  forget 
to  remember,  so  fair  and  holy  is  the  glorious  im- 
])ression  it  makes  on  the  beholders.  So  we  will 
bow  reverently  down  before  the  high  altar  here 
a  moment,  and  then  go  softly  out,  as  we  have  but 
little  more  time  to  spare  to-day.  Ye.s,  we  must 
walk  very  reverently  down  the  aisle,  for  there  is 
one  of  the  holy  Saints  looking  down  at  us  from 
every  window,  or  a  holy  saint-ijicture  of  one.  And 
always,  my  dear  little  children  of  ilary,  as  well  as 
to  spend  every  moment  devoutly  while  iji  God's 
holy  house,  we  must  recollect  to  go  in  and  come 
out  reverently. 

Saint  Patrick's  is  the  next  most  elegant  church 
in  the  city.  "  More  so  than  the  Cathedral  ?"  asks 
little  Patrick,  at  the  left  of  my  chair.  (I  liave 
Mary  sit  at  the  right  to-day,  in  honor  of  her  name — 
it  is  the  Feast  of  the  Holy  Name  of  Mary,  you 
know,  to-day,  upon  which  I  am  writing  you  so 
long  a  letter.)  Bather  more  so,  I  think,  little  Pat- 
rick. There  is  one  grand  eflfect  about  the  church 
of  your  saint ;  in  the  body  of  the  church  there  are 
no  pillars.  The  view  from  the  altar,  of  the  con- 
gregation, is  one  unbroken  sea  of  heads  ;  a  grand 
sight  when  they  all  bow  at  Mass  and  Benediction. 
And  over  this  vast  congregation  arches  the  blue 
roofing  or  ceiling,  just  the  color  of  the  sky,  spark- 
ling thick  with  gold  stans,  over  the  entire  build- 
ing, reaching  or  rounding  down  with  the  sanc- 
tuary end,  to  the  floor  in  the  rear  of  the  holy  altar — 
one  unbroken  blue  sky  of  golden  star.s,  except  a 
space  or  ring  of  a  few  feet  in  vvidth,  over  in  front 
of  the  sanctuary,  where  alone  the  sky  is  broken 
up  into  clouds,  and  the  stara  have  disappeared ; 
but  instead  are  cherub-heads  thick  as  stars  else- 
where, or  angel-children,  peering  down  as  if  just 
come  to  Mass — to  adore  their  Lord,  coming  down 
at  the  consecration — to  watch  before  the  Blessed 
Sacrament.  The.effiect  is  angelic*  But  I  must 
close  here  now,  little  children.  +  f  t 


i 


AVE   MARIA. 


Vol.  I. 


NOTRE   DAME,    INDIANA,   OCT.  14,   1866.  No.  22. 


THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN 

rRBSENT  TO  TUK    MIND    OK   TUE    PROPHKT8   FROK 
TUB   BBOniNINa  OF  THE   WORLD. 


Buffalo,  September  25,  1865. 

Vkht  Rkv.  and  Dear  Sir  :  In  every  moment  of 
leisure  (they  have  been  few),  and  at  night  when  I 
could  not  sleep,  I  have  tried  to  comply  with  your 
wish  to  write  a  little  for  the  Ave  Maria.  I  thought 
it  best  to  string  Scripture  texts  together ;  alas,  I 
fear  that  they  are  too  little  known  in  their  sublime 
connection.  Subsequently,  if  God  wills,  I  may 
resume  more  precise  praise  of  our  Holy  Mother 
from  those  now  presented  in  close  connection, 

Moet  respectfully,  your  obedient  servant, 

JOHN,  Buhop  of  Buffalo. 

Adam  and  Eve,  in  the  mind  of  God,  conceived 
immaculate ;  and  created  by  Almighty  Power 
and  Love,  without  sin,  were  innocent,  noble  and 
glorious  creatures,  God  constituted  them  in  His 
own  image  and  likeness,  and  created  them  a 
blessed  conmiunion  with  Himself.  With  man,  God 
was  seen  "walking  in  Paradise;"  with  man,  God 
was  heard  "conversing  in  Paradise."  It  would 
seem,  as  holy  men  have  thought,  that  God  was 
preparing  the  yet  sinless  creatures,  made  to  His 
miage  and  likeness,  for  an  Incarnation,  by  which, 
even  had  redemption  not  been  necessary,  He 
would  have  espwusetl  our  human  nature,  and  ele- 
vated its  love,  its  prayer,  its  praise,  its  worship  to 
divine  value  and  power  by  closest  union  with  Him- 
self This  seems  to  be  implied  in  these  Prophetic 
words :  "And  His  going  forth  m  from  the  begin- 
ning, from  the  days  of  eternity."     Micheas,  v. 

Only  by  sin,  did  death  enter  into  the  world. 
Hence  innocent,  sinless  man,  after  passing  his 
short  earthly  trial  of  obedience,  would  have  re- 
ceived, as  reward  of  that  obedience,  the  joyous  ecs- 
tatic vision  of  God's  wondrous  beauty,  in  the  bliss- 
ful light  of  Heaven. 

But  Eve  was  deceived  by  the  false  sophisms  of 
the  disguised  father  of  lies;  she  fell,  and  drew 
Adam  into  her  fall :  "Adam  was  not  seduced ;  but 
the  woman  being  seduced,  was  in  the  transgres- 
sion." 1  Tim.,  li.  GJod's  sanctifying  grace,  and 
the  sweet  communion  with  God,  foreshadowing 
the  communion  of  Eternity,  in  beatific  vision,  were 
withdrawn.  The  soul,  now  become  weak,  could 
no  longer  hold  the  body  with  that  grasp  of  in- 
fused Divine  Power  which  before  had  made  death 
impossible.  "  By  sin  death  entered  into  the 
world."  Eternal  separation  from  the  Holy  God, 
(which  is  the  second  death,  and  the  most  awful  of 
the  sufferings  that  at&ict  lost  souLs,)  would  have 


been  man's  portion,  had  not  God  in  visible  form 
(perhaps  like  that,  with  which  His  Virgin  Mother 
subsequently  clothed  Him,)  heard  the  confession 
of  Adam  and  Eve,  given  them  their  penance,  and 
pardoned  them ;  though  only  after  tJu  great  jubiUs 
of  the  rarurreetion  would  He  assume  them  to 
heavenly  bliss. 

Most  touching  it  is  to  see  how  God,  who  knew 
that  confession  was  useful  to  lead  to  humility, 
without  which  the  pride  of  sin  could  not  be  par- 
doned, prompted  his  lost  children,  and  like  the 
good  eonfesftom,  whom  His  mercy  still  appoints,  ques- 
tioned them,  lest  pride  and  shame  might  make 
them  lose  the  just  humiliation  of  confession  ;  to 
which,  from  the  beginning,  JSe  willed  that  pardon 
for  the  pride  of  sin,  should  he  attached.  Adam 
answers  sincerely ;  he  does  not  say  that  he  was  de- 
ceived or  seduced ;  love  for  Eve  caused  bis  disobe- 
dience :  "The  woman  whom  Thou  gavest  me  to 
be  my  companion,  gave  me  of  the  tree,  and  I  did 
eat."  He  did  not  say :  I  doubted  your  word,  I 
believed  what  my  wife  told  me,  I  believed  what 
the  serpent  had  said.  No,  his  answer  is  rather :  I 
knew  that  she  had  been  deceived,  I  knew  that  she 
would  die ;  but  I  did  not  like  to  grieve  her.  "She 
gave  me  of  the  tree,  and  I  did  eat."  Eve  also 
makes  a  sincere  confession :  "  T/ie  serpent  deceived 
me  and  I  did  cat." 

The  judge  curses  the  serpent,  curses  even  the 
earth  on  which  the  sin  was  committed  ;  but  does 
not  curse  either  Adam  or  Eve.  As  a  kind  Father, 
He  reprimands  them,  gives  them  penance,  and 
promises  another  Eve,  and  another  Adam,  son  of 
that  second  Eve,  through  whom  the  head  of  the 
serpent  shall  be  crushed,  justice  be  restored,  and 
a  brighter,  holier  Eden  secured  to  man.  Hence, 
in  the  tenth  chapter  of  the  Book  of  Wisdom,  we 
are  told,  that  the  increated  wisdom  "  preserved 
him  that  was  first  formed  by  God,  the  father  of 
the  world,  when  he  was  created  alone ;  and  she 
brought  him  out  of  his  sin."  After  cursing  the 
father  of  lies,  disguised  in  the  form  of  a  serpent, 
the  Almighty  says :  "I  will  put  enmities  between 
thee  and  the  woman,  and  between  thy  seed  and 
her  seed:  She  shall  crush  thy  head,  and  thou 
shalt  lie  in  wait  for  her  heel." 

This  promise,  which  even  among  the  Gentiles, 
was  known,  and  called  "  the  Oracle  of  Oraclefs," 
became  the  hope  of  man.  In  some  form,  in  every 
age,  every  nation  preserved  it.  Innumerable  are 
the  allusions  to  it  in  the  old  Bible,  the  sacred 
book  of  the  Jews.  The  Divine  promise  to  Adam, 
the  Oracle  of  Oracles,  as  from  the  beginning  by 
all  it  was  called,  was  venerated  in  all  nations : 
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"The  Lamb  slain  from  the  beginning  of  the  world 
inspired  Abel,  as  he  put  his  figurative  lamb  on  the 
altar ;  and  also  urged  on  to  the  bloody  sacrifices, 
which  in  every  age,  through  primitive  venerable 
traditions,  more  or  less  faithfully  preserved,  typi- 
fied the  true  Lamb  and  the  sacred  divine  Atone- 
ment." 

About  two  thousand  years  before  Christ,  the 
Lord  said  to  Abraham :  "  Go  forth  out  of  thy 
country,  and  from  thy  kindred,  and  out  of  thy 
father's  house,  and  come  into  the  laud  which  I 
will  show  thee.  .  .  I  will  bless  them  that  bless 
thee,  and  cunse  them  that  curse  thee,  and  in  thee 
shall  all  the  kindreds  of  the  earth  be  blessed." 
According  to  God's  jjromise,  renewed  at  Hebron, 
but  against  the  laws  of  nature ;  when  Abraham 
was  one  hundred  years  old,  a  son  was  bora  to  him, 
and  called  Isaac,  that  is  Laughter,  for  Sarah  said : 
*'  God  hath  made  a  laughter  for  me :  whosoever 
will  hear  of  it,  will  laugh  with  me.  Who  would 
believe  that  Abraham  should  hear  that  Sarah  gave 
suck  to  a  son,  whom  she  bore  to  him  in  his  old 
age?" — God  orders  the  doting  father  to  sacrifice 
his  dear  Isaac,  but  when  the  youth  of  God's  prom- 
ises, and  of  the  father's  hope  is  bound,  for  sacri- 
fice on  the  rJtar,  the  Lord  stops  the  father's  hand, 
provides  a  ram  for  the  sacrifice  ;  and  says  :  "  By  I 
my  own  self  have  I  sworn,  saith  the  Lord :  be- 
cause thou  hast  done  this  thing,  and  hast  not 
spared  thy  only  begotten  son  for  my  sake  ;  I  will 
bless  thee,  and  I  will  multiply  thy  seed  as  the 
stars  of  heaven,  and  as  the  sand  that  is  by  the  sea 
shore.  .  .  And  in  thy  seed  shall  all  nations  of 
the  earth  be  blessed." 

Jacob,  the  grandson  of  Abraham,  pronouncing 
prophetical  blessings,  on  his  death-bed,  and  seem- 
ing to  hear  the  true  Lamb  uttering  His  mysterious 
words,  "  I  am  the  vine,"  he  says  to  Juda :  "  The 
sceptre  shall  not  be  taken  away  from  Juda,  nor  a 
ruler  from  his  ?'«w,  till  Ue  come  that  is  to  be  sent, 
and  He  shall  be  the  expectation  of  nations.  Ty- 
ing his  foal  to  the  vineyard,  and  his  ass,  O  my  son, 
to  the  tine.  He  shall  wash  His  robe  in  wine,  and 
his  garment  in  the  blood  of  the  grape." 

About  five  hundred  years  after  this,  Baalam,  a 
Gentile,  but  a  true  prophet  and  a  servant  of  God, 
until  the  pride  of  kings,  and  avarice  lid  seduced 
him;  beinghired  tocurselsrael, yet, inspiteof  him- 
self, forced  to  bless  the  people  whose  mysterious 
indestructible  existence,  and  whose  wondrous  mis- 
sion, he,  in  prophetic  vision,  saw  unfolding,  them- 
selves, in  the  distant  vista  of  ages,  exclaims:  "The 
hearer  of  the  words  of  God,  who  knoweth  the  doc- 
trines of  the  Most  High,  and  seeth  the  visions  of 
the  Almighty,  ithofaUing  hnth  his  eyes  opened,  says 
a  star  shall  rise  out  of  Jacob,  and  a  sceptre  shall 
spring  ui)  from  Israel ;  I  shall  see  him,  but  not  now\ 
I  shall  behold  him,  l)ut  not  near.  .  .  Out  of 
Jacob  shall  He  come  that  will  rale."  This  prophecy, 
famous  through  all  the  east,  must  have  been  re- 
membered by  the  Magi  w'hen  they  followed  the 
long  expected  star  towards  the  stable  of  Bethle- 
hem, to  adore  the  Infant  Ruler, 

About  the  same  time,  the  holy  man.  Job,  a  Gen- 
tile, but  a  faithful  servant  of  God,  consoled  him- 
self in  his  afflictions,  by  saying :  "I  know  that 


my  Redeemer  liveth,  and  in  the  last  day  I  shall 
rise  out  of  the  earth  ;  and  I  shall  be  clothed  again 
with  my  skin,  and  in  my  flesh,  I  shall  see  my  God : 
whom  I  myself  shall  see,  and  my  eyes  shall  be- 
hold Him  and  not  another:  this  my  hope  is  laid 
up  in  my  bosom."  In  the  God-Man,  Christ  Jesus, 
"All  the  fullness  of  the  Godhead  dwells coqjo rally." 
Job  saw  Him  in  Limbo,  and  most  probably  saw  and 
sees  Him  in  Heaven,  even  with  the  eyes  of  the 
body ;  since  that  body  may  be  one  of  those  bodies 
that  rose  at  the  Resurrection,  and  accompanied 
Christ  to  Heaven  when,  ascending  on  High,  He  led 
cajitivity  captive. 

But  one  of  the  most  remarkable  of  all  the  proph- 
ecies concerning  the  Bles.sed  Virgin  is  that  of  Isaias. 
Two  allied  kings  had  laid  siege  before  Jerusalem, 
against  Achaz,  King  of  Juda ;  the  Lord  sends  His 
prophet  to  the  trembling  King  of  Juda,  to  assure 
him  that  Jerusalem  shall  not  be  taken,  and  then 
he  says:  "Behold  th£  Virgin  shall  conceive,  and 
bear  a  Son ;  and  His  name  shall  be  called  Em- 
manuel," that  is,  "  God  with  us."  Is.  vii. 

In  the  course  of  time  the  Archangel  Gabriel 
was  sent  by  God  to  the  great  and  holy  Prophet 
Daniel  in  the  Palace  of  Kings ;  the  prophet  says : 
"  When  he  was  come,  I /ell  on  my  face  trembling  ;" 
and  when  the  angel  liad  disappeared,  the  prophet 
says :  "And  I  Daniel  languished,  and  was  sick  for 
some  days."     How  different  from  the  effect  of  the 
angel's  visit  to  Mary  !     Soon  after,  whilst  Daniel 
was  praying  for  mercy  upon  Israel,  the  same  holy 
Archangel    came  to   him,  and   said :    "  Seventy 
weeks  are  shoitened  upon  thy  people,  and  upon 
thy  holy  city,  that  transgression  may  be  finished, 
and  sin  may  have  an  end,  and  iniquity  may  be 
abolished :  and  everlasting  justice  may  be  brought; 
and  vision  and  prophecy  may  be  fulfilled,  and 
the  Saint  of  saints  may  be  anointed.    Know  then, 
therefore,  and  take  notice,  that  the  going  forth  of 
the  word  to  build  up  Jerusalem  again,  unto  Christ, 
the  Prince,  there  shall  be  seven  weeks,  and  sixty- 
two  weeks.     .     .     .     And  after  si::ty-two  weeks, 
Christ  shall  be  slain  ;  and  the  people  that  shall 
deny  Him,  sJudl  not  be  His.    .    .    .    And  He  shall 
confirm  the  covenant  with  many,  in  one  week : 
and  in  the  half  of  the  week,  the  victim  and  the 
sacrifice  shall  fail  ;  and  there  shall  be  in  the  tem- 
ple, the  abomination  of  desolation  ;  and  the  deso- 
lation shall  continue  even  to  the  consummation,  and 
to  the  end."     Sixty-nine  weeks  after  the  ep(K'h, 
indicated  by  Qa.hrie\,  four  hu7idi'ed  and eigJUy-three 
years  after,  a  year  for  a  day,  according  to  Leviti- 
cus, XXV,  8,  Christ  was  baptized,  and  anointed, 
when  the  Holy  Ghost  descended,  as  a  dove,  upon 
Him.     In  the  half  of  the  other  week,  that  is  in 
about  three  and  a  half  years,  Christ  by  His  Sacri- 
fice on  the  Cross,  abolished  all  the  sacrifices.    The 
abomination  of  desolation    soon  then  began  in 
Jerusalem,  and  in    its   temple.     Both  were  de- 
stroyed.   The  Covenant  was  cf)nfinned  with  many. 
And  "  the  stone  cut  of  a  mountain  without  hands, 
struck  the  statue  upon  the  feet  thereof,  that  were 
of  iron  and  of  clay,  and  broke  them  in  pieces. 
But  the  stone  that  .struck  the  statue  became  a 
great  mountain,  and  filled  the  whole  earth."  God's 
Church  was  established,  man  redeemed. 
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Seven  hundred  and  fifty-eight  years  before 
Christ,  the  Prophet  Micheas  exchiims:  And  thou 
Uethlehi-m,  Epiirata,  art  a  little  one  among  the 
thousands  of  Juda;  ont  of  thee  shall  He  come 
forth  nnto  me,  that  is  to  be  the  Ruler  in  Israel ;  and 
hill  going  forth  i*from.  thf  hrginning,fro':>  the  dayt 
of  eternity.  Therefore  will  He  give  them  up,  even 
till  the  time  wherein  »Ac*  that  tnivaileth,  m/mH 
bring  forth ;  and  the  remnant  of  his  brethren 
shall  be  converted  to  the  children  of  Israel  .  .  . 
and  they  shall  be  ecmverted,  for  now  shall  He  be 
magnified  even  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  And  He 
shall  be  our  peace,  t  How  Bethlehem,  and  Je-sus, 
and  Mary  are  /w/y  connected ! 

8ix  hundred  and  twenty-nine  years  before 
Christ,  Jeremias  the  Prophet  both  of  Jews  and 
Gentiles,  sees  the  state  of  the  expected  Saviour,  as 
Mary  sadly  knew  him,  when  a  csive  was  their 
place  to  lodge,  and  when  they  had  to  fly  iTomthe 
jealousy  of  Herod  :  "O  Expectation  of  Israel,  the 
Saviour  thereof  in  time  of  trouble;  why  wilt 
Thou  be  as  a  stranger  in  the  land,  and  as  a  way- 
faring man  turning  in  to  lodge?  Why  wilt  Thou 
be  as  a  wandering  man,  as  a  mighty  man  that 
cannot  save  *  But  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  among  us, 
and  thy  name  is  called  upon  us;  forsake  us  not." 
Jer.  xiv.  The  Church  repeats  every  day,  the  last 
lines  of  this  prophecy  in  the  chapter  at  Complins. 
In  the  81st  chapter,  Jeremias  giving  the  strongest 
reasons  for  Israel  to  hasten  its  conversion,  says : 
"For  the  Lord  hath  created  a  new  thing  upon  the 
earth  :  A  woman  s/uill  compri^a  a  vian."  (In  the 
Hebrew  as  it  now  is :  "The  Lord  hath  created  a 
new  thing  in  a  woman.")  "Thus  saith  the  Lord 
of  Hosts,  the  God  of  Israel :  As  yet  shall  they  say 
this  word  in  the  land  of  Juda,  when  I  shall  bring 
back  their  captivity :  The  Lord  bless  thee,  the 
beautyof  justice,  the  holy  mountain.  .  .  .  For 
I  have  inebriated  the  weary  soul :  and  I  have  fill- 
ed every  hungi^  soul.  .  .  .  BehoVd  the  days 
shall  come,  saith  the  Lord,  and  I  will  make  a  new 
covenant  v.itli  the  house  of  Israel,  and  with  the 
house  of  Juda;  not  according  to  the  covenant 
which  I  made  with  their  Fatliers:  the  covenant 
which  th^y  made  void.  But  thi«  shall  be  the  cov- 
enant that  I  will  make  with  the  house  of  Israel, 
after  thc«e  days,  saith  the  Lord  :  I  will  give  my 
law  in  their  bowels,  and  I  will  write  it  in  their 
heari ;  and  I  will  be  their  God,  and  they  shall  be 
my  people.  And  they  shall  teach  no  more  every 
man  his  neighl)or,  and  everj'  man  his  brother,  say- 
ing: Know  the  Lord;  for  all  shall  know  Me, 
from  the  letist  of  them  to  the  greatest,  8;ilth  the 
Lord,  and  I  will  remember  their  sin  no  more." 
The  New  Testament,  in  innumerable  texts,  proves 
how  wonderfully  this  was  fulfilled;  read  espe- 
cially 3  Cor.  iii,  3-10;  Heb.  xvi;  John  vi,  46,  etc. 

Six  hundred  yeai-s  before  C'hrlst,  the  Prophet 
Habacuc,  seeing  the  future  in  holy  vision,  says: 
"O  Lord,  Thy  work,  in  the  midst  of  years  briug  it 

•  The  Vnlgnte  ha«  :  "  Usque  ad  tfmput,  in  quo  parturient 
pariet.''^  The  Septuogint :  "  Vtqve  ad tentput  naAentit ;  pa- 
riet,  el  reliquitejratrum  eorum  rerertentur  a/tjllloe  Jsrael. 

t  Soinl  Jerome  naytt  of  ihl«  text :  "  It  may  ba  aleo  under- 
BtocKl  thus  :  I'lilil  tlie  tinio  when  the  Virgin  shall  bring  forth, 
after  which,  when  her  Infiint  will  have  received  U»e  HpoilH  of 
Samariii  and  the  4tren<;ita  of  DamaHcnf,  in  the  dentruciiun  of 
the  J«w1j1i  pc'^ple,  a  remnant  of  iHruel  ■•'aaJl  be  BBVod,  etc." 


to  life.  In  the  midst  of  years  Thou  shalt  make  it 
known  :  when  Thou  art  angry.  Thou  wilt  remember 
mercy.  OoJ  will  eomefrum  *hc  South,  and  thr  holy 
one  from  Mount  Pharon.  The  hills  of  the  world 
were  l>owed  down,  by  the  journies  of  His  eternity, 
.  .  .  Thou  cutest  forth  for  tlie  salvation  of 
Thy  people;  f  r^altaUo.i  with  Thy  ChrinV  .  .  . 
But  I  will  rejoice  in  the  Lord,  and  I  will  joy  in 
Gofl,  my  Jesus." 

Five  hundred  and  nineteen  years  before  Christ, 
the  prophet  Aggeus,  consoling  the  aged  Jews,  as 
they  mourned  because  the  second  temple,  tliongh 
splendid,  was  inferior  to  that  of  Solomon,  said: 
"Thus  saith  the  Lord  of  Hosts:  yet  a  little  time, 
and  I  will  move  Heaven  and  earth,  and  the  sea 
and  the  dry  land.  And  I  will  move  all  nations: 
And  ihe  Desireil  of  all  tuitions  nhull  come,  and  I 
will  fill  this  house  with  glory,  saith  the  Lord  of 
Hosts."  "Great  shall  be  the  glory  of  this  last 
hou.se  more  than  that  of  the  first,  saith  the  lyord 
of  Ho.sts:  and  in  this  j)l/tce  I  will  g ice  peace,  saith 
the  Lord  of  Hosts." 

Zacharia.s,  contemporary  with  the  last  named 
prophet,  sees,  in  holy  visions  of  the  future,  much 
that  Mary  saw  with  her  own  eyes.  Exultingly 
this  prophet  cries  out,  "Rejoice  greatly,  O  Daugh- 
ter of  Sion,  shout  for  joy,  O  Daughter  of  Jerusa- 
lem :  Behold  thy  King  will  come  to  thee,  the  Just 
and  the  Saviour,  He  is  poor,  and  riding  upon  an 
ass,  and  ui>on  a  colt  the  foal  of  an  ass.  .  .  . 
And  His  power  shall  be  from  sea  to  sea,  and 
from  the  rivers  even  to  the  ends  of  the  earth." 
Then  speaking  to  the  Saviour,  he  says :  "Thou 
also,  by  the  blood  of  Thy  testament,  hast  sent  forth 
Thy  prisoners  out  of  the  pit,  wherein  is  no  water. 
Return  to  the  strong-hold,  ye  prisoners  of  ho/>e." 
The  prophetseesthesufferingsof  Christ,  .sees  Him 
judging  the  world,  exults  in  the  fullness  of  peace 
and  joy  that  shall  follow;  and,  between  the  suf- 
ferings and  the  jo"  depicts  what  is  ever  seen  in 
the  Catholic  Church,  but  never  more  strikingly, 
than  in  Passion  and  Holy  Week.  "Thus  saith 
the  Lord.  ...  In  that  day  I  will  pour  out 
upon  the  house  of  David,  and  upon  the  inhabit- 
ants of  Jemsalem,  the  sjnrit  of  grace  and  of 
prayer:  and  they  shall  look  upon  Me,  whom  they 
have  pierced;  and  they  shall  mourn  for  Him,  as 
one  mourneth  for  an  only  Son :  and  they  shall 
grieve  over  Him,  as  the  manner  is  to  grieve  for. 
the  death  of  the  first  born."  Saint  John,  cUing 
from  the  Hebrew,  in  his  Gospel,  xix,  37,  quotes 
par'i;s  of  the  verse,  when  he  narraLCsthat  our  Lord 
was  pierced  on  the  crcs.s. 

F(nir  hundred  years  before  the  birth  of  Christ, 
Mahichiiw,  the  last  of  the  prophets,  closes  the  an- 
ticipated history  of  the  coming  Sixviour-God,  by 
reproaches  and  haly  promises.  By  this  prophet  the 
Lord  God  Jehovah  says:  "I  have  no  pleasure  in 
you,  saiih  the  God  of  Hosts.  And  I  will  not  re- 
ceive a  gift  at  your  hand.  For  from  the  rising  of 
the  sun,  even  to  the  going  down,  my  name  is 
great  among  the  Gentiles :  and,  in  every  place, 
there  is  sacrifice,  and  there  is  offered  to  my  name 
a  clean  oblation  :  for  my  name  is  great  among  the 
Gentiles,  saiih  the  Lord  God  of  hosts.  .  .  . 
Behold  I  send  my  angel,  and  he  shall  prepare  the 
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way  before  My  face.  And  presently  the  Lord 
whom  you  seek,  and  the  angel  of  the  testament, 
whom  you  desire,  shall  come  to  His  temple.  .  .  . 
And  who  shall  be  able  to  think  of  the  day  of  His 
coming  ?  .  .  .  And  the  sacrifice  of  Juda  and 
Jerusalem  shall  please  the  Lord,  as  in  the  days  of 
old,  and  in  the  ancient  years.  ,  ,  .  Behold  I 
will  send  you  Ellas  the  prophet,  before  the  com- 
ing of  the  great  and  dreadful  day  of  the  Lord. 
And  he  shall  turn  the  heart  of  the  fathers  to  the 
children,  and  the  heart  of  the  children  to  their 
fathers:  lest  I  come  and  strike  the  earth  with 
Anathema." 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that  a  book  might 
be  easily  made  up  of  prophecies  as  clear  as  those 
here  cited.  The  present  selection  is  hastily  made, 
in  reference  principally  to  the  incarnation  of  the 
expectation  of  all  nations,  and  of  all  ages,  expected 
to  be  bom,  and  actually  bom  of  a  Virgin  Mother. 
And,  as  Jews  and  Gentiles  tell  us,  never  was  that 
expectation  more  vivid,  never  were  prayers  for 
His  coming  more  fervent,  than  when  Jesus  came. 
In  the  first  chapter  of  Saint  John's  Gospel,  we 
read  thus :  "Jesus  saw  Nathaniel  coming  to  him, 
and  he  saith  of  him :  Behold  an  Israelite  indeed, 
in  whom  there  is  no  guile.  Nathaniel  said  to 
Hitn :  Whence  hnoieest  Thou  me  ?  Jesus  answered 
and  said  to  him :  Before  that  Philip  called  thee, 
when  thou  wast  under  the  fig-tree,  I  saw  thee. 
Nathaniel  answered  him,  and  said  :  Rabbi,  thou 
art  the  Son  of  Ood/  Thau  aii,  tlie  King  of  Israel. 
Jesus  answered,  and  said  to  him :  Because  I  said 
unto  thee,  /  saw  thee  under  the  fig-tree,  thou  be- 
lievest :  greater  things  than  these  shalt  thou  see. 
And  he  saith  to  him :  "Amen,  Amen,  I  say  to  you, 
you  shall  see  the  Heaven  opened,  and  the  angels 
of  God  ascending  and  descending  upon  the  Son 
of  Man."  Nathaniel  was  no  doubt  praying  that 
God  would  soon  send  "the  Virgin  who  should 
conceive  and  bear  a  son,  who  would  be  God  with 
us,  Emmanuel."  Nathaniel  had  taken  all  possible 
precautions  that  no  human  being  should  see  him, 
when  he,  like  Daniel,  "Set  his  face  to  the  Lord 
his  God,  to  pray,  and  to  make  supplication  with 
fasting,  in  sack-cloth  and  ashes.".  And  when 
Jesus  told  him  that  "ichih  lie  was  under  the  fig-tree, 
He  saw  him,"  Nathaniel  felt  that  he  was  tTien  in 
the  presence  of  the  God  to  whom,  and  for  whom, 
he  had  then  most  fervently  prayed.  In  reference 
to  the  Incarnation  of  the  Son  of  God,  the  Arch- 
angel Gabriel  had  been  several  times  sent  to  the 
prophet  Daniel ;  who  "fell  on  his  face,  trembling, 
.  ,  .  and  languished,  and  was  sick  some  days," 
from  the  awe  he  felt  in  presence,  of  the  great 
Archangel,  The  next  embassy  on  which  he  was 
sent  by  the  Most  High,  was  to  Zachary,  High 
Priest  of  that  year.  Thus  the  Holy  Scripture 
narrates  it : 

"  There  was  in  the  days  of  Herod  the  King  of 
Judea,  a  certain  priest  named  Zachary,  of  the 
course  of  Abia,  and  his  wife  was  of  the  daughters 
of  Aaron,  and  her  name  Elizabeth.  And  they 
were  both  just  before  God,  walking  in  all  the  com- 
mandments and  justifications  of  the  Lord  without 
blame.  And  they  had  no  son ;  for  that  Elizabeth 
was  barren,  and  they  both  were  well  advanced  in 


years.  And  it  came  to  pass,  that  while  he  exe- 
cuted the  priestly  office  before  God,  in  the  order 
of  his  course,  according  to  the  custom  of  the 
priestly  office,  it  was  his  lot  to  offer  incense,  going 
into  the  temple  of  the  Lord.  And  all  the  multi- 
tude of  the  people  was  praying  without,  at  the 
hour  of  incense.  And  there  appeared  to  him  an 
angel  of  the  Lord,  standing  on  the  right  side  of 
the  altar  of  incense.  And  Zachary  seeing  him, 
was  troubled,  and  fear  fell  upon  him :  but  the 
angel  said  to  him.  Fear  not  Zachary,  for  thy 
prayer  is  heard,  and  thy  wife  Elizabeth  shall  bear 
thee  a  son ;  and  thou  shalt  call  his  name  John ; 
and  thou  shalt  have  joy  and  gladness ;  and  many 
shall  rejoice  at  his  birth :  for  he  shall  be  great 
before  the  Lord ;  and  shall  drink  no  wine  nor 
strong  drink;  and  he  shall  be  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost,  even  from  his  mother's  womb:  and 
he  shall  convert  many  of  the  children  of  Israel, 
to  the  Lord  their  God :  and  he  shall  go  before 
Him,  in  the  spirit  and  power  of  Elias ;  that  he 
may  turn  the  hearts  of  the  fathers  to  the  children, 
and  the  incredulous  to  the  wisdom  of  the  just,  to 
prepare  for  the  Lord  a  perfect  people.  And 
Zachary  said  to  the  angel :  Whereby  shall  I  know 
this ;  for  I  am  an  old  man,  and  my  wife  advanced 
in  years.  And  the  angel  answering  said  to  him  : 
I  am  Gabriel  who  stand  before  God ;  and  am  sent 
to  speak  to  thee,  and  to  bring  to  thee  these  good 
tidings.  And,  belu>ld  thou  shalt  be  dumb,  and  shalt 
not  be  able  to  speak  until  the  day  wherein  these 
things  shall  come  to  pass ;  because  thou  hast  not  be- 
lieved my  words,  which  shall  be  fulfilled  in  their 
time.  And  the  people  were  waiting  for  Zachary : 
and  they  wondered  that  he  stayed  so  long  in  the 
temple.  And  when  he  came  out  he  could  not  speak 
to  them  :  and  they  understood  that  he  had  seen  a 
vision  in  the  temple.  And  he  made  signs  to  them 
and  remained  dumb. 

.  "  And  it  came  to  pass  after  the  days  of  his  office 
were  accomplished,  that  he  departed  to  his  own 
house.  And  after  those  days  his  wife  Elizabeth 
conceived,  and  hid  herself  five  months  saying: 
Thus  hath  the  Lord  dealt  with  me  in  the  days 
wherein  He  hath  regard  to  take  away  my  re- 
proach among  men."  Quite  different  in  his  em- 
bassy to  Mary,  was  the  conduct  of  the  Archangel, 
from  what  it  had  been  to  the  holy  Prophet  Daniel 
and  to  Zachary,  who  was  just  and  blameless  before 
God  and  man.  "And  in  the  sixth  month,  the 
Angel  Gabriel  was  sent  from  God  into  a  city  of 
Galilee,  called  Nazareth,  to  a  Virgin  espoused  to 
a  man  whose  name  was  Joseph,  of  the  house  of 
David :  and  the  name  of  the  Virgin  was  Mary. 
And  the  angel  being  come  in,  said  to  her :  Hail 
full  of  grace,  the  Lord  is  with  thee  :  blessed  art 
thou  among  women.  And  when  she  had  heard, 
she  was  troubled  at  his  saying,  and  thought  with 
herself,  what  manner  of  salutation  this  should  be. 
And  the  angel  said  to  her:  Fear  not  Mary  :  for 
thou  hast  found  grace  with  God.  Behold  thou 
shalt  conceive  in  thy  womb,  and  shalt  bring  forth 
a  Son :  and  thou  shalt  call  Him  Jesus :  He  shall 
be  great,  and  shall  be  called  the  Squ  of  the  Most 
High :  and  the  Lord  God  shall  give  unto  Ilim  the 
throne  of  David  His  Father,  and  He  shall  reign 


AVE    MARIA. 


34:1 


in  the  hoiiso  of  Jacob  for  over,  and  of  His  King- 
dom there  simll  he  no  end.  And  Miiry  said  to  tlie 
angt'l :  How  hIihII  tills  l>e  done,  becauho  I  know 
not  man.  And  the  angel  anflwcring,  Bald  tu  her: 
The  Holy  Ghost  shall  come  upon  thee:  and  the 
power  of  the  Most  High  shall  overshadow  thee  ; 
and  thefore  also  the  Holy  which  shall  be  Iwrn  of 
thee,  shall  be  called  the  Son  of  Qod.  And  behold, 
thy  cousin  Elizabeth,  she  hath  alao  conceived  a  son 
in  her  old  age,  and  this  is  the  sixth  month  with 
her  that  is  called  barren,  because  no  word  shall 
be  impossible  with  God.  And  Mary  said:  Behold 
the  handmaid  of  the  Lord,  be  it  done  to  me  ac- 
cording to  thy  word,  and  the  angel  departed  from 
her.  And  Mary  rising  up  in  those  days,  went 
into  the  mountainous  country  with  haste  into  a  city 
of  Judea :  and  she  entered  into  the  house  of  Zach- 
ary  and  saluted  EIizal>eth.  And  it  came  to  pass, 
that  when  Elizabeth  heard  the  salutation  of  Mary, 
the  infant  leaped  in  her  womb,  and  Elizabeth  was 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost :  and  she  cried  out  with 
a  loud  voice  and  said :  Blessed  art  thou  among 
women,  and  blessed  is  the  fruit  of  thy  womb. 
And  whence  is  this  to  me,  that  the  Mother  of  my 
Lord  should  come  to  me,  for,  behold,  as  soon  as 
the  voice  of  the  salutation  sounded  in  my  ears, 
the  infant  in  my  womb  leaped  for  joy ;  and  blessed 
art  thou  that  ha-^t  l>elieved,  because  those  things 
shall  be  accomplished,  that  were  spoken  to  thee 
by  the  Lord.  And  Mary  said :  My  soul  doth  mag- 
nify the  Lord  and  my  spirit  hath  rejoiced  in  God 
ray  Saviour;  because  He  hath  regarded  the  hu- 
mility of  His  handmaid,  for,  behold  from  hents- 
forth  all  generations  ahull  call  me  blessed,  for  He 
that  is  mighty,  has  done  great  things  to  me,  and 
holy  is  Uis  name.  And  His  mercy  is  from  genera- 
tion to  generation  to  them  that  fear  Him,  He 
hath  shown  might  in  His  arm.  He  hath  scattered 
the  proud  in  the  conceit  of  their  heart :  He  hath 
put  down  the  mighty  from  their  seat  jind  hath  ex- 
alted the  humble.  He  hath  filled  the  hungry  with 
good  things,  and  the  rich  He  hath  sent  away 
empty.  He  hath  received  Israel  His  servant  being 
mindful  of  His  mercy.  As  He  spoke  to  our  fathers, 
to  Abraham  and  to  his  seed  for  ever.  And  Mary 
abode  with  her  about  three  months,  and  she  re- 
turned to  her  own  house." 

Our  ruin  began  by  Eve;  our  restoration,  to 
more  than  primeval  grandeur,  begins  by  Mary : 
the  father  of  lies,  under  the  serpent's  mask,  brings 
death  to  Eve,  and  to  us ;  the  Archangel  Gabriel, 
Ambassador  from  the  God  of  Mercy,  brings  life 
to  us,  through  the  spotless  and  faithful  Virgin 
Mary.  Eve  was  a  virgin,  and  Mary  was  a  virgin. 
The  virgin  Eve  had  a  husband ;  the  Virgin  Mary 
had  a  husband;  but,  like  his  immaculate  wife, he 
had  bound  himself  to  perfect  chastity,  by  holy 
vows.  An  angel  of  darkness,  by  flattering  and 
deceiving  Eve,  brings  woe  and  death  upon  her 
and  upon  her  race.  An  angel  of  light  establishes, 
more  and  more  firmly,  Mary  in  true  humility,  and 
consequently  in  true  grandeur,  by  teaching,  "  that 
nothing  is  impossible  to  God."  And  Mary  bows 
her  virginal  head  and  says :  "Behold  the  hand- 
maid ol  the  Lord ;  be  it  done  unto  mo  according 
to  thy  word."    Then  instantly  "  the  Holy  Ghost 


I  came  upon  her,  and  the  power  of  the  Most  High 

/  overshadowed  her.     .     .     .      •  And  the  xoord  was 

1  nuid^s  Jlesh.'     .     .     .     And  God  sent  Uis  only  be- 

i  gotten  Son,  made  of  a  uoman,  made  under  the  law." 

This  woman  is  to  be  the  second  Eve ;  this  man  is 

the  Gud-Man,  the  second  Adam.    Thus  does  God, 

to  all  tliat  obey  Him,  far  more  than  repair  the 

evil  done  by  the  first  Eve,  and  by  the  first  Adam. 

Hence,  if  grateful  and  obedient,  we  in  Heaven 

will  sing,  what  already  on  earth  our  Holy  Church 

sings,  each  Holy  Saturday:   O  Felix  culpa,  qua 

tale/n  ae  tanbum  tneruit  habere  Hedemptorem."    "  O 

happy  fault  of  Adam,  which  caused  us  to  have 

such,  and  so  great  a  Redeemer!" 

SAINT  TERESA. 

Speaking  of  the  Carmelite  Order,  the  talented 
authoress  of  a  recent  interesting  English  publica- 
tion, entitled  "Religious  Orders,"  offers  the  follow- 
ing gracious  tribute  to  the  glorious  Saint  Teresa 
of  Jesus,  whose  festival  falls  on  the  fifteenth  of 
October : 

"  As  time  progresses  from  the  period  of  which 
we  have  been  speaking,  the  first  fervor  of  the  chil- 
dren of  Carmel  grew  cold ;  the  fine  gold  was  dim  ; 
the  love  of  unnecessary  dispensations  crept  in, 
and  then  came  all  its  attendant  evils.  But  where, 
save  in  the  Church's  pale,  are  miracles  seen  like 
unto  her  reforms  ? — reforms  which  bind  together, 
and  gather  in,  and  strengthen  the  weak,  and  raise 
up  the  fallen ;  reforms  which  kindle  up  fire  out 
of  what  looks  like  heaps  of  ashes :  so  in  this  in- 
stance, the  mighty  prayer  had  gone  up  from  the 
Mother's  heart  to  save  the  Order  which  bore  her 
name  and  sign.  And  the  "  still  small  voice  "  came 
into  Spain,  and  spoke  to  the  heart  of  one  des- 
tined to  be  His  instrumenL  Was  it  a  holy  Priest 
or  zealous  Bishop  ?  No ;  it  was  a  young  and 
beautiful  Spanish  girl,  with  so  delicate  a  consti- 
tution, tliat  on  her  entrance  into  religion  she 
would  not  choose  the  Order  of  Saint  Augustin, 
as  being  too  severe,  but  entered  the  then  mitiga- 
ted Order  of  Mount  Carmel.  It  is  not  our  inten- 
tion to  trace  the  history  of  Saint  Teresa,  for  her 
biography  is  well  known  to  all.  All  over  the 
Catholic  world  has  her  £une  spread ;  her  picture 
brings  her  familiarly  before  our  eyes,  and  her 
sweet  name  is  a  household  word.  We  know  her 
well,  with  the  burning  soul  speaking  in  those 
large,  dark  Spanish  eyes ;  we  see  the  rude  Carme- 
lite habit,  which  yet  cannot  conceal  the  majesty 
of  her  form,  worn  though  it  be  with  penance  and 
sickness — that  sickness  which  she  loved  so  well, 
saying  that  it  was  sent  to  her  beoiuse  she  should 
not  have  had  courage  to  seek  so  much  suffering 
for  herself  We  see  her  hand  holding  the  pen 
with  which  she  traced  those  wonderful  works  that 
have  raised  her  to  be  considered  a  teacher  in  the 
Church.  We  see  her  smile,  full  of  raptured  love, 
and  we  can  almost  hear  her  cry,  in  low,  impas- 
sioned tones,  as  she  speaks  to  her  Beloved — '  Oth- 
ers may  serve  Thee  better — that  I  do  not  deny ; 
but  that  others  should  love  Thee  more,  that  I  will 
never  suffer.' " 

To  such  a  soul  was  committed  the  reform  of 
Mount  Carmel,  and  we  cannot  wonder  that  it  was 
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eventually  accomplished.  Long  indeed  and  weary 
was  the  task !  The  enemy  did  his  worst  against 
the  Teresa  whom  he  so  hated ;  but,  weak  woman 
as  she  was,  she  came  oflF  victorious.  In  vain  did 
he  raise  storms  against  her  outwardly  ;  her  cour- 
age and.  perseverance  survived  them.  In  vain 
did  he  strive  to  darken  her  spirit ;  her  deep  love 
could  know  no  change.  In  vain  did  he  shut  the 
hearts  of  men,  so  that  she,  on  one  occasion,  found 
herself  in  the  town,  where  she  had  come  to  found 
a  monastery  of  the  reform,  pcssessing  only  a  few 
ducats  in  her  pocket  with  which  to  commence  the 
work.  "  Teresa  and  these  ducats  are  nothing," 
said  she;  "but  God,  Teresa,  and  these  ducats,  are 
more  than  enough."  What  wonder,  then,  before 
her  death,  she  saw  seventeen  convents  of  women, 
and  fifteen  of  men,  adopting  her  reform.  Did 
any  thought  of  pride  or  of  human  exultation  min- 
gle with  her  retrospect  ?  "  Let  us  carry  your  body 
back  with  us  to  Avila,"  prayed  her  weeping  Re- 
ligious. "  Will  they  refuse  me  here  a  little  earth  V" 
answered  she,  who  almost  then  could  hear  the  echo 
of  that  praise,  in  which  the  praise  of  earth  is  lost. 

It  was  at  the  time  when  the  archfiend  prompted 
Luther,  the  apostate  monk  of  Wittemberg,  to  blas- 
pheme against  good  works,  and  against  the  vows 
of  chastity,  poverty,  and  obedience,  that  God 
raised  up  Saint  Teresa  to  restore  to  the  Church 
that  legion  of  devoted  and  ascetic  souls  in  the 
Carmelite  Order,  whose  prayers  brought  down 
benedictions  upon  the  earth  and  restored  it  to  its 
fealty  at  the  moment  that  Satan  sought  so  boldly 
to  usurp  God's  place  by  the  wild  heresies  of  the 
sixteenth  century. 

Teresa  Was  born  of  noble  parents,  at  Avila,  in 
Old  Castile.  From  her  tenderest  youth  God  in- 
clined her  to  the  love  of  His  service.  When  only 
seven  years  did  she  took  great  delight  in  reading 
the  Lives  of  the  Saints,  in  company  with  her  lit- 
tle brother,  Rodriguez.  These  children  were 
amazed  at  the  thought  of  eternity,  and  even  at  so 
early  an  age  felt  impelled  to  despise  all  the  things 
of  earth,  and  value  them  at  the  price  of  eternity. 
Frequently  they  would  repeat  to  each  other,  "For- 
ever—forever ;  eternity  will  last  forever/"  And 
the  martyrs  were  the  sp.ecial  objects  of  their  child- 
ish admiration  ?  in  imitation  of  these  Christian 
heroes,  the  two  children  resolved  to  go  into  the 
country  of  the  Moors,  in  hopes  that  they  would  be 
Ehartyred  for  their  faith.  They  privately  left 
their  father's  house,  and  joyfully  passed  out  into 
the  open  country,  fully  determined  to  offer  their 
lives  to  God.  But  their  absence  was  discovered, 
and  the  young  would-be  martyrs  were  soon  over- 
taken by  their  uncle,  who  safely  brought  them  back 
to  their  frightened  mother.  On  being  reprimand- 
ed, Rodriguez  laid  all  the  blame  upon  his  little  sis- 
ter. Thwarted  in  this  desire,  Teresa  and  her  broth- 
er rfesolved  to  become  hermits  at  home,  and  they 
tried  to  build  for  themselves  little  hermitages  of 
stones  in  the  garden ;  but  these  they  were  never 
able  to  finish. 

Teresa's  mother  early  inspired  her  with  a  most 
tender  devotion  to  tlie  Blessed  Virgin ;  and  on 
her  mother's  death,  Teresa,  who  was  then  twelve 
years  old,  threw  herself  in  great  grief  upon  her 


knees  before  an  image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and 
besought  her  with  many  tears  to  be  henceforth  a 
mother  to  her. 

Such  v.'as  the  beautiful  childhood  of  our  Saint. 
In  her  life,  written  by  herself,  she  deeply  deplores 
the  faults  into  which  she  fell  at  the  age  of  fifteen, 
by  reading  romances,  and  from  the  perriicious  so- 
ciety of  a  vain,  frivolous  cousin.  She  says  "This 
fault  of  reading  romances  failed  not  to  cool  my 
good  desires,  and  was  the  cause  of  my  falling 
into  many  defects.  I  could  not  be  satisfied  if  I 
had  not  some  new  romance  in  my  hand."  Her  de- 
votions were  laid  aside  ;  her  rosary,  once  her  con- 
stant companion,  now  hung  unnoticed  by  her  cru- 
cifix ;  and  the  lives  of  the  glorious  heroes  of 
Christianity,  that  had  formerly  so  inflamed  her 
heart,  v/ere  cast  aside  for  the  frivolous  inventions 
of  the  novelist. 

Her  father,  deeply  grieved  at  the  alteration, 
and  finding  it  impossibe  to  separate  her  from  the 
vain  society  of  the  cousin  who  encouraged  in  her 
this  perverted  taste  for  the  idle  romances  of  the 
day,  determined  to  place  her  in  a  convent  v/here 
many  young  pers-)ns  of  rank  were  educated.  The 
happy  quiet  of  her  new  home  soon  became  very 
delightful  to  Teresa ;  her  former  feelings  returned, 
and  she  sincerely  repented  of  the  faults  into  which 
she  had  fallen.  After  a  year  and  a  half  spent  in 
this  happy  life,  she  was  taken  home  on  account  of 
sickness  ;  and  to  restore  her  health  she  spent  some 
time  at  the  country  house  of  a  very  pious  uncle. 
There  she  read  many  works  which  treated  of  the 
vanity  of  the  v/orld  and  the  immense  difference 
between  temporal  and  eternal  interests.  After 
many  struggles  and  conflicts  with  herself,  she  fi- 
nally resolved  to  embrace  a  religious  life;  and 
during  her  novitiate  she  was  blessed  with  rare 
spiritual  favors,  which  abundantly  rewarded  her 
for  the  severe  interior  trials  she  underwent  in  de- 
termining her  vocation.  The  first  years  of  her 
conventual  life  were  marked  by  a  complication  of 
severe  physical  sufferings ;  the  patience  with  which 
she  bore  them  amazed  all  who  sjiw  her,  and  in  the 
midst  of  the  most  intense  pains  her  heart  seemed 
always  fixed  on  God  alone.  At  one  time  she  was 
supposed  to  be  dead,  and  a  grave  was  dug  for  her 
in  the  convent  cemetery.  Again,  she  was  almost 
a  helpless  cripple  for  three  years — but  she  ever  re- 
garded her  sufferings  as  so  many  steps  by  which 
she  might  ascend  to  perfection,  and  she  welcomed 
them  as  special  pledges  of  the  love  of  her  cruci- 
fied Lord.  It  was  never  given  to  mortal  to  rise  to 
mere  seraphic  heights  of  contemplation  than  did 
Teresa  amid  her  excruciating  bodily  pains.  These 
high  spiritual  favors,  which  she  so  fully  enjoyed, 
filled  her  mind,  at  times,  with  many  fears  that  she 
might  be  suffering  under  illusion,  for  she  knew 
that  Satan  often  causes  the  fall  of  spiritual  per- 
sons by  leading  them  to  indulge  in  pride  and  self- 
complacency.  But  the  bodily  pains  she  endured, 
and  the  persecutions  she  had  at  times  to  undergo 
in  consequence  of  these  favors,  kept  a  spirit  of 
deepest  humility  alive  in  her  heart. 

Such  is  a  brief,  very  brief  sketch  of  the  first 
portion  of  her  religious  life,  and  during  these 
twenty-eight  years,  God  was  preparing  this  chosen 


AVE    MATilA. 


343 


nnuX  for  tlic  gri'ftt  work  of  the  roforra  of  her  Order. 
A  iK!rfi'ct  htorm  of  indignation  mot  lu*r  nt  the 
comnu'n<cmi;nt  of  her  cffortit ;  hut  she  was  en- 
courugfd  to  persevere  l»y  Saint  Louis  Dertrand, 
Saint  Peter  Alcantan^  and  oilier  holy  persons. 
After  many  weary  delays  and  hitter  persecutions 
she  succcedeil  in  her  great  enterprise,  an«l  she 
lived  to  see  seventeen  ronvents  of  nuns,  and  fif- 
teen houses  of  friurs,  cstahlishcd  under  her  re- 
formed Carmelite  rule  in  all  the  principal  cities 
of  Spain. 

In  the  life  of  this  great  Saint  nothing  is  more 
admirable  than  the  lessons  of  humility  she  gives 
in  her  own  practice,  is  well  as  in  her  writings. 
Her  usual  exhortation  was,  that  although  we  can- 
not arrive  at  the  perfection  of  other  virtues,  or  at 
«  perfect  imitation  of  our  Blessed  Lord,  yet  we 
can  always  humhlc  ourselves  and  embrace  morti- 
fications. 

In  her  writings  she  ever  8i>eaks  with  respect  of 
those  who  most  deeply  persecuted  her;  and  un- 
kindness  she  always  bore  with  silence  and  joy. 
At  Seville,  when  many  rose  up  against  her  un<i 
strongly  condemned  her,  some  one  asked  her  how 
she  could  renvxin  silent?  She  replied  "No  music 
h  more  agreeable  to  my  ears.  They  have  reason 
for  what  they  say  ;  and  did  they  kaow  me  Iwjtter, 
they  would  say  still  harder  things  of  me."  She 
felt  only  the  sufferings  of  others,  being  entirely 
insensible  to  her  own.  When  Father  Gratian  and 
the  rcbt  gave  up  all  as  lost,  she  answered  them — 
**  We  shall  suffer,  but  the  reform  shall  stand."  In 
one  of  her  letters  she  says :  "  I  returu  God  a 
thousand  thanks,  and  you  ought  also  to  thank 
Him  for  me.  The  cross  is  the  secure  and  beaten 
road  to  lead  our  souls  to  Him.  Woe  to  our  re- 
form and  woe  to  us  if  the  cross  should  fail  us." 

After  recommending  her  undertaking,  with 
many  tears,  to  God,  for  the  honor  of  His  divine 
name,  she  wrote  to  the  king,  imploring  his  pro- 
tection. Upon  tiie  represcutations  of  certain  Do- 
minican Fathers  of  great  reputation,  his  majesty 
warmly  espoused  the  cause  of  Saint  Teresa,  and 
an  order  was  finally  obtained  from  Rome  to  e.\- 
empt  all  the  reformed  houses  from  the  jurisdic- 
tion of  the  others,  so  that  in  future  both  branches 
of  the  Carmelites  had  their  separate  government. 

Saint  Teresa  died  at  the  age  of  sixty-eight,  but 
her  memory  lives  not  only  in  her  Order  but  even 
brighter  in  her  wondrovs  writings.  Her  eloquence 
is  celebrated  -,  her  writings  entitle  her  to  a  rank 
even  among  the  Doctors  and  Fathers  of  the 
Church;  they  are  called  by  the  Church,  in  the 
prayer  of  her  festival,  heatenly.  These  works 
have  merited  the  highest  encomiums.  In  the  ac- 
counts of  her  visions  and  revelations  all  acknowl- 
etlge  that  the  most  secret  adyta  of  the  sanctuary 
are  there  laid  open ;  the  most  abstruse  maxims, 
that  experience  alone  can  teach,  but  no  words  ut- 
ter, arc  explained  with  greater  perspicuity  than 
the  subject  seemed  capable  of  bearing,  and  this 
by  a  delicate  female,  without  the  assistance  of 
books  or  without  study.  She  entered  upon  the 
recital  of  the  divine  favors  with  humility  and  re- 
luctance, submitting  every  thing  she  wrote  to  the 
judgment  of  her  confessor,  and  often  complaining 


"that  by  this  tai^k  she  was  hindcrwl  from  spin- 
ning." Many  sinners,  by  reading  her  Meditations 
before  and  after  Communion,  have  been  converted 
to  God,  and  have  embraced  a  life  of  perfect  virtue. 
No  writings  in  the  Church  have  ever  received 
greater  praise  and  commendation  than  those  of 
Saint  Teresa;  even  one  of  the  most  reserved  of 
critics,  Baillet,  we  find  using  the  following  Ian- 
gunge:  "  She  discovers  in  her  writings  the  most 
impenetrable  secrets  of  true  wisdom  in  what  we 
call  rayi'tical  theology,  of  which  God  has  given 
the  key  to  a  very  small  number  of  favored  ser- 
vants." We  see  a  frail  female  expound  what  the 
greatest  Doctors  never  attainc(l,  "because  God 
employs  in  His  wonders  what  instruments  He 
pleases;  and  we  may  say  that  the  Holy  Ghost  had 
the  principal  share  in  the  works  of  Suint  Teresa." 
It  is  authentically  related  that  a  nun  entered 
Teresa's  cell  one  night,  while  she  was  writing  her 
Meditations,  and  she  beheld  her  in  an  enraptured 
state,  holding  a  pen  in  her  liand,  but  often  inter- 
rupting her  writing,  laying  down  her  pen  and 
heaving  deep  sighs;  her  eyes  burned  with  a  deep 
fire,  and  her  face  shone  with  a  heavenly  light,  so 
that  the  nun,  trembling  with  awe  and  respect,passed 
out  without  having  been  perceived  by  the  Saint. 

"Oh  thou  undaunted  daughter  of  desires, 

By  all  thy  dower  of  light  and  fires, — 

By  all  of  God  we  have  in  thee. 

Leave  nothing  of  myself  in  me ; 

Let  me  so  read  thy  life  that  I 

Unto  all  life  of  mine  may  die." 


History  of  the  Order  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy  for 
the  Bedemption  of  Oaptives. 

The  Church,  zealous  to  testify  her  gratitude  to 
Mary  for  the  benefits  which  this  divine  protectress 
constantly  bestows  upon  the  faithful,  neglects  no 
oc(»sif)u  to  perpetuate  the  remembrance  and  re- 
animate our  confidence  in  her. 

The  feast  of  the  Bles.sed  Virgin  under  the  title 
of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy,  was  instituted  in  the 
universal  Church  in  gratitude  for  the  special 
mercy  of  >Iary  unto  poor  captives. 

Saint  Peter  Nolasco  was  inspired  with  the 
design  of  establishing  a  Religious  Order  for  their 
delivery,  and  this  design  was  strengthened  by  a 
vision  which  the  Saint  had,  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
in  1215,  who  encouraged  him  to  persevere.  A  great 
number  of  poor  Christians  were  then  groaning  un- 
der the  tyranny  of  the  infidels  ;  the  Blessed  Virgin 
told  him  that  he  could  do  nothing  more  agreeable 
to  her  Son  and  to  her  than  to  establish  a  Congre- 
gation under  the  title  of  Our  Ixuly^  of  Mercy, 
whose  object  would  be  to  labor  for  the  redemp- 
tion of  captives.  This  great  Saint  hesitated  not 
a  moment,  but,  aided  by  the  zeal  of  Saint  Ray- 
mond Pennafort  and  the  assistance  of  James,  King 
of  Arragon,  who  had  both  the  same  revelation,  he 
instituted,  with  the  approbation  of  the  Holy  See, 
this  celebrated  Order.  The  Church  established  in 
perpetuity  a  particular  festival,  which  is  celebrated 
on  the  24th  of  Septemljer,  in  memory  of  this  signal 
benefit  and  in  thanksgiving  for  the  institution  of 
an  Order  which  is  in  itself  a  perpetual  miracle  of 
the  most  heroic  Christian  charity. 
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THE  KESFEEEOTIOir. 

'Twas  Easter  morn  ;  at  early  cock-crow  came 
The  Blessed  Mother  to  her  Son's  dark  grave, 
For  she  would  mourn  as  mothers  only  can — 
A  mother  too  'bove  mothers  all  of  earth — 
The  early  death  of  her  beloved  Son. 
He  had  on  Friday's  darksome  day  been  hung 
On  Calvary's  mount,  a  sacrifice  for  men, 
And  in  the  torrent  of  His  blood  had  paid 
The  ransom  due  from  mortals  for  theu-  crimes 
Against  Himself,  the  God  of  Majesty. 

Silent  and  unattended,  save  by  one 
Of  all  the  twelve  who  had  for  three  long  years 
Drawn  inspiration  from  His  lips,— that  one 
Th'  Apostle  John, — she  stood  beneath  the  cross, 
Heedless  of  all  the  clamor  of  the  Jews 
And  brutal  Roman  soldiery ;  she  heard 
The  last  sweet  words  of  her  expiring  Son, — 
The  prayer  of  mercy  for  His  enemies — 
His  cry  of  woe  and  piteous  suffering ! 
•' My  God !  my  God  !  hast  Thou  forsaken  me?" 
E'en  in  His  agony  He  thought  of  her 
Who  was  to  Him  the  source  of  mortal  life. 
And,  ere  the  throes  of  death  had  seized  on  Him, 
He  gave  her  to  the  care  of  John.  He  spake  and  died ! 
And  sped  His  soul  to  Limbo's  murky  shore. 
When  His  poor  mangled  body  had  been  bound 
In  sweet  and  costly  ointments,  and  entombed 

In  the  dark  grave,  where  none  had  lain  before 

Then,  and  only  then,  she  left  the  scene  of  woe 

And  hastened  to  the  humble  house  of  John. 

There,  shut  out  from  the  prying  gaze  of  men. 

She  moiimed  the  sins  of  men,  which  caused 

The  death  of  nature's  Lord  and  her  obedient  child, 

Until  the  Easter  morn,  when  nature  showed 

By  all  her  pomp  and  greeting  that  her  Lord 

Had  come  again  to  gladden  all  things  mute. 

Alas !  poor  man  alone  was  unprepared 

To  meet  with  joy  his  Saviour  and  his  God. 

She  came  alone  (it  suited  not  her  grief 

To  be  exposed  before  the  eyes  of  men), 

And  long  before  the  joyful  king  of  day 

Had  heralded  to  men  the  coming  mom — 

Ere  Magdalen,  the  penitent,  began 

Her  pleasing  work  of  love,  the  Mother  there  [joy, 

Stood  weeping,  but  with  tears  of  mingled  grief  and 

For  'twas  not  only  sorrow  brought  her  there — 

E'en  when  the  rage  of  Jewry  had  attained 

Its  almost  height,  and  nailed  Christ  to  the  tree;— 

When  heaven  and  earth  seemed  but  to  work  His 

When  all  th'  Apostles  had  deserted  Him    [death. 

And  left  Him  to  the  mercy  of  His  foes  ; 

When  God  had  seemed  to  leave  Him  to  His  woe, 

And  hand. Him  o'er  to  Satan's  power; — 

Th'  inmost  soul  of  Mary  know  right  well 

That  Satan  ne'er  could  overcome  her  Son, 

That  death  could  never  bind  Him  in  its  chains — 

Though  even  Peter's  faith  had  wavered  ;  though 

The  love  of  John  could  scarce  withstand  the  blow 

Of  His  untimely  death ;  still,  Mary  stood 

In  all  her  faith  and  hope  and  love  secure ; 

His  words  of  prophecy  rang  in  her  ears : — 
"  To  Jerusalem  we  go,  fulfill  we  must 
Whatever  was  written  of  the  Son  of  Man 
By  prophets  of  the  elder  days.     For  He 
Must  be  delivered  into  Gentile  hands, 


And  shall  be  mocked  and  scourged  and  spat  upon, 
And  then  be  sentenced  to  a  cruel  death. 
But  on  the  third  day  after  rise  again." 
These  words  of  hope  and  comfort  she  had  stored 
Fast  in  her  memory,  to  cheer  her  heart 
When  days  of  woe  would  lower  o'er  her  soul. 
And  sword  of  bitter  sorrow  pierce  her  breast ; 
When  black  despair  would  threaten  to  destroy 
All  that  remained  to  shield  her  suffering  heart ! 
She  knew  that  heaven  and  earth  would  pass  away 
Ere  one  iota  of  His  word  could  fail. 

Strong  her  hope,  then,  that  this  prophecy 
Could  not  but  be  accomplished  on  that  day. 
True  to  a  Mother's  love,  she  bent  her  steps 
Unto  His  grave,  that  she  among  the  first 
Might  welcome  Him  when  risen  from  the  dead ! 
She  found  the  garden  gate  was  opened  wide. 
And  fearless  entered,  that  she  might  behold 
The  place  where  Christ  her  Sou  had  late  been  laid. 
The  stone  which  closed  the  grave  had  been  removed; 
She  quickly  entered,  but  could  nowhere  find 
The  object  of  her  search  ;  but  in  His  stead 
She  saw  the  glorious  form  of  Cherubim 
Clad  in  the  glory  of  the  noonday  sun! 
She  was  not  startled  at  their  gaze,  for  oft 
Had  she  held  conversation  with  the  choirs  * 

Who  live  in  brightness  near  the  throne  of  God. 
But  they,  though  bright  and  beautiful  they  be, 
And  crowned  with  Heaven's  choicest  favors,  stand 
In  meek  and  lowly  reverence  at  the  sight 
Of  her  who  had  for  nine  months  in  her  chaste  womb 
IBorne  Christ  her  Son,  their  Ruler  and  their  God ; 
She  was,  though  mortal,  their  anointed  Queen, 
High  placed  above  them ;  for  to  her  alone, 
Of  all  God's  creatures,  did  the  Son  of  God 
The  glorious  privilege  grant  of  bearing  Him. 

When  thus  she  saw  the  empty  sepulchre 
She  knew  that  all  His  prophecy  was  true  ! 
And  that  indeed  the  third  day  saw  His  triumph 
O'ef  death  and  hell.  His  ancient  enemies ! 
Oh !  with  what  radiant  joy  her  soul  was  filled. 
When  thus  she  saw  the  victory  complete ! 
And  mankind  ransomed  from  the  galling  yoke 
That  pressed  them  downward  with  resistless  force 
To  hell's  deep  chasm  and  chaotic  gloom! 
She  stood  thus  musing  with  ecstatic  joy 
Until  she  heard  a  footfall  at  the  door  : 
A  mother's  instinct  told  her  'twas  her  Son — 
She  turned  and  saw  Him  in  full  glory  robed. 
His  face  shone  clearer  than  the  noonday's  sun, 
His  garments  white  were  as  the  driven  snow. 
And  o'er  His  head  a  brilliant  halo  glowed — 
The  sign  of  glorious  immortality  I 

The  haggard  marks  of  torture  were  not  seen, 
But  on  His  Person  still  He  bore  the  prints, 
Made  by  cruel  nails  and  deadly  lance ; 
The  marks  remained  to  show  mankind  the  love 
Which  their  Creator  had  evinced  for  them ! — 
Nought  else  remained  to  tell  the  tale  of  woe 
Which  had  been  borne  so  patiently  for  men ! 
Angels  in  air  announced  the  miracle. 
But  none  was  there  to  hear  it — save  the  Mother ; 
She  turned  and  saw  her  Son,  and  with  a  cry 
Of  Heavenly  joy  she  sank  into  Hid  actus ! 
Happy  that  Mother,  in  her  swoon  of  love  I 
And  happy,  too,  the  Son  returned  from  death ! 
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Sweet  Mother ! 
By  the  anguish  thou  didst  fetl,  wheu 
On  thy  tear-besprinkled  countenance  broke 
The  sad  sijjht  ot'  Christ  in  agony !  and 
By  tlu'  ioy  that  tlirilled  tliy  sinless  stml, 
When  ^rst  thou  saw'st  Him  in  glory  crowned  ! 
List,  we  beseech  thee,  to  thy  children's  prayer, 
That  we,  too,  when  the  shade  of  death  shall  come, 
To  darken  to  our  eyes  this  world  of  sin! 
May  joyful  sing  our  canticle  of  praise 
And  join  thy  Son  and  thee  in  bliss  above !  I 
Sweet,  Blessed  Mother ! 
Bend  thee  to  oar  prayer ; 
Mother  and  maiden  mild,  spurn  not  our  cry, 
But  bounteous  listen,  and  in  mercy  hear. 

LEGEyPS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 
Ko.  7— The  Knight  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy. 

i CONCLUDED.] 
I  away.  The  Order  of  Mer- 
cy possessed  a  convent  at  the  gates  of  Mont- 
pelier,  from  which,  as  from  an  advanced  post  of 
charity,  issued  forth  from  day  to  day  the  valiant 
chivalry  of  the  cross  to  defend  the  countries  of 
Europe  against  the  incursions  of  the  Saracens  ;  or 
more  heroic  still,  to  rescue  their  victims  from  their 
hands  in  the  very  heart  of  their  bagnios  and  amidst 
the  sands  of  the  desert.  It  was  towards  this  retreat, 
whose  white  walls  were  conspicuous  from  afar, 
that  about  mid-day  a  young  girl  might  be  seen  di- 
recting her  steps,  accompanied  by  a  youth  and  an 
aged  serving-man.  After  crossing  the  drawbridge, 
they  stopped  under  the  donjon-keep,  from  the 
summit  ot  which  floated  the  banner  of  the  Order. 
There  they  sjwke  a  few  words  to  the  sentinel,  who 
pointed  out  the  way  to  the  cloister.  The  youthful 
inquirers  paused,  as  if  awe-struck,  at  the  entrance 
of  that  wide  inclosure,  where  already  some  of  the 
brave  companions  of  Peter  Nolasco  and  Raymond 
of  Pennafort  were  taking  their  peaceful  and  glo- 
rious rest.  Their  modest  tombs  rose  in  the  centre 
of  the  court ;  around  under  the  vaulted  cloister 
walked,  in  silence,  a  number  of  knights  and  priests, 
the  former  wearing  their  white  tunic  and  mantle, 
the  latter  having  their  habit  of  the  same  snowy 
purity  embroidered  with  the  arms  of  the  King  of 
Arragon,  token  of  the  affection  borne  by  that  tnily 
Christian  Prince  for  the  noble  Order  of  redemp- 
tion. Nothing  disturbed  the  quiet  seclusion  of 
the  place,  save  the  measured  fall  of  their  footsteps 
upon  the  pavement  and  the  rustling  of  their  long 
robes  of  serge,  as  they  paced  continually  to  and 
fro.  At  length  a  priest,  perceiving  the  maiden 
and  her  companions,  approached  her.  He  was  a 
man  still  in  the  prime  of  life;  but  his  sorrow- 
stricken  brow,  and  his  hair  prematurely  sprinkled 
with  grey,  seemed  to  mark  him  as  one  who  in  the 
world  had  encountered  wrongs  and  sufferings  such 
as  had  left  wounds  in  his  soul,  which  time,  as  yet, 
had  but  imperfectly  healed.  In  a  voice  full  of 
sweetness  he  asked — 

"  Maiden,  what  seekest  thou  ?'* 

"  Alas,  sir,"  she  answered,  "  we  are  two  unhappy 
children  ;  well  nigh  orphans,  I  might  say,  though 
our  father  and  mother  are  yet  living.     One  is  a 


captive  among  the  infidels,  and  the  other  b  dying 
of  anxiety  and  grief" 

"  Your  father  is  in  slavery  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir.  He  had  gone  to  Barcelona,  to  receive 
a  legacy  bequeathed  him  l)y  a  friend  of  my  mother, 
and  was  returning  joyfully  to  Provence  when  the 

galley  in  which  he  sailed  was  taken  by  the  Bar- 
ary  pirates.  Resistance  was  vain ;  the  Saracens 
carried  him  off  into  slavery,  and  we  have  beard 
that  he  is  now  in  Tangiers.  My  noble  father  a 
slave,  loaded  with  chains  and  exposed  to  the  lash !" 
Tears  and  sobs  interrupted  her  words,  and  her 
brother  wept  at  the  sight  of  her  tears. 

"  Compose  yourself,  my  child,"  said  the  monk, 
"your  father  shall  be  redeemed." 

"  Ah,  noble  sir,  we  count  nothing  too  costly 
for  his  ransom.  See,  my  mother  has  given  me  her 
jewels,  her  bracelets,  and  her  rings.  We  will 
pledge  our  lands,  every  thing  we  possess.  If  only 
you  will  consent  to  go  to  my  father's  rescue,  we 
will  put  in  your  hands  a  sum  more  than  sufficient 
for  his  ransom  ;  we  have  faithful  vassals,  too,  and 
tried  friends,  and  then  there  is  not  one  amongst 
them  but  would  aid  in  the  release  of  the  Lord  of 
Molfort." 

"Melfort!  Did  you  say  Melfort?"  cried  the 
monk.     "Your  father's  name  is — " 

"John  of  Melfort,  sir.  If  you  were  ever  in 
Provence  you  know  it  is  no  ignoble  name." 

"  I  know  it,"  said  the  monk,  in  a  low,  stern 
voice;  "1  know  it,  alas  too  well." 

He  turned  away.  His  eye  for  an  instant  gleamed 
fiercely ;  the  next  minute  he  raised  them  to  the 
crucifix  which  hung  in  the  middle  of  the  cloister. 
"  O  great  Go<i,"  he  murmured,  "and  do  such  fierce 
passions  reign  in  a  soul  which  Thy  grace  has 
vanquished?  The  voice  of  this  child  rouses  in 
my  heart  feelings  of  hatred  and  revenge  which 
I  deemed  forever  stifled.  Father,  mother,  sister — 
what  will  you  have  me  do?  Blessed  souls,  what 
is  it  you  ask  of  me  ?  " 

He  stood  silent  for  some  time,  his  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  holy  crucifix ;  then,  turning  toward  the 
children,  he  spoke  with  a  voice  of  angelic  sweet- 
ness— "I  shall  myself  go  in  search  of  your  father; 
and,  if  it  please  God,  I  shall  restore  him  to  you. 
Pray  for  me,  a  poor  sinner." 

That  same  day,  a  monk,  clothed  for  a  journey, 
knelt  to  receive  the  benediction  of  Peter  Nolasco, 
the  General  of  the  Order,  who,  as  he  embraced 
him,  said: 

"  Go,  my  beloved  son,  and  spare  neither  your 
blood  nor  your  life  in  the  service  of  your  neigh- 
bor. Go,  servant  of  God ;  follow  in  the  steps  of 
your  blaster;  forget  not  your  vows,  which  oblige 
you  to  remain  yourself  in  chains,  if  need  be,  to 
deliver  a  Christian  from  captivity.  Brother  Ar- 
thur, farewell — and  may  God  speed  you."    *    *    • 

The  watchman  on  the  top  of  the  tower  of  Saint 
Victor's  Abbey,  of  Marseilles,  had  just  given 
warning  that  several  vessels  were  on  the  point  of 
entering  the  harbor;  crowds  were  hurrying  to 
the  quay,  and  trying  to  distinguish  the  diflerent 
ships  by  their  I'iggiiig  or  their  gi-neral  make,  as 
they  ran  before  the  breeze.  In  the  midst  of  the 
noisy  bu&tliug  throng,  yet  somewhat  apart,  might 
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be  seen  a  silent  little  group ;  a  lady,  dressed  in 
deep  mourning  robes,  a  young  girl  who  clung 
timidly  to  her,  and  a  handsome  boy,  twelve  or 
thirton  years  of  age,  who  from  time  to  time  played 
carelessly  with  a  tall  greyhound  by  his  side.  An 
old  servant  stood  behind  them,  and  all  were  eager- 
ly watching  the  white  sails  as  they  neared  the 
shore.  The  forms  of  three  vessels,  in  particular, 
were  now  clearly  seen,  and  soon  the  spectators 
could  distinguish  the  colors  of  the  flags  displayed 
at  their  bows. 

The  keen  sight  of  a  master  pilot  at  length  rec- 
ognized the  leading  vessel.  "Praised  be  Our 
Lady  of  La  Garde  !  'tis  the  '  Happy '  bark :  she 
comt's  from  Palermo,  and  brings  news  from  my 
Lord  of  Anjou." 

"  And  the  second,"  broke  in  another,  "  is  the 
sloop  '  Saint  Mary ;'  she  comes  from  Smyrna,  with 
fruits  and  perfumes." 

The  two  ships  thus  announced  rapidly  entered 
the  roads,  amid  the  exclamations  of  the  crowd. 
The  third  still  lagged  behind  in  the  distance, 
laboring  heavily  against  the  wind,  which  had 
suddenly  veered  from  the  shore.  The  lady  and 
her  children  continued  to  watch  her  with  intense 
anxiety,  although  she  would  occasionally  say — "It 
is  CO  use  expecting,  my  children ;  it  is  God's  holy 
will  to  try  us." 

"  Mother,"  suddenly  exclaimed  the  boy,  "  look ! 
I  see  it  clearly;  the  holy  standard  is  floating 
above  the  sails !" 

The  widovr  turned  pale,  and  pressed  her  hand 
upon  her  heart,  that  beat  tumultuously  between 
hope  and  fear :  and  as  she  gazed  upon  the  waters 
the  flag  unfurled  itself  to  the  breeze,  and  she  saw 
clearly  upon  the  wliite  ground  the  arms  of  Arra- 
gon,  with  the  device  "■Btdemptianem  misit  pojmlo 
— He  gave  redemption  to  His  people." 

"  It  is  the  '  Saint  John  the  Baptist,'  the  galley 
of  the  Redemptors  !"  shouted  the  people. 

"  O  Holy  Virgin,"  said  the  widow,  "  let  me  not 
be  disappointed  in  my  hopes !" 

Still  she  gazed,  and  on  the  deck  she  beheld  a 
man  in  a  white  habit. 

"  Mother,"  exclaimed  the  young  girl,  "  it  is  he 
— it  is  the  priest." 

"  There  is  a  captive  on  board ! — Hurrah  !  hur- 
rah !"  shouted  the  mariners  and  people,  whose  at- 
tention was  now  strongly  excited.  "Thanks  to 
Our  Lady  of  La  Garde ;  he  shall  hang  up  his 
chains  at  her  altar." 

The  lady  tottered  to  the  water's  edge ;  a  mist 
came  over  her  eyes  ;  she  dared  not  look  up,  fear- 
ful she  might  not  behold  her  husband,  so  long  and 
vainly  expected ;  but  the  exclamations  of  her 
children,  the  shouts  of  the  people  forced  her  to 
raise  her  head.  The  vessel  was  close  upon  the 
quay ;  a  man  was  landing  from  it,  in  ragged  gar- 
ments, his  hands  and  his  feet  loaded  with  chains; 
but  his  countenance — it  was  he !  She  uttered  a 
cry,  made  a  few  steps  forward,  and  fell  swooning 
with  joy  into  the  arms  of  the  captive.  He  strained 
her  to  his  heart  and  extended  his  hands  to  bless 
his  children,  who,  kneeling  at  his  feet,  were  en- 
deavouring to  loosen  the  fetters  which  he  had  just 
resumed  ;  then,  turning  to  the  monk,  who  was  at 


that  moment  leaving  the  gall9y,  he  cried — "  My 
wife,  my  children,  if  you  love  mc  you  must  love 
and  bless  this  good  Religious ;  to  him  I  owe  my 
liberty,  my  life.  Let  all  who  love  Melfort  honor 
and  bless  this  man  of  God !"  Tlicn,  as  the  monk 
strove  to  move  away,  he  grasped  him  by  the  arm, 
and  in  a  still  louder  voice  cried — "  He  sought  me 
out  on  the  verge  of  the  Great  Desert,  whither  my 
masters  had  carried  me  ;  he  found  me  dying  of  the 
black  plague ;  all  had  abandoned  me ;  but,  un- 
deterred by  the  loathsome  disease,  he  installed 
himself  as  my  nurse ;  he  cured  me  by  his  skill,  or 
rather  by  his  loving  and  tender  care.  The  barba- 
rians declared  my  ransom-money  insufficient — he 
offiered  to  remain  in  my  place ;  but  this  I  called 
God  and  Ilis  Blessed  Mother  to  witness  I  would 
not  suffer.  And  all  this  he  did.  And  now — hear 
me,  my  son — I  bid  every  one  who  bears  the  name 
of  Melfort  to  be  henceforth  not  only  the  friend 
but  the  servant  of  the  holy  Order  of  Mercy." 

As  he  concluded,  a  man,  wearing  a  cloth  gown 
and  cap,  pushed  his  way  through  the  crowd,  and 
said  abruptly : 

"  Ha,  you  are  the  Lord  of  Melfort !  And  do  you 
know  the  name  of  your  deliverer,  my  lord?" 

"  He  is  called  Brother  Arthur,  but  what  other 
name  he  bears  I  know  not." 

"  Let  me  tell  you,  then.  His  name  is  Arthur, 
Lord  of  Alvez;  Alvez — do  you  hear?  Ah,  my 
lord — my  dear  master,"  added  the  man,  bathing 
the  monk's  hands  with  his  tears,  "  I  knew  you  !" 

Melfort  started  back  as  if  thunder-struck ; 
he  gazed  at  the  monk  with  a  sort  of  terror,  as 
though  the  dead  had  suddenly  stood  before  him. 
"  Arthur  D'Alvez !"  he  said  at.  last,  "  can  this  be 
so?" 

"Be  so!"  cried  James  Grant  (for  he  it  was); 
"  I  should  have  known  my  lord  among  a  thousand. 
I  was  his  serf,  his  liege-man ;  he  freed  me,  and 
amply  provided  for  me.  I  am  now  a  free  man  and 
burgher  of  the  town,  and  to  him  I  owe  all." 

"And  I  too,"  exclaimed  Melfort,  falling  on  his 
knees  before  D'Alvez.  "Servant  of  God,  is  it 
true — this  that  I  hear  ?  You  knew  who  I  was, 
and  you  saved  my  life  at  the  peril  of  your  own !" 

"Kneel  not  to  a  sinner,  my  brother,"  said  D'Al- 
vez, raising  the  Knight  from  the  ground ;  "  Let 
us  forget  the  past,  and  pray  God  to  forgive  us  for 
all  we  have  done  against  each  other." 

"  It  is  your  forgiveness  I  implore,  that  I  may 
hope  to  be  forgiven  by  God,"  answered  Melfort ; 
"  but  know  that  from  the  day  on  which,  to  avenge 
my  father's  wrongs,  I  laid  murderous  hands  upon 
your  kindred,  I  have  never  had  one  peaceful 
night ;  the  very  pro-sperity  Heaven  bestowed  upon 
me  was  bitterness  to  my  heart.  I  shall  believe  my- 
self pardoned  only  when  you  have  forgiven  me." 

"  Let  this  embrace  be  the  pledge  of  my  friend- 
ship," said  Arthur,  as  he  threw  his  arms  around 
the  hereditary  enemy  of  his  house.  "  And  now, 
come  to  the  altar,  where  I  go  to  offer  the  Adorable 
Sacrifice,  and  receive  the  pledge  of  the  mercies  of 
your  God  !     Come,  follow  me !" 

They  proceeded  to  the  Chapel  of  Our  Lady  of 
La  Garde,  followed  by  James  Grant  and  a  crowd 
of  people.     The  captive  laid  his  chains  at  the 
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feet  of  the  miraculous  statue;  and  the  little  chil- 
(Iri'U,  acfording  to  the  ancient  custom,  replact'd 
them  with  garlands  of  flowers. 

The  Mass  l>epan.  Arthur  D'Alvez,  w>n  and  dis- 
ciple of  Saint  Peter  Nolasco,  immolated  on  the 
altar,  (Mice  and  forever,  every  renumhranrc  of  the 
ancient  fi-nd  ;  and.  when  hiniwlf  lovin«,'ly  united 
with  the  Saviour  of  mankind,  he  laiil  the  Huercd 
Host  on  the  lips  of  Mclfort,  they  nmaiiud  no 
longer  those  scions  oi*  tv^o  hostile  houses,  but 
twin  brothers,  united  together  in  the  Ijonda  of 
Divine  cluirity  by  the  noblest  of  all  self-sacrifices, 
and  a  gratitude  as  humble  as  it  v.as  profound. 
<» 

NEW  PUBLICATION. 

SPIRirrAL  PROGRKU^:  by.I.  W.Cummlngs,P.D,  LL.D, 
Published  by  V.  OSht-a,  New  York. 

This  manual  of  religion,  by  Dr.  Cummings,  of 
New   York,  is  written  v.ith  great  force  and  ele- 
gance.     It  is  admirably  adapted  to  the  Christian 
living  in  the  world,  for  whr  m  it  is  professedly 
prepared.     Each    chapter   is   complete  in    itself, 
giving  the  philosophy  of  the  subject  in  question, 
suggesting  rather  than  indicating  a  personal  ap- 
plication of  its  principles.     It  embraces  a  wide 
range  of  topics,  from  a  theological  definition  of 
faitli  to  the  more  recondite  one  of  the  uses  of 
tafcte  and  imngination  in  religious  worship.     It  is 
a  pious  encyclojwdia,  containirg  matter  suitable 
for  Christians  of  every  grade — from  the  sinful  soul 
struggling  amid  a  sea  of  gloom,  to  that  of  the 
saint  shining  like  a  star  in  meridian  splendor.  Its 
pages  reveal  a  soul  that  has  passed  througii  a 
deep  religious  experience;  who  has  pierced  with 
rare  intellectual  vision  through  the  shadows  of 
the  world  of  sense,  and  weighed  all  its  claims  in 
the   white   light  of  eternity.     We  feel  that  the 
v.orld  was  not  resigned,  ut«cause  its  fascinations 
were  not  fathomed  ;  but  rather  that  the  soul,  with 
prophetic  grace,  mea.sured  all   by  a  supernatural 
standard.  It  is  just  the  book  we  would  wish  those 
outside  of  the  Church  to  judge  her  by.      The 
grand  eternal  principles  of  our  Holy  I'aith  are 
here  presented  unincumbered  with  matter  foreign 
to  our  national  habits  of  thought.    We  must  have 
books  by  and  for  us,  instead  of  relying  entirely 
upon   the   works  of  a   by-gone  age.     Works  of 
Science  and  Art  must  be  rewritten  every  few  years, 
to  accomodate  themselves  to  the  advancing  stand- 
ard of  inii)rovcment.     Literature  is  far  more  evan- 
escent and  changeable  even  in  its  character,  re- 
flecting, as  it   does,  the   opinions,  manners  and 
pursuits    of   a    people.     Religious  Literature   is 
equally  progressive  in  its  form,  though  more  w.n- 
sitive  '  and  spiritual   in  its  developments.     It  is 
the  iiihmark  of  the  devotion  and  religious  ad- 
vancement of  a  Christain  community;    it  is  the 
inner  light  of  the  soul,  revealing  itself  through 
the  various  forms  of  individual  and  national  life. 
We  must  not  forget  what  we  owe  our  own  age,  in 
relying  upon  the  labors  and  works  of  those  who 
nobly  did  their  duty  in  their  day,  and  who  show 
us  by  example  our  duty  in  the  present.     The  de- 
mon of  unbelief  incessantly  assumes  new  forms, 
and  enlists  upon  its  side  much  of  the  learning 


and  genius  of  thp  age.  It  manifests  itself  every- 
where, not  only  in  the  severe  sc-ientific  treatise, 
but  in  general  literature  and  jXH-tr}',  and  is  sym- 
bolized in  the  sweet  lilandi.^hments  of  Art.  All 
weapons  arc  used  with  equal  dexterity  by  the  en- 
emy of  souls.  The  Churcli  has,  with  supernatural 
wisdom,  pres-sed  all  the  Arts  into  her  wr^'ico. 
.Music  n»ifl  Fainting  are  domi«iieiitcd  in  hi  r  tem- 
ples; Literature  huspourdl  its  (  fli-riiig^  into  her 
treasury;  she  has  ha»l  her  jjoets,  too: — her  Dante, 
her  Shakespeare  and  her  Dryden.  In  our  own 
day,  the  noble,  the  gifted  Montalemlx-rt  has 
charmed  millions  by  the  melmly  of  his  style  into 
reading  what  otherwise  would  have  been  un- 
heeded. Listz,  too,  has  recently  consecrated  his 
matchless  musical  genius  to  the  service  of  religion. 
His  Oratorio  of  Saint  Elizabeth  will  go  down  the 
Hges,  revealing,  as  only  true  music  could,  the 
(lei)th,  the  sweetness,  the  dazzling  purity  of  her 
argclic  soul.  We  must  l>elieve  that  many  chosen 
spirits  will  thus  be  le<l  through  the  lower  wor- 
ship of  Art  to  the  higher  worship  of  Eternal 
Beauty.  Let  such  books  as  "Spiritual  Progress" 
be  multiplied,  adapted  to  the  tastes  and  even 
prejudices  of  our  people.  Let  all  the  power  of 
Eloquence  and  Art  he  used  to  crnnmand  the  atten- 
tion of  those  who  must  first  be  charmed  before  they 
can  be  convinced. 

Tlie  Science  of  Mary. 

St.  Denys,  when  he  saw  the  vision  of  Mary,  said 
with  wonder  that  he  might  have  mistaken  her 
for  God.  We  may  say,  in  more  modern  and  less 
simple  language,  that  Mary  is  like  one  of  those 
great  scientific  truths,  whose  full  import  v.e  never 
master  except  by  long  meditation,  and  by  study- 
ing its  bearings  on  a  system,  and  then  at*  last  the 
fertility  and  grandeur  of  the  truth  seem  endless. 
So  it  is  with  the  Mother  of  Cod.  She  teaches  us 
God  as  we  never  could  else  have  learned  Hiiu. 
She  mirrors  more  of  Him  in  he:-  single  self,  than 
all  intelligent  and  material  creation  !)e8ide.  In 
her  the  prodigies  of  ilis  love  toward  our.'^elves  be- 
came credible.  She  is  the  hill-top  from  which  we 
gain  di-stant  views  into  Mis  perfections,  and  see 
lair  regions  in  liim,  of  which  we  should  not  else 
have  dreamed.  Our  thoughts  of  Him  grow  wor- 
thier by  means  of  Her.  The  full  dignity  of  cre- 
ation shines  bright  in  her,  and,  standing  oi\  her, 
the  perfect  mere  creature,  we  look  over  into  the 
depths  of  the  Hypostatic  Union,  which  otherwise 
■would  have  been  a  gulf  whose  edges  we  never 
could  l)ave  reached.  The  amount  of  human 
knowledge  in  the  present  age  is  overwhelming; 
yet  the  deepest  thinkers  deem  science  to  be  only 
in  its  infancy.  Many  things  indicate  this  truth. 
Just  as  each  science  is  yearly  growing,  yearly  out- 
growing the  old  systems  wliich  held  it  within  too 
narrow  limits,  so  is  the  science  cf  Mary  growing 
in  each  loving  and  studious  heart  all  through  life, 
within  the  spacious  domains  of  vast  theology  ; 
and  in  Heaven  it  will  forthwith  outgrow  all  that 
earth's  theologies  have  laid  down  as  limits,  limits 
rather  necessitated  by  the  narrowness  of  our  own 
capacities  than  drawn  from  the  real  magnitude  of 
her  whom  they  define. 


34:8 


AVE    MARIA. 


Weekly  Ohronicle. 

Pio  Nona  at  Castel  Oandolfo — Misrepresentations  of 
the  Liberal  Press — Eighteenth  Centenarian  Anni- 
versary of  Saint  Peter's  Ma/rtyrdom — Boulogne 
FUes. 

RoME.-r-We  have  no  other  news  from  Castel  Qan- 
dolfo  than  that  of  the  constant  good  health  of  the 
Pope,  who  is  the  more  active,  it  seems,  in  matters 
connected  with  his  high  office,  from  his  being  more 
removed  from  the  attention  of  the  world  at  large 
in  general,  and  of  the  diplomatic  world  in  parti- 
cular. 

The  misrepresentations  of  the  Liberal  press  in 
matters  concerning  the  Papal  Government  and 
the  Church  are  coming  pretty  thickly  upon  us. 
Thus,  instead  of  discoursing  on  the  sufferings  of 
the  prisoners  in  Victor  Emmanuel's  dominions — 
where,  in  spite  of  turning  convents  into  gaols,  per- 
sons arrested  on  suspicion  are  kept  for  years,  without 
trial,  in  a  state  of  confinement  somewhat  similar 
to  that  of  negroes  on  board  a  slaver ;  where  eighty- 
nine  prisoners,  arrested  for  reaction  at  Viesti,  on 
July  27,  1861,  are  now  being  tried  at  Lucerna,  shut 
up  in  an  iron  cage ;  where  women  are  repeatedly 
flogged,  as  in  tlie  Pretorial  prison  of  Florence ; 
where  the  exiles  of  the  Pica  law,  compelled  to 
live  on  the  Island  of  Lipari,  are  being  starved  on 
an  allowance  of  three  and  a  half  pence  a  day,  even 
against  the  provisions  of  that  very  law  of  blood ; 
where  fowls  are  officially  numbered,  as  in  Saler- 
nitano,  and  their  unaccounted  disappearance  pun- 
ished by  the  imprisonment  and  exile  of  their 
owners,  etc.,  etc., — the  SiecU  chooses  to  fill  minds 
(such  as  they  are)  of  its  million  of  readers  with 
the  account  of  the  passion  and  martyrdom  of  four- 
teen political  prisoners  in  the  Bagno  of  Civita 
Vecchia.  Now  they  are  known — even  to  the 
French  garrison  and  its  officers — to  be  guilty  of 
ordinary  criminal  offences  against  society,  and  to 
be  kept  in  a  hall  where  sixty  prisoners  were  pre- 
viously confined. 

There  is  reason  to  believe  that  at  the  approach- 
ing Consistory  the  Holy  Father  will  issue  an  En- 
cyclical to  invite  the  Clergy  and  faithful  through- 
out the  world  to  the  celebration  of  the  eighteenth 
centenarian  anniversary  of  St.  Peter's  martyrdom, 
which  will  be  in  June  next.  The  Canonization  of 
Blessed  Peter  Arbuez,  Josaphat,  and  Germaine 
Cousin,  is  expected  to  take  place  on  that  occasion. 

The  BoxiLoaNE  Fetes. — On  Friday,  the  11th  ul- 
timo, according  to  the  order  set  down  in  the  pro- 
gramme of  the  pilgrimages  of  the  Assumption  of 
1865,  the  British  Catholics,  either  resident  or 
sojourning  in  Boulogne,  together  with  those  who 
have  came  across  the  Channel  expressly  to  take 
part  in  these  celebrated  religious  fetes  and  gain 
the  indulgences  connected  therewith,  assembled  at 
3.30  p.  m.,  at  the  Church  of  Saint  Nicholas.  I 
never  enjoyed  a  higher  feeling  of  exultation  than 
in  forming  one  of  that  most  interesting  proces- 
sion and  taking  an  unobtrusive  part  in  a  proceed- 
ing designed  to  do  especial  honor  to  the  ever 
Blessed  and  Immaculate  Virgin  in  the  public 
streets  of  one  of  the  most  famous  towns  of  the 
greatest  of  Catholic  and  Continental  nations,  where 


the  services  of  the  Church  of  Christ  are  protected 
by  the  State,  and  where  the  greatest  and  most  dis- 
tinguished deem  it  an  honor  to  do  public  homage 
to  the  Mother  of  God.  Such,  no  doubt,  was  also 
the  feeling  that  swelled  the  breasts  of  the  three 
hundred  Priests  and  laics  who  took  part  in  the 
British  procession  on  Friday.  In  the  Cathedral 
there  were  twice  that  number,  but  of  these  I  have 
no  doubt  a  considerable  proportion  were  Protest- 
ants. After  the  great  organ  had  pealed  forth  a 
grand  symphony  and  the  Salve  Begina  had  been 
sung,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Smith  ascended  the  pulpit  and 
delivered  a  remarkably  eloquent  and  able  dis- 
course vindicating  the  Catholic  doctrine  and  feel- 
ings with  regard  to  the  veneration  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  from  the  universal  Christian  doctrine  of 
the  Incarnation.  An  argument  more  clear,  logical, 
and  convincing,  has  seldom,  if  ever,  been  main- 
tained in  that  pulpit  from  which  great  preachers, 
theologians,  and  divines  have  addressed  overflow- 
ing congregations,  and  I  have  reason  to  know 
that  it  had  produced  a  deep  impression  upon  sev- 
eral of  the  Protestant  portion  of  the  audience.  At 
the  conclusion  of  the  discourse  there  was  solemn 
Benediction  of  the  Most  Holy  Sacrament,  and 
then  a  procession  round  the  back  of  the  tempo- 
rary high  altar  to  venerate  the  ancient  relics, 
throug  the  aisle  on  the  Gospel  side,  and  thence 
back  to  the  Church  of  Saint  Nicholas,  where,  after 
the  recitation  of  the  Angelas,  the  pilgrims  sep- 
arated a  little  before  six  o'clock. 

On  Sunday  the  sermon  commenced  at  7.30  a.  m., 
with  a  Low  Mass,  at  which  Holy  Communion  was 
administered  to  the  Paris  pilgrims  who  had  ar- 
rived by  special  train  on  Saturday  evening,  to  the 
number  of  2,000,  accompanied  by  their  respective 
Parochial  Clergy. 

On  Monday,  the  pilgrims  of  the  severalparishes 
of  Abbeville  arrived  at  half-past  eight  a.  m.,  and 
after  performing  their  devotions  returned  home 
at'five  in  the  afternoon.  Tuesday  was  devoted  to 
the  pilgrims  of  Saint  Etienne  and  Calais,  and 
Wednesday  to  those  of  upwards  of  half-a-dozen  par- 
ishes in  the  Pas  de  Calais.  On  Thursday  the  pil- 
grimages will  close  with  great  solemnity — finish- 
ing with  the  Pontifical  Benediction. — Lon.  Beg. 


Approbation  of  the  Eight  Eev.  Bishop  of 
Newark,  N.  J, 

Newark,  September  33, 1865. 
Very  Rev.  Dear  Sir: 

I  have  received,  and  read  with  much  pleasure, 
several  numbers  of  the  Ave  Maria,  and  would 
be  glad  to  have  it  circulated  in  my  Diocese,  as 
tending  to  foster  devotion  towards  our  Blessed 
Lady  as  Begina  Gleri. 

With  sincere  regard,  very  truly  yours, 

JAMES,  Bishop  of  Newarh. 
Very  Rev.  Father  Sorin,  S.  S.  C. 
*» — ■ — ■ — 

A  RFLIGI0U8  LIFE  is  not  a  thing  which  sheds 
itself  like  a  bright  bubble  on  the  river  surface. 
It  is  rather  like  the  river  itself,  which  widens 
continually,  and  is  never  so  broad  «r  so  deep  as 
at  its  mouth,  where  it  rolls  into  the  ocean  of 
eternity. 
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THE  APOSTLESHIP  OP  PEAYEK. 


Mission  at  tho  North  Pole. 

Wo  have  just  received  a  most  interesting  com- 
munication with  regard  to  this  mission,  of  which 
■we  have  already  spoken  to  our  readers.  It  com- 
prises Loponia,  the  island,  the  Faror  Islands,  and 
stations  north  of  Scotland.  Everywhere  the  mis- 
sionary has  to  struggle  against  all  sorts  of  difficul- 
ties ;  the  most  insunuountable  is  Protestant  intol- 
erance. In  some  places  this  intolerance  becomes 
absolute  persecution. 

The  Mission  of  Altengaard,  in  Loponia,  ofiFers 
the  greatest  hopes  for  the  future,  as  we  may  judge 
from  the  following  extract  from  a  letter  to  the 
Very  Rev.  Apostolic  Prefect,  M.  Bernard,  by  the 
AbbC"  Maesfranck,  missionary  at  Altengaard : 

"I  do  not  hesitate  to  repeat  what  has  frequently 
been  said  before  me,  that  the  mission  of  the  North 
Pole  is  the  most  difficult  one  upon  the  face  of  the 
globe.  And  for  this  reason  I  believe  it  has  been 
most  providentially  placed  under  the  special  pro- 
tection of  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  in  whose  honor 
the  Church  chants  these  beautiful  and  consoling 
words :  "Cuncta.g  futrejte^  sola  intereminti  in  universo 
mundo — Alone  thou  hast  destroyed  all  the  heresies 
in  the  entire  world."  Yes,  it  is  a  secret  design  of 
Providence  that  our  Arctic  Mission  was  designed 
on  the  memorable  day  on  which  the  dogma  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception  of  the  Most  Blessed  Vir- 
gin was  proclaimed.  Great  evils  require  great 
remedies,  and  difficult  works  must  have  powerful 
patrons.  Satan  doubtless  trembled  with  rage  on 
this  day  of  earth's  rejoicing,  when  he  saw  her, 
who  has  special  mission  to  destroy  his  empire,  fol- 
low him  even  to  the  very  summit  of  the  globe ; 
when  he  saw  the  Blessed  Virgin  prepare  to  in- 
vade his  reign,  until  then  so  peaceful  in  the  frozen 
regions,  where  he  seemed  to  nave  established  his 
last  quarters.  You  know,  my  lord,  that  the  enemy 
has  already  opened  against  us  all  his  forces,  open 
and  hidden;  but,  notwithstanding  his  wicked- 
ness, his  hatred,  his  calumnies,  and  every  difficulty 
he  has  thrown  in  our  way,  this  mission,  under 
the  powerful  protection  of  the  Immaculate  Virgin, 
bears  consoling  fruits  of  benediction.  Witness 
the  long  register  of  names  which  the  civil  author- 
ity, with  a  good  deal  of  anxiety,  requires  every 
year,  to  verify  the  names  of  those  who  have  aban- 
doned the  Church  of  the  State ;  witness  also  our 
cemetery,  which  already  incloses  the  remains  of  a 
goodly  number  of  faithful  and  pious  neophytes, 
all  of  whom,  I  may  say,  died  the  death  of  the 
saints ;  and  I  have  the  firm  hope  that  they  have 
gone  to  glorify  God  for  the  grace  of  their  conver- 
sion, and  to  intercede  more  powerfully  to  obtain 
the  same  grace  for  their  unhappy  brethren  who 
are  still  obstinately  blind  in  the  way  of  error. 

"  In  this  region,  where  the  souls  are  almost  as 
cold  as  the  climate,  conversions  must  necessarily  bo 
slow.  Nevertheless  we  have  good  grounds  for 
hope.  Among  a  number  of  these  wandering  breth- 
ren I  find  much  of  Catholic  faith,  but  human  re- 
spect is  a  terrible  obstacle  to  the  manifestation  of 
these  favorable  dispositions.    However,  we  hope 


to  triumph  over  these  ol)8tacle«,  through  the  inter- 
cession of  our  good  and  merciful  patroness,  the 
Immaculate  Virgin,  who  has  already  deigned  to 
Hhow  us  that  she  is  the  patroness  and  guardian 
of  the  mission. 

"  I  know  not  whether  you  have  heard  the  fol- 
lowing little  incident ;  it  will  give  you  an  idea  of 
the  maternal  attention  of  Mary  over  her  faithful 
and  confiding  servants.  One  day,  a  good  neophyte, 
full  of  faith  and  piety,  found  himself  engaged  in 
a  religious  controversy  with  several  Protestants. 
For  the  time  being,  at  least,  they  were  all  united  ; 
in  their  determination  to  crush  the  Catholic  they 
dropped  all  minor  differences  between  themselves. 
Although  illiterate  and  alone,  the  convert  success- 
fully defended  his  faith.  Finally  one  of  his  ad- 
versaries placed  a  Bible  on  the  table,  saying,  with 
a  tone  of  contempt  and  haughty  confidence :  '  There ; 
I  defy  you  to  show  me,  in  that  book,  a  single  text 
that  proves  the  saints  pray  in  Heaven  ?'  The  good 
neophyte  knew  perfectly  well  that  it  was  in  the 
Bible — but  where  ?  Great  was  his  embarrassment. 
Nevertheless  he  was  not  disconcerted  ;  but,  placing 
all  his  confidence  in  the  actual  assistance  of  Ood, 
he  addressed  himself  interiorly  to  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin in  these  terms  :  '  O  Immaculate  Virgin  I  assist 
me ;  not  for  myself,  but  for  the  glory  ot  thy  Son  ;' 
and  then,  full  of  faith  and  confidence,  he  opened 
the  sacred  book,  and  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  fourth 
verse  of  the  eighth  chapter  of  the  Apocalypse  of 
Saint  John  :  "  Et  a^cenditfumtat  ineen-»orum  ae  ora- 
tionihiui  sanctorum  de  nwinu  angeli  coram  Deo — And 
the  smoke  of  the  incense  of  the  prayers  of  the 
saints  ascended  up  before  God  from  the  hand  of 
the  angel."  You  may  be  sure  that  our  neophyte 
was  as  triumphant  as  his  adversaries  were  confused. 

"  Let  me  give  you  another  instance,  which  I  also 
attribute  to  the  intercession  of  the  Immaculate 
Virgin.  As  you  are  aware,  a  Protestant  mission 
has  been  established  here,  to  prevent  conversions 
to  the  Catholic  faith.  The  minister  who  has  pre- 
sided over  it  for  several  years  is  a  man  of  talent 
and  great  zeal, — I  might  almost  say  of  great  fan- 
aticism,— which  he  at  all  times  exhibited  by  his 
hatred  of  Catholicity.  By  slanders,  calumnies, 
invectives  and  injuries  of  every  nature  he  tried  to 
injure  us.  On  my  part,  I  tried  to  refute  all  the 
evil  he  produced  against  us ;  but  I  perceived  that 
I  gained  nothing  by  this  course.  Then  I  recom- 
mended this  poor  deluded  man  to  the  mercy  of  God, 
through  the  mtcrcession  of  her  who  is  the  patron- 
ess and  guardian  of  our  mission  ;  every  day  my- 
self and  neophytes  prayed  in  common,  we  partic- 
ularly invoked  the  Blessed  Virgin ;  and  whenever 
the  opportunity  presented,  I  sent  him  some  Cath- 
olic books.  After  a  certain  lapse  of  time  I  chanced 
to  meet  him,  and  was  pleasingly  surprised  at  a 
most  happy  change  in  him.  This  man,  formerly 
so  proua,  haughty,  and  even  wicked  in  his  con- 
duct toward  Catholics,  had  suddenly  become 
m(^st  affable  and  friendly.  We  entered  into  con- 
vcrsatiou,  and  I  fouud  his  sentimenta  entirely 
changed  ;  and  this  man,  who,  from  the  pulpit  and 
on  every  other  occasion,  sought  an  opportunity  to 
villify  our  holy  religion,  became  its  apologist  to 
such  an  extent  that  the  report  went  abroad  of  his 
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having  become  a  Catholic.  He  was  reported  to 
his  Bishop,  and  the  latter  soon  arrived  to  take 
due  informations  on  so  serious  a  subject.  A  divi- 
sion immediately  arose  among  his  congregation — 
some  accusing,  others  defending  him  ;  a  violent 
altercation  took  phice  in  their  meeting-house — a  re- 
ligious dispute,  which  strongly  savored  of  the  bur- 
lesque. I  was  present,  and  can  testify  that  it  was 
truly  a  comic  scene.  A  few  days  afterward  I  had 
a  long  interview  with  the  minister  ;  he  could  not 
conceal  the  embarrassment  and  anxiety  which  agi- 
tated his  heart.  'No,'  he  exclaimed,  'I  have  noth- 
ing against  the  Catholic  religion  ;  it  is  the  only 
true  and  holy  faith,'  and,  after  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion, he  added :  'Oh,  if  I  were  not  married ;  but, 
I  am  the  father  of  a  family.' 

"A  short  time  after,  he  was  removed.  How 
much  I  pitied  his  situation !  Who  had  operated 
this  wonderful  change  in  a  soul  so  short  a  time 
before  entirely  Protestant?  It  was  neither  our 
books  nor  conversation ;  but  I  attribute  it  to  the 
grace  obtained  by  the  intercession  of  our  good 
patroness,  the  Immaculate  Virgin,  to  whom  we 
had  prayed  for  this  end. 

"  Lately,  I  received  the  following  words  from 
the  pen  of'  the  apostolic  prefect :  '  The  North  Pole, 
the  summit  of  the  globe,  must  no  longer  belong 
to  the  kingdom  of  Satan.'  God  grant  it  may  not; 
but  to  attain  this  holy  end  we  need  more  priests. 
At  present  our  situation  is  such  that  we  are  under 
the  necessity  to  make  an  appeal  to  Catholic  coun- 
tries and  to  the  Christian  charity  of  our  brothers 
and  sisters  in  Jesus  Christ.  We  need  three  kind 
of  alms  to  wrest  this  summit  of  the  globe  from  the 
kingdom  of  Satan  :  prayers  for  souls,  material  alms, 
and  devoted  priests. 

"The  inhabitants  of  these  inhospitable  regions 
are  doubly  poor ;  but  their  greatest  poverty  is  that 
of  the  soul,  of  which  Saint  John  speaks  in  the 
Apocalypse  (iii,  17)  :  "Et  nescis  quia  tu  es  miser  et 
misernhilis  et  pauper  et  emeus  et  nudus — And  thou 
knowest  not  that  thou  art  unhappy,  miserable, 
poor,  blind  and  naked."  Nevertheless  they  are, 
in  imitation  of  their  father,  Luther,  proud,  dis- 
dainful, haughty  and  full  of  self-confidence ;  hence 
they  say :  "  Dives  sum  et  locupletatus  et  nullius  egeo 
— I  am  rich  and  opulent;  I  need  nothing."  "We 
have  the  Bil)le  and  our  faith — we  need  nothing 
more."  To  this  poverty  of  the  soul  Ave  must  give 
liberal  alms  of  prayers,  humble  and  ardent  sup- 
plications to  the  Father  of  mercy,  that  He  will 
deign  bring  back  to  the  fold  these  poor  stray 
sheep.  The  people  of  these  Arctic  regions  are 
equally  poor  in  temporal  goods ;  the  soil  scarce- 
produces  any  vegetation,  and  the  fisheries,  on 
which  they  depend,  are  not  always  successful ; 
therefore  we  need  material  alms  to  build  our 
churches  and  support  our  missionaries.  But  the 
third  kind  of  alms,  of  which  we  have  the  great- 
est need,  is  the  dcvotedness  of  some  good,  pious 
priests,  who  will  offer  their  lives  for  the  glory  of 
God,  the  destruction  of  Satan's  reign  at  this  ex- 
tremity of  the  earth,  and  to  honor  the  Immacu- 
late Mary,  our  tender  Mother,  who  has  taken  un- 
der her  protection  the  mission  confided  to  our 
care.  Here,  above  all  other  jjlaces,  we  can  apply 
to  ourself  the  words  of  the  Divine  Master :  Mcesis 


quidem  muUa,  operarii  autem  pauci.  This  good 
priest  might  also  add  :  "  For  five  years  I  have 
been  alone  at  Altengaard,  at  a  distance  of  twen- 
ty hours  of  navigation  from  my  only  confrier — 
will  not  my  appeal  be  heard  by  some  devoted 
missionary?" 

I  have  the  honor  to  be  vour  most  obedient  ser- 
vant, E.  MAESFRANCK, 

Apostolic  Missionary  at  the  North  Pole. 

•  ** 

In  Suffering  with  Jesus  the  Ohristian  becomes  a 

Redeemer  with  Jesus. 

In  redeeming  us  by  suffering,  Jesus  has  given 
us  the  power  to  become  with  Him  the  redeemer  of 
our  brethren ;  and  to  accomplish  this  glorious  title, 
it  is  sufficient  to  unite  our  sufferings  to  those  of 
His  Divine  Heart. 

Yes,  sufferings,  that  is  to  say  all  that  nature  so 
greatly  abhors,  all  that  prostrates  the  body,  all 
that  breaks  the  heart,  all  that  plunges  the  soul 
into  bitterness,  all  that  destroys  as  it  were  our  poor 
humanity,  has  become,  since  Jesus  Christ  and  in 
Jesus  Christ,  the  most  powerful  instruments  for 
the  regeneration  of  souls  and  society.  The  Heart 
of  Jesus  has  performed  many  miracles,  but  none 
more  wonderful  than  the  transfiguration  of  suffer- 
ing. He  has  made  sorrow  lovely  and  humilia- 
tions glorious.  He  has  given  the  fountain  of  life 
to  death  and  the  secret  of  strength  to  weakness. 

To  all  those  who  would  imitate  Him  in  work- 
ing for  the  salvation  of  souls.  He  addresses  these 
words,  which  every  age  verifies  in  the  most  strik- 
ing manner :  "  Unless  the  grain  of  wheat  fall  into 
the  ground  and  die,  itself  remaineth  alone ;  but  if 
it  die  it  bringeth  forth  much  fruit."  (John  vii,  24.) 
There  are  as  many  sorts  of  apostleships  as  there  are 
different  dispositions  in  man.  There  is  the  apos- 
tleship  of  preaching  and  the  apostleship  of  prayer, 
the  apostleship  of  teaching  and  that  of  charity ;  by 
all  these  means  we  can  unite  ourselves  to  the  di- 
vine apostleship  of  our  Saviour,  and  become  His 
auxiliaries.  But  in  as  much  as  He  saved  the 
v/orld  by  His  sufferings  more  than  by  His  teachings, 
miracles  or  prayers,  so  we  cannot  obtain  a  greater 
part  in  His  merits  and  in  the  fruit  of  His  labors 
than  in  exercising,  in  union  with  Him,  the  divine 
Apostleship  of  suffering. 

Nothing  seems  harder  than  this  doctrine,  yet  in 
reality  nothing  is  more  consoling.  Act  as  we  may, 
suffering  will  be  the  inevitable  and  perpetual 
necessity  of  our  earthly  existence ;  what  then  is 
more  encouraging  than  to  see  in  this  sorrowful 
necessity  the  source  of  the  greatest  merits  and 
the  most  fruitful  instrument  of  all  apostleships  ? 
To  enjoy  this  fruitfulness  one  condition  is  es- 
sential, namely,  that  we  unite  ourselves  with 
Jesus  suffering;  that  we  accept  these  sufferings 
as  He  accepted  His,  not  only  with  resignation  but 
with  love;  that  we  as.sume  His  intentions,  in 
offering  our  sufferings  not  for  our  own  advan- 
tage, but  for  the  gloiy  of  God,  the  expiation  of 
sin,  the  conversion  of  sinners  and  the  triumph  of 
the  Church. 

Suffering  endured  in  this  manner  is,  undoubtly, 
of  all  apostleships  the  most  sanctifjing,  fniitful 
and  meritorious  for  the  soul  that  practices  it,  the 
most  glorious  for  God,  and  the  most  useful  for 
the  Church. 
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Hativity  of  the  Elessed  Virgin. 

Tliro'  the  dark  casement,  m«)oubfams  are  peeping, 
Veiling  with  glory  the  babe  sweetly  sleeping  ; 
Every  chaste  motion  her  niotlier  utteading, 
Over  her  cradle  the  patriarch  bending ; 
Around  the  dear  cottage  angola  are  winging, 
Heavenly  music  softly  they're  singing. 
Soft-floating  zephyrs,  Vesper-sweets  stealing, 
Kiss  now  the  infant — scented  hymns  pealing; 
Flow'rets  'mid  dew-drops — petals  ere  closing, 
OflFcr  their  sweetness  to  Mary  reposing. 
Heaven,  by  Mary,  Eve's  fall  is  repairing ; 
Earth  is  exulting — hell  is  despairing. 
Approach  then  her  cradle ;  do  not  be  chary — 
But  whisper  a  prayer  to  dear  little  Mary. 

The  Altar  Boy  of  Our  Lady. 

The  town  of  Chartrcs,  or  rather  the  whole  coun- 
try which  surrounds  it,  was  before  the  Christian 
era  the  central  point  of  the  religion  of  the  Gauls. 
Thei"e  was  the  principal  college  of  their  Druids, 
over  which  a  supreme  pontiff  ruled  as  president; 
and  there,  also,  according  to  ancient  traditions, 
more  or  less  supported  by  authority,  the  Druids 
had  raised,  in  a  vast  grotto  inclosed  by  a  cireleof 
ancient  oaks,  an  altar  to  the  Virgin  who  was  one 
day  to  bring  forth  the  Saviour  ot  the  world.  This 
image,  we  are  told,  represented  a  woman  seated 
on  a  throne,  with  her  Son  on  her  knees,  and  robed 
in  a  long  tunic  down  to  her  feet,  with  a  mantle 
in  the  form  of  an  antique  cha.suble,  and  a  crown 
on  her  head  of  oak-leaves,  and  a  veil  hanging 
from  it  over  the  shoulders.  The  grotto  in  which 
it  was  placed  is  the  ciypt  of  the  present  cathedral, 
in  which  the  early  Christians  celebrated  the  holy 
mysteries  in  time  of  persecution ;  and'  the  town 
of  Chartres  has  ever  been  under  the  especial  pro- 
tection of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  who  has  shown  her 
favor  to  it  by  many  miracles. 

In  the  year  lllG,  in  the  reign  of  Philip  I,  on 
the  evening  of  the  81st  of  October,  there  was  a 
solemn  procession  in  the  subterranean  church  of 
Chartres,  while  hymns  of  praise  v.-ere  sung  to  our 
Lady,  the  Queen  of  "All  Saints,"  whose  festival 
was  to  be  celebrated  the  next  day.  The  pious 
Bishop  presided ;  when  the  crowd,  fervei^t  and 
recollected,  sang  with  a  devout  heart.  The  monks 
and  priests  all  held  torches;  at  intervals,  when 
the  procession  rested,  the  Bishop,  with  mitre  on 
his  head,  aud  ci-osier  in  his  hand,  blessed  the 
faithful,  surrounded  by  the  young  phalanx  of  altar 
boys  bearing  tapeiu 

Among  these  children  there  was  one  especially 
remarked  as  being  the  most  diligent  and  recol- 
lected, though  he  was  but  ten  years  old.  He  was 
the  son  of  a  poor  widov.',  who  found  in  him  her 
treasure  and  her  joy.  It  was  said  of  him  that 
he  had  divided  his  heart  into  three  portions,  of 
which  he  gad  given  one  to  God,  one  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  and  one  to  his  mother :  and  all  these  three 
affections  were  in  full  exercise.  Never  was  he 
absent  from  a  religious  ceremony  ;  never  were  the 


festivals  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  celebrated  without 
his  being  there  to  a&sist :  he  never  seemed  thor- 
oughly happy  except  in  church;  and  when  in  the 
narrow  streets  of  this  ancient  town  a  chance  pas-ser- 
by  asked  who  he  was,  he  never  faile<l  to  answer 
with  an  innocent  pride,  "I  am  an  altar  boy  of  our 
Lady  of  Chartres. ' 

The  mother  of  this  sweet  child,  as  may  be  sup- 
posed, was  very  unwilling  ever  to  have  him  out 
of  her  sight;  and  therefore  she  was,  like  him,  as- 
siduous in  frequenting  the  house  of  God;  and 
never  ceased  following  him  with  her  eyes,  whether 
he  was  serving  Ma.ss,  or  carrj'ing  the  little  vessel 
of  holy  water,  or  whether,  in  attendance  on  the 
good  Bishop,  he  formed  one  of  the  little  band  of 
whom  our  Lord,  in  an  especial  manner,  commanded 
that  tijey  should  be  suffered  to  come  to  II im. 

On  the  evening  of  which  we  are  speaking,  this 
good  mother  was  watching  her  little  son,  as  he 
attended  on  the  Bishop  ;  and  was  fii-sl  surpri-sed, 
and  then  anxious,  when,  on  the  second  turn  of  the 
procession,  she  missed  him  from  the  ranks  of  his 
young  companions.  The  third  turn  came,  and  he 
had  not  rc-appcared.  What  could  have  become 
of  him?  When  the  procession  was  over,  the  faith- 
ful retired ;  but  the  mother,  who  had  been  suf- 
fering for  more  than  half  an  liour,  hastened  into 
the  sacristy  with  a  hurried  though  modest  step, 
and,  in  a  low  voice,  asked  every  one  she  met  for 
tidings  of  her  son.  But  no  one  had  seen  him  disap- 
pear ;  and  it  was  only  then  for  the  first  time  that 
they  observed  that,  he  and  his  taper  were  missing. 
She  went  back  into  the  crj'pt  with  the  sacris- 
tan.s,  v/ho  sympathized  in  her  anxiety ;  the  other 
altar  boys  followed  ;  then  the  priests  and  monks, 
and  lastly  the  good.  Bishop  himself.  All  loved 
the  gincious  child,  and  took  an  interest  in  him; 
and  all  were  anxious  to  find  out  v.hat  had  become 
of  him,  whether  he  was  lying  ill  in  some  remote 
corner,  or  whether  he  had  forgotten  himself  in 
prayer  over  some  holy  tomb  ;  for  that  crypt  had  re- 
ceived the  bones  of  several  martyrs. 

They  all  sought  In  vain,  however ;  they  explored 
every  comer,  every  niche,  every  turn,  but  could 
find  nothing;  they  called  the  child  again  and 
again,  but  no  answer  was  made  :  so  tlicy  concluded 
at  last  that  he  had  either  left  the  chuix;h  unper- 
ceived,  or  had  been  cirried  av.'ay,  or  that  he  had 
fallen  'iito  a  deep  pit  just  beliind  the  old  altar  of 
the  Druids.  There  the  mother  ran,  with  her 
toreh  in  her  hand;  and  she  had  no  sooner  thrown 
the  light  on  the  mouth  of  the  pit,  than  she  gave 
a  cry  of  anguish  which  drew  all  the  party  to  her 
side  in  an  instant.  At  the  bottoni  of  the  pit  she 
thought  she  espied  a  white  surplice.  The  others 
looked  in ;  but  by  the  uncertain  light  of  the 
torches  they  could  see  nothing:  a  mother's  eye, 
however,  was  to  be  trusted ;  and  by  the  Bishop's 
desire,  the  most  active  of  those  in  attendance  let 
himself  cautiously  down  to  the  lx>ttom  of  the  well, 
where  he  found  the  poor  child,  drowned,  stiffi 
insensible,  and  frozen  by  death. 

All  stood  around  the  mother  in  silent  grief^ 
none  daring  to  attempt  to  amsole  her;  for  she 
seemed  quite  stunned,  in  a  way  which  .struck  awe 
into  the  hearts  of  all  around  her.  The  feeling,  how- 
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ever,  which  so  overpowered  her,  was  not  conster- 
nation, though  it  seemed  like  it;  it  was  an  im- 
possibility of  believing  that  her  son  was  really 
taken  from  her.  As  soon  as  the  child  was  brought 
to  the  top  of  the  pit,  she  siezed  him  eagerly  in 
her  arms ;  and  rushing  to  the  altar  of  Our  Lady,  she 
laid  him  all  dripping  as  he  was  at  the  foot  of  the 
holy  image,  threw  herself  on  her  knees,  and  cried  : 

"Behold  him.  Blessed  Virgin ;  this  dear  child 
whom  we  have  lost.  He  is  no  longer  mine.  Lady 
of  Chartres,  he  is  yours ;  I  have  given  him  to  you : 
I  give  him.  But  you  know,  dear  Lady,  that  he 
loves  you ;  he  was  under  your  protection ;  and 
you  cannot  surely  suffer  that  he  should  not  awake." 

The  tears  of  all  present  mingled  with  those  of 
the  widow  full  of  taith ;  all  knelt  round,  praying 
and  sobbing.  But  few  dared  to  hope  that  a  child 
who  had  been  an  hour  drowned  could  possibly 
revive;  indeed,  scarcely  any  except  the  good 
Bishop  and  the  little  altar-boys,  whose  young 
hearts  dared  to  participate  in  the  mother's  hope. 
But  faith  prevailed :  the  child  of  miracle  opened 
his  eyes !  He  was  at  once  surrounded  and  borne 
away  from  the  altar,  and  his  voice  joined  in  the 
rapturous  thanksgiving  which  immediately  re- 
sounded through  those  ancient  vaults. 

When  the  first  transports  of  joy  were  past,  the 
child  thus  raised  from  the  dead  was  immediately 
overwhelmed  with  questions;  and  he  explained 
that,  in  trying  to  get  to  his  place,  he  had  been  impru- 
dent enough  to  pass  behind  the  altar ;  and  not 
thinking  of  the  pit,  had  fallen  into  it  headlong. 
As  all  wondered  that  he  had  received  no  injury, 
and  knew  at  the  same  time  that  he  had  lost  all 
consciousness  of  life  during  the  hour  that  he  had 
passed  in  the  water,  they  asked  him  if  he  had 
seen,  heard,  or  felt  anything.  "I  felt  nothing," 
he  answered,  "except  a  wonderful  sensation  of 
delight;  I  saw  nothing  except  angels  moving 
gently  round  me;  and  I  heard  nothing  except 
their  harmonious  voices,  which  responded  in  the 
words  of  the  Church  to  the  Lord  Bishop,  when 
he  addressed  to  the  faithful  the  Pax  vobiseum. 
They  also  responded  to  the  Dominus  voMscum  of 
the  Priest." 

Such  is  the  marvelous  adventure  of  the  altar- 
boy  of  our  Lady  of  Chartres.  The  Bishop  was  so 
struck  with  the  wonderful  circumstance,  that,  in 
order  to  preserve  the  remembrance  of  it,  he  estab- 
lished a  custom  which  has  been  observed  ever 
since  in  the  cathedral  of  Chartres ;  namely,  that 
when  the  officiating  Bishop  chants  the  Pax  vobis- 
cum,  or  a  priest  the  Dominus  vobiscum,  whether  at 
Mass,  or  at  Vespers,  Matins,  or  any  of  the  canon- 
ical hours,  the  choir  is  silent,  knowing  that  the 
angels  are  chanting  the  responses,  and  that  God  is 
hearing  them. 

<» 

The  Payored  Little  Boy. 

Come,  my  dear  little  friends,  and  I  will  tell  you 
something  that  happened  only  a  short  time  ago. 

In  the  village  of  Fintona,  County  Tyrone,  Ire- 
land, lived  a  little  boy,  named  Hugh,  who  always 
nourished  in  his  early  youth  a  great  devotion  to 
our  Immaculate  Mother,  Mary.  When  quite  young, 
he  thought  (perhaps  like  you,  my  dear  children,) 


that  he  would  like  to  be  a  priest.  He  made  his 
desires  known  to  his  parents,  who,  although  very 
pious,  and  truly  virtuous,  would  not  listen  to  his 
proposition,  but  opposed  his  design  in  every  pos- 
sible way ;  God,  however,  had  destined  him  for 
something  great.  His  eldest  sister,  Mary,  was  the 
only  one  of  the  family  who  seemed  to  encourage 
him,  saying:  "Now,  Hughie,  pray  hard  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin ;  then,  if  you  are  to  be  a  priest, 
she  will  assist  you."  Daily  she  would  take  him 
to  a  solitary  place,  under  an  overhanging  rock, 
situated  not  far  distant  from  their  home,  and  there 
make  him  kneel  on  his  little  bare  knees  until  she 
had  said  the  Thirty  Days  Prayer  for  the  good 
child's  intention.  He  knelt  motionless,  with  his 
tiny  hands  folded,  until  she  repeated  the  final 
"Amen ;"  then  he  would  rise  with  renewed  confi- 
dence in  Mary's  intercession. 

Our  loving  Mother  heard  his  request,  and  aided 
him  in  obtaining  the  object  of  his  ambition.  One 
day  he  left  his  father's  house  to  visit  an  uncle, 
who  was  about  to  leave  Hibernia  for  America. 
The  time  had  arrived  that  God  was  to  manifest 
the  power  of  His  Virgin  Mother  and  to  reward 
the  devotion  of  our  little  hero.  Hugh  did  not  re- 
turn home,  but  embarked  with  his  uncle,  his 
whole  possessions  consisting  of  the  clothes  he 
wore.  On  the  arrival  in  his  new  home  he  in- 
stantly went  in  search  of  employment,  which  he 
soon  found.  Some  time  after,  he  taught  school  at 
one  of  the  churches  in  Philadelphia.  All  his 
leisure  hours  were  devoted  to  the  study  of  Latin, 
to  insure  success  of  admittance  in  the  seminary. 
He  had  no  difficulty  in  gainiug  the  point,  for 
Mary  was  at  his  side.  He  entered,  and  by  his 
merit  and  extraordinary  talent  soon  gained  the 
affection  of  his  teachers  and  companions.  By 
constant  application  to  his  studies  he  acquired,  in 
a  short  time,  as  much  learning  as  many  of  the 
elder  students.  No  less  did  he  endeavor  to  learn 
the  science  of  the  saints,  particularly  that  of  de- 
votion to  Mary.  His  piety  and  modest  deportment 
was  a  subject  of  edification  to  all  who  saw  him. 

At  length  the  happy  moment  for  which  he  had 
so  long  and  so  ardently  sighed  arrived,  when  he 
should  receive,  from  the  hand  of  the  sainted 
Bishop  Neumann,  the  sacred  character  of  priest- 
hood. Shortly  after  his  ordination  he  was  ap- 
pointed director  of  a  Religious  Community  un- 
der the  immediate  patronage  of  the  Immaculate 
Heart  of  Mary.  Nothing  could  now  daunt  his 
zeal  in  promoting  the  love  of  his  Heavenly  Mother ; 
wherever  he  went,  he  would  plant  the  seed  of  de- 
votion to  her. 

This  favored  little  boy  was  Rev.  H.  Monahan, 
who  died  only  a  few  weeks  ago.  He  was  the  good 
child  on  whom  the  ever  watchful  eye  of  our  dear- 
est Mother  rested.  No  doubt  he  is  now  enjoying 
the  glorious  vision,  and  continuing  to  do  in  Heav- 
en what  he  began  on  earth :  viz.  to  praise  and 
glorify  her  name. 

Which  of  you,  my  dear  little  friends,  will  not 
love  that  good  Mother  ?  If  you  pray  to  her  every 
day,  she  will  do  for  you  what,  she  did  for  a  Saint 
Stanislaus,  an  Albertus  Magnus,  or  for  the  little 
boy  of  Fintona. 
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SAINT  WORSHIP. 

No  one  is  required  by  Cntholic  faitli  to  Ix'liovo 
m  tljo  nteral  hisU);iral  tnitli  of  every  thinj;  to  l)e 
found  in  the  lo<;(Mnis  of  the  Saints.  Tiic  (.Jatholie 
mind  is  as  remote  from  erediility  as  from  skepti- 
cism, and  in  the  Lives  of  the  Saints,  as  clsewliere, 
the  incidents  and  events,  the  sayings  an<l  doings 
recorded  are  as  historical  facts  to  he  accepted  or  re- 
jected acconling  to  the  historical  cvidcnc<i  in  the 
cnsc. 

Po])ular  love  antl  veneration  delight  to  a.«cri!)e 
to  the  great  Saint  as  to  tlie  great  hero,  whatever 
they  finti  that  coini)orts  with  his  character  and 
tends  in  their  cstimatiini  to  conijdete  it,  and  in 
])roccss  of  time  gather  rotmd  him  a  variety  of  in- 
cidents which  may  never  liave  hajjpened  to  him, 
and  sometimes  incidents  that  may  never  have 
happened  at  all.  Sayings  and  doings  are  ascribed 
to  one  Saint  that  in  the  historittd  order  are  true 
only  of  another,  and  somctinjes  that  arc  litenxlly 
.true  of  no  one.  This  is  natural  and  cveiy  day 
happens  to  every  distinguished  man,  whether  dis- 
tinguished for  wit;  learning,  heroism,  benevolence, 
or  holines.s;  and  it  would  be  rash  to  say  that  all 
is  falstf  in  the  theories  of  onr  niodern  CSerman 
mythologies,  only  they  exaggenite  and  misajiply 
the  truth  they  have.  Indc(rd  a  vein  of  truth  runs 
through  even  the  heathen  mythologies,  though 
moral  and  i)hilosf)phical  rather  than  historical 
truth.  Things  of  this  .sort  do  not  offend  the  pious 
heart,  however  much  they  may  the  historir.d  critic. 
Certainly  piety  is  never  nourished  with  fal.si'ho<»d, 
and  it  can  live  and  thrive  only  in  an  atmo.sphere 
of  truth,  but  there  is  a  whole  world  of  truth,  and 
truth  of  the  highest  order,  above  the  more  out- 
ward sensible  fact  which  is  all  that  is  apprehended 
by  the  materialist. 

When  our  Lord  t*x»k  three  of  His  disciples, 
Peter,  James  and  John,  ascended  Mount  Thabor, 
and  was  transfigureil  before  them,  nothing  was 
changed  or  assumed  in  llini,  and  what  His  dis- 
cij)le3  saw  was  only  Himself  as  He  was  at  all 
times  and  places  in  Himself.  The  miracle  wsia 
impartially  withdrawing  for  the  moment  the  sen- 
sible Veil  from  before  their  eyes,  enabling  them  to 
catch  a  glimpse  of  that  glory  always  before  them, 
an<l  but  ordinarily  hidclen  from  their  sight.  Al- 
ways is  there  before  us,  above  us,  roinul  about  us, 
and  in  which  is  our  real  life,  a  truth  which  trans- 
cends the  simple,  outward,  sensible  fact.  The 
sensible  facts  are  only  the  shadow  of  the  truth. 
The  real  truth,  the  real  significincc  of  the  histori- 
cal fact,  all  its  meaning  or  worth  lies  in  the  order 


that  transcends  it,  in  the  moral  and  spiritual  or- 
der, which  is  back  of  it,  the  JUiseen,  t!ie  imchang- 
I  ing,  the  eternal,  ami  which  is  syml)olized  by  it. 

From  before  the  pious  and  believing  heart 
grace  always  to  some  extent  withdraws  the  sensi- 
ble veil,  and  partially  disclo.'ies  the  transcendental 
world,  the  irnisible  and  the  eternal,  in  which  is 
th«!  .soul's  light  and  life,  its  strength  and  its  joy. 
The  regenerate  soul  has  ascended  the  Mount  with 
its  Lord,  st'cs  His  face  shining  as  the  .sun,  and  His 
g.innents  whitens  the  snow, and  falls  pro.strate  at 
His  feet  ami  adores.  Having  found  the  iruth,  hav- 
ing, as  it  were,  reached  the  object  of  its  love,  penc- 
tnited  to  the  livint;  reality,  symbolized  by  sensi- 
ble facts,  it  has  got  all  they  can  give,  and  it  can 
value  them  only  as  means  of  shadowing  it  forth 
to  its  own  sensible  nature  or  to  that  of  oiheJ-s.  It 
interjjrcts  the  fact.s,  and  would  make  them  capa- 
ble of  expres.sing  what  it  sees,  feels,  an<l  loves,  yet 
it  finds  them  always  too  narrow  for  the  glory 
present  to  its  affections,  and  has  a  constant  tend- 
ency to  enlarge  or  umltiply  them,  to  niake  them 
adetjuatc  .symbols  of  the  truth  it  adores.  In  this 
way  the  legend  is  constructed  and  grows.  It  is 
not  false,  but  in  the  highest  sense  truthlul.  The 
truth  present  and  loved  demands  for  its  utterance 
all  the  events  and  incidents  of  the  legend,  an<l 
renders  morally  and  spiritually  true  even  those 
events  which  never  historically  ha))pei!»d.  The 
legend  may  therefore  always  be  read  with  confi- 
dence for  spiritual  edi!icjiti(Mi,  for  it  is  always  triio 
as  far  as  it  goes  in  the  only  .sense  in  which  the 
soul  understands  it,  and  therefore  true  in  the 
highest  of  all  senses. 

Something  of  the  s:une  principle  >yhlch  ide.nl- 
izes  the  Saint,  generates  the  nil  iim  H.dirtorum, 
or  Saint-worship.  The  heart  that  is  filled  with 
the  love  of  God  overflows  in  its  love  to  all  that  is 
godlike  or  related  to  God.  As  Gcxl's  own  loTe 
overflows  in  creation,  for  creation  si)rings  out  of 
the  e.\ubenince  of  His  love,  so  does  the  love  of 
each  one  who  really  loves  Him  overfow  to  every 
thing  He  has  created.  It  loves  all  that  is  an  object 
of  God's  love,  all  that  is  dear  to  Gc(l.  It  loves 
Gr)d  in  Himself,  and  in  His  works,  us  we  love  the 
Sou  because  we  love  the  Father.  It  is  the  nature 
of  all  real  love. 

All  love  is  (lemon.strative.  It  seeks  ahyays  to 
express  itself,  and  the  expression  of  love  is  wor- 
ship. From  love  springs  alike  the  worship  of  God 
and  of  all  that  is  godlike  or  lelated  to  the  su- 
preme and  central  object  of  love. 

In  every  age  of  the  Church  Saint-worship  hasob- 
tained,  never,  I  believe,  by  virtue  of  any  positive 
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precept,  but  from  the  ovei-flowing  of  the  pious 
Catholic  heart.  It  is,  if  I  may  so  speak,  a  necessity 
of  Catholic  piety.  The  love  with  which  the  re- 
generate and  faithful  soul  is  filled,  cannot  be  sat- 
isfied without  it.  That  love  must  worship  and 
it  must  worship  the  universal  God.  God  in 
Himself  and  God  in  His  works,  all  of  which 
through  His  creative  act  partake  of  His  divine 
being,  and  are  through  the  medium  of  that  act 
identified  with  Him.  The  worship  Avould  seem 
to  it  incomplete,  defective,  if  it  did  not  embrace 
the  creature  with  the  Creator,  and  especially,  if  it 
did  not  include  the  Saints  who  of  all  His  creat- 
ures are  the  nearest  and  dearest  to  Him.  The 
heart  that  does  not  include  them  in  its  love  to 
God,  and  honor  them  in  its  honor  to  Him,  may 
break  no  positive  command,  but  it  may  be  as- 
sured that  it  has  at  best  only  a  stingy  love,  and 
no  reason  to  applaud  itself  either  for  its  logic  or 
the  fullness  of  its  devotion. 

The  Protestant  sects  regard,  or  affect  to  regard, 
the  worship  which  we  render  to  the  Saints,  espe- 
cially to  the  Blessed  Mother  of  our  Redeemer,  as 
idolatry,  but  this  is  because  they  do  not  consider 
that  to  worship  God  in  His  creatures,  especially 
His  Saints,  redeemed  by  His  Blood,  and  sanctified 
by  His  grace,  is  still  to  worship  God,  or  that  the 
worship  which  we  render  to  the  Saints  regarded 
solely  as  creatures,  is  never  that  which  we  offer  to 
God  Himself  Supreme  worship  is  due  to  God 
alone,  and  to  give  it  to  another  i.s  idolatry,  is 
treason  to  the  Most  High,  to  the  Majesty  of 
Heaven  and  earth ;  none  know  this  better  than 
Catholics.  But  worship  is  a  general  term,  which 
includes  not  only  different  degrees,  but  different 
species.  The  word,  is  from  the  Anglo-saxon  weAMh- 
scipe,  which  means  simply  the  state  or  condition 
of  being  worthy,  dignity,  or  worthy  of  honor,  or 
respect,  and  to  worship  is  to  ascrilje  worth,  honor, 
dignity,  or  excellence  to  some  one,  or  literally  to 
honor  it  may  be  God,  the  living,  the  magistrate, 
or  simply  a  man  for  his  office,  station,  possessions, 
acquirements,  or  virtues.  The  word  itself  may 
with  like  jjropriety  designate  the  religious  hom- 
age one  owes  to  God,  the  reverence  we  give  to  the 
Saints,  or  the  civil  respect  we  pay  to  magis- 
trates, or  to  all  persons  in  authority,  whether  in 
Church  or  state.  Idolatry  is  not  in  rendering 
worship  to  men,  but  in  rendering  to  them  the  wor- 
ship that  is  due  to  God  alone. 

The  Protestant  sects  overlook  this  fact,  and 
when  they  see  us  unmistakably  worshiping  Saints, 
and  perhaps  rendering  them  as  high  a  worship  as 
that  which  they  in  reality  render  to  God  Himself, 
conclude,  rashly,  that  we  are  idolaters,  and  brand 
the  worship  we  give  to  the  Mother  of  God  ijs  Ma- 
riolatry.  But  they  seem  not  to  be  aware  that  the 
sujireme  and  distinctive  act  of  worship  to  God  is 
sacrifice,  and  that  we  offer  sacrifice  never  to  any 
Saint,  never  but  to  God  alone.  Hence  it  is  the 
worship  we  pay  to  Saints,  even  the  highest,  is 
never  a  distinctively  religious  worship,  and  it  is 
an  open  question,  or  a  question  not  defined  by  the 
Church  whether  it  is  properly  religious  worship 
or  not.  It  is  or  is  not,  probably  as  the  term  re- 
ligious is  taken  in  a  wider  or  in  a  more  restricted 


sense.  That  Protestants  should  regard  our  Saint- 
worship  as  idolatrous  is  not  strange  or  surprising. 
Having  rejected  the  sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  they 
have  no  sacrifice  to  offer,  and  therefore  really  no  su- 
preme distinctive  worship  of  God,  and  their  su- 
preme worship  is  of  the  same  kind,  and  very  lit- 
tle, if  any,  higher  than  that  which  we  offer  to  the 
Saints  themselves.  They  see  us  give  to  the  Saints 
as  high  a  worship  as  they  render  to  God,  and  why 
then  should  they  not  regard  us  as  idolators? 

Dou1)tles.s,  so-called  orthodox  Protestants  hold 
that  a  Sacrifice,  an  all-sufficient  Sacrifice  has  been 
offered  by  our  Lord  in  offering  Himself  on  the 
Cross,  but  in  their  view  this  Sacrifice  was  com- 
pleted, finished  in  the  past,  and  is  not  an  offering 
continuously  made,  and  therefore  made  now  and 
on  our  altars  as  really  and  as  truly  as  on  Calvary. 
In  regard  to  men  now  living  they  hold  it  to 
be  a  past  and  not  an  ever  present  Sacrifice,  and 
therefore  according  to  them  we  have  no  sacrifice 
to  offer,  consequently  no  supreme  distinctive  wor- 
sliip  of  God.  Hence  their  churches  have  a  table, 
but  no  altar,  except  by  a  figure  of  speech,  as  it  is 
only  by  a  figure  of  speech  that  they  commune  of 
the" body  of  our  Lord.  Their  divine  service  or 
religious  worship  consists  chiefly  of  prayer  and 
the  singing  of  hymns  or  psalms,  and  comprises 
nothing  in  kind  which  it  is  not  perfectly  lawful 
to  offer  to  men.  It  is  lawful  to  love  our  neigh- 
bor, to  honor  the  magistrate,  to  pray  to  men  in 
authority,  to  sing  the  praises  of  the  conquering 
hero,  and  to  confide  in  our  friends.  What  in  all 
this  is  distinctively  religious  worship,  or  which 
can  be  given  only  to  God  ? 

The  simple  fact  is  that  Protestants  accuse  us  of 
idolatry,  because  they  have  and  believe  in  no 
worship  higher  than  our  Saint-worship.  But,  be- 
cause tliey  have  and  believe  in  no  higher  worship, 
it  does  not  follow  that  there  is  none  higher,  pr 
that  we  have  it  not.  It  is  not  good  logic  to  argue 
that  because  they  in  their  worship  anthropomor- 
phize God,  we  in  ours  divinize  the  Saints.  The 
canonization  of  the  Church  is  not  the  apotheosis 
of  the  pagans.  The  Church  has  a  perpetual  Sac- 
rifice, not  that  the  sacrifice  on  Calvary  is  repeated 
or  renewed  on  our  altars,  but  is  continued  or 
perpetuated  on  them  in  an  unbloody  manner, 
without  cessation  or  interruption.  This  sacrifice 
perpetuated  in  the  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  really 
and  truly,  and  not  symbolically,  as  in  the  Jewish 
sacrifices,  is  the  supreme  distinctive  worship  of 
God.  This  Protestants  have  not ;  what  they  have 
may  be  good  as  far  as  it  goes,  but  it  is  a  worship 
that  may  be  rendered  to  God  in  common  with 
men.  As  we  have  the  true  spiritual  worship  and 
offer  it  only  to  God,  we  can  accept  and  encourage 
the  overflowings  of  the  pious  heart  towards  the 
Saints  without  any  danger  of  idolatry. 

The  Holy  Sacrifice  is  never  offered  to  a  Saint, 
not  even  to  the  Mother  of  God,  our  churches  and 
altars  are  all  dedicated  to  God  alone.  Those  that 
bear  the  name  of  some  Saint  are  like  all  the  others 
dedicated  to  God,  and  are  simply  placed  under 
the  patronage  or  intercession  of  tUe  Saint.  The 
Saints  honored  by  offices  in  the  church  service, 
are  not  the  direct  object  of  the  worship.    The 


k 


AVE    MARIA 


355 


Sacrifice  is  offered  to  God  in  thanksgiving  for 
tlKMn.  and  the  pruyi-rs  are  all  a(hlrt'S'«d  diroctlv 
to  G.mI,  and  oidy  tlieir  intercession  is  invoked. 
In  the  authorized  Litanies  of  the  Saints  and  of 
the  Blessed  Virghi,  the  Saints  arc  indeed  invoked, 
hut  nothing?  of  them  is  asked  hut  their  prayers 
for  us,  which  is  no  more  than  we  all  ask  daily  of 
our  pastors,  of  our  friends,  and  of  one  another, 
and  why  may  we  not  ask  as  much  of  a  Saint  in 
Heaven  as  of  a  sinful  mortal  on  'earth  ?  Is  the 
Saint  less  living,  or  less  dear  to  God  ? 

But  Saint-worship  docs  not  simply  spring 
from  the  exuberance  of  Catholic  piety,  is  not 
simply  an  instinct  or  spontaneous  outburst  of  the 
Catholic  heart;  it  has  a  reason  in  the  deepest 
mysteries  of  our  religion,  and  there  is  a  profound 

f)hilosophy  in  it;  undreamed  of  by  those  who  neg- 
ect  it.  It  is  no  cxcresa-nce  on  the  Christian  re- 
ligion, no  corruption  of  the  simplicity  of  primi- 
tive worship,  but  a  normal  development  which 
has  it^  root  in  the  very  essence  of  the  Christian 
system,  or  the  Divine  plan  of  creation,  redemp- 
tion, and  glorification.  It  is  defensible  not  only 
to  pious  affection,  but  to  the  nnderftanding.  and 
rests  on  the  deepest  philosophical  and  theological 
principles  that  we  know  either  by  reason  or 
revelation.  The  Christian  religion  is  Catholic, 
all  its  principles  are  Catholic,  and  for  every  thing 
in  it  or  pertaining  to  it  there  is  a  Catholic  reason. 
Catholic  means  whole,  and  universal,  because  it 
embraces  the  whole.  The  Christian  religion  is  a 
sy.stematic  whole,  and  all  its  parts  cohere  and  are 
inseparable  parts  of  a  complete  whole.  The  cate- 
chism is  supriimely  logical,  is  a  dialectic  whole, 
and  no  part  can  be  denied  without  denying  the 
whole. 

Tlie  worship  of  the  Saints  docs  not  stand  alone, 
but  rests  on  a  principle  as  universal,  as  integral, 
and  as  casential  as  the  worship  of  God.  The 
command,  love  thy  neighbor  as  thysdf,  rests  on 
the  same  principle  or  ground,  as  the  command, 
love  God.  There  arc  two  senses  in  which  we 
may  consider  Saint-worship.  The  first,  as  the 
worship  of  God  in  His  Saints;  the  second,  as  the 
woi-ship  of  the  Saints  for  what  they  arc  personally, 
or  what  nature  and  they  by  the  grace  of  God 
have  made  tliemselvcs. 

But  I  have  no  room  in  my  present  article  to  say 
anything  further,  and  must  reserve  the  discussion 
of  Saint- worship  under  these  two  heads  for  fu- 
ture numbers. 

Eliz.ujeth,  N.  J.,  October  2,  1865. 


Autumn  once  more  begins  to  teach  ; 
Scar  leaves  their  annual  sermon  preach ; 
And  with  the  southward-slipping  sun 
Another  stage  of  life  is  done. 
My  soul  appears,  as  I  get  old, 
More  prompt  in  act,  in  prayer  less  cold  ; 
Crosses,  from  use,  more  lightly  press ; 
Mirth  is  more  purely  weariness ; 
With  less  to  quarrel  with  in  life, 
I  grow  less  patient  with  its  strife  ; 
I  wish  moresim})ly.  Lord,  to  be. 
Ailing  or  well,  always  with  Thee ! 


8aint  Luke,  the  Evangelist  of  the  Dirine  Mater- 
nity.—October  18. 

"  Luke,  the  physician  mo«t  dearly  beloved"  of 
the  great  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles,  wai*  bom  at 
Antioch,  in  Syria.  He  wrote  his  Gospel  al>out 
twenty-four  years  after  the  Asccn.sion  ;  and  in  it 
he  shows  himself  in  a  special  manner  the  Evan- 
gelist of  the  Sacred  Inmncy  of  our  Lord  and  the 
Divine  Maternity  of  our  Blessed  Mother;  for  it  is 
only  in  his  Gospel  we  find  the  touching  relation 
of  the  Annunciation,  the  Incarnation,  and  the 
visit  of  the  Mother  of  God  to  her  cousin  Saint 
Elizabeth.  To  him  also  we  are  indebted  for  the 
three  Gospel  songs — the  Magnijicnt^  the  Benfdie- 
tiiM  and  the  yuiie  (limiftin.  A  painter  is  always 
a  poet,  hence  we  find  that  Saint  Luke  treasured 
up  in  liis  Gospel  those  sublime  canticles  of  the 
Sacred  Infancy  for  the  joy  of  futunr  ages.  And 
it  was  douljtless  by  the  lips  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
that  the  Holy  Ghost  revealed  to  him  the  myste- 
ries of  Nazareth  and  Bethlehem,  and  her  sweet 
voice  must  have  repeated  to  him  the  Angelic 
Salutation  of  God's  heavenly  messenger,  and  the 
Gloria  in  ExceUia  of  the  angels,  whose  celestial 
tones,  around  the  poor  stable  of  Bethlehem,  filled 
the  winter  night  with  the  harmony  of  Heaven. 
The  tender  poetical  instincts  of  his  artistic  mind 
seemed  to  linger  amund  the  Sacred  Infancy  and 
Divine  Maternity  at  the  lowly  crib.  "He  is  there, 
by  the  appointment  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  as  the 
painter  of  Mary  and  the  secretary  of  the  Infant 
Jesus." 

Father  Faber  says  that  "  he  lived  with  the 
Mother  of  Mercy  until  he  saw  nothing  but  mercy 
in  her  Sou.  *  *  ♦  Hja  Gospel  has  been  named 
the  Gospel  of  mercy,  becjiuse  it  is  so  full  of  inci-' 
dents  of  our  Lord's  love  for  sinners.  It  is  from 
him  chiefly  that  we  have  the  conversion  of  sin- 
ners and  the  examples  of  our  Lonl's  amazing 
kindness  to  them.  It  is  a  Gosjx'l  of  sunshine.  It 
throws  strong  light  into  the  darkest  places,  and 
loves  to  use  the  power  it  has  to  do  so ;  and  is  not 
all  this  painter-like  y  The  examples  to  which 
the  fallen  sinner  turns  instinctively,  when  hope 
and  despair  are  battling  for  his  soul,  are  mostly 
in  the  Gospel  of  Saint  Luke.  He  chose  what  he 
most  loved  hims<jlf ;  and  inspiration  ministered 
to  the  bent  of  his  genius  rather  than  diverted  or 
ignored  it.  He  is  known,  like  all  artists,  for  his 
choice  of  subjects.  What  wonder  he  was  the 
companion  of  Saint  Paul  when  their  minds  were 
so  congenial  ?  The  magnifying  of  grace,  the 
facility  and  abundance  of  redemption,  the  vast 
treasures  of  hope,  the  delight  of  reconciliation 
with  God,  the  predilection  u»r  the  grand  pheno- 
mena of  conversion,  all  these  peculiarities  of 
Saint  Luke's  genius  would  recommend  him  to  the 
Apostle  of  the  Precious  Bl(x>d,  and  w»Hild  also 
give  him  swift  admission  to  the  intimacy  of 
Mary." 

Saint  Luke,  as  the  Church's  first  painter,  is  "The 
type  and  symbol  of  true  art  which  is  the  child  of 
devotion  and  theology."  His  inspired  pen  traced 
the  exquisite  tableaux  of  Oabriol  and  Mary  i  i  the 
house  of  Nazareth  and  the  earthly  beatific  vision 
of  the  mid-winter's  care  ;  and  with  his  i)cncil  he 


356 


AVE    MAI^IA. 


portrayed  llie  bcantifuUineamenis  of  our  Elesscd 
Itlotlier  lor  u  precious  legacy  to  the  faithful. 
Three  or  four  of  the  portraits  of  the  Divine  Ma- 
ternity painted  by  him  are  still  extaut ;  the  most 
ccle])rated  one  adorns  the  B(M-ghe8ian  Chapel  in 
Saint  Mary  Major.  It  was  this  painting  of  Onr 
Lady  that  was  borne  in  s(>lenin  procession  by  Greg- 
ory the  Great  througli  the  streets  of  Home,  to 
avert  the  ctiects  of  the  terrible  plague  that  avcU 
nigh  decimated  the  Eternal  City  in  ihe  sixth  cen- 
tury. "While  the  illustrious  Pontiff,  ])earingthe  im- 
age of  the  Mother  of  Mercy,  ^v as.  passing  Adrian's 
mole,  celestial  voices  filled  the  aii",  and  were 
distinctly  heard  by  the  thousands  assembled  chant- 
ing Rrgiiiii  avli,  laiare,  Alleluia  ;  quia  quern  mcvu- 
iHtiix>rt(iri\  Allehii(i ;  irffurre.vit,Hicvt  dixit,  Alldui(t. 
The  amazed  Pontiff,  in  chorus  with  the  surround- 
ing multitude,  replied  Om iiro  luPois  Bcum,  Alle- 
luia. At  the  same  moment  an  angel,  l)rilliant 
with  light,  was  distinctly  seen  in  the  Heaven 
sheathing  a  naked  sword,  and  on  that  day  the 
pestilence  suddenly  ceased  throughout  the  city. 

Saint  Luke  lived  to  a  very  old  age  and  was 
then  crucified  at  Achaia,  in  Peloponessus. 


Eaphael,  the  Angel  of  Joy.— -October  24. 

It  seems  most  natural  for  us  to  love  very  Un\- 
derly  "  Raphael,  the  man-like  Angel,  the  healer 
and  redeemer,  because  he  was  so  like  unto  Jesus 
in  his  character,  and  made  such  beautiful  revela- 
tions of  that  pathos  which  was  in  God  ;"  for  his 
power  and  wall  to  guide  our  steps  and  bring  peace 
and  joy  to  our  hearts  is  the  same  to-day  as  it  was 
in  those  olden  times,  M'hen  the  prayer  of  Tobias 
in  deep  grief  "  was  heard  in  the  sight  of  the  glory 
of  the  most  high  God."  (Tobias  iii,  24.)  "\Veall 
know  and  love  that  exquisite  episode  in  the  Jev/- 
ish  captivity ;  how  Raphael  came  from  Heaven  to 
guide  the  steps  of  the  dutifid  son  and  restore 
sight  to  the  venerable  father  ;  and,  as  he  parted 
from  them,  how  the  glimpse  of  his  angelic  beauty, 
which  he  permitted  them  to  see,  cast  them  into  an 
ecstasy  for  three  hours ;  and  how  he  left,  as  a 
golden  legacy,  his  spirit  of  joy  and  thanksgiving 
to  that  holy  okl  man,  which  added  to  his  life  al- 
most another  half  century,  and  then  how  beauti- 
ful its  close !  "  The  rest  of  his  life  was  in  joy  ; 
with  great  increase  of  the  fear  of  God  he  departed 
in  peace,"  and  Raphael's  gift  continued  with  the 
young  Tobias,  for  "After  he  had  lived  ninety-nine 
years  in  the  fear  of  the  Lord,  with  joy  they  buried 
him." 

Raphael's  powere  are  not  weakened  under  the 
New  Law  ;  still  is  he  going  through  the  world, 
binding  the  agents  of  Satan  and  destroying  his 
snares,  and  guiding  wayfarers  along  the  royal 
road  of  the  Cro.ss,  throwing  the  briglit  rays  of  joy 
over  its  every  dark  ravine  and  gloomy  shadow. 
And  ever,  when  the  priest  of  God  goes  to  the  dy- 
ing Christian  with  the  Sacrament  of  a  happy  death, 
Raphael  is  at  his  side,  and  by  the  rays  of  joy  he 
throws  around  that  last  bed-side,  he  shows  to  the 
departing  soul  the  bright  vestibule  of  Heaven. 
It  is  of  pious  belief,  founded  upon  the  revelations 
made  to  different  saints,  that  each  of  the  Seven 


Angels  who  stand  arouud  the  Throne  has  one  of 
the  Sacraments  committed  to  his  special  keeping: 
the  Holy  Eucharist  to  Michael,  Bai)tism  to  Ga- 
briel, Mary's  messenger;  Confiimation  to  Urial, 
the  Strong  C'ompanion,  who  is  represented  in 
painting  holding  in  his  right  hand  a  drawn  sword 
across  his  breast ;  Penance  to  .Jehudial,  whcm  we 
see  in  pictures  holding  a  golden  crown  in  his  right 
hand  and  in  his  left  a  scourge ;  Matrimony  to 
Barachiel,  the  Helper,  said  to  be  tlie  Angel  who 
rebuked  Sara  when  she  laug'ued ;  he  is  painted 
with  the  fold  of  his  cloak  filled  with  white  roses; 
Sealtiel,  the  Praying  Si)irit,  whom  art  depicts 
with  face  and  eyes  cast  down  and  hands  clasped 
upon  his  breast,  guards  Holy  Orders,  and  hovers 
over  the  sanctuary  whea  the  words  of  solemn  ordi- 
nation consecrate  the  young  Levite  "a  jjiiest  for- 
ever according  to  the  order  of  Melchi.sedec;"  and 
strong,  bright,  joyous  Raphael  comes  with  Ex- 
treme Unction  to  aid  us  in  that  last  journey  be- 
yond the  tomb. 

But  how  can  we  find  words  to  speak  of  the 
Angels.  Their  nature  is  not  ours ;  their  creation 
lies  dim  and  remote,  far  l)eyond  the  most  distant 
vista  of  human  history.  Yet  although  we  c:iuuot 
study  each  page  of  their  lives  as  we  can  those  of 
the  Saints,  still  our  Holy  Mother  the  Church 
wishes  us  to  keep  their  daily  remembrance  in  our 
minds,  and  for  this  puiixise  she  consecrates  the 
month  of  October  to  the  commemoration  of  these 
Blessed  sj^irits.  Most  soothing  and  cheering  it 
is,  when  our  poor  tired  humanity  grows  faint  and 
weary  with  the  many  sad  trials  and  disappoiut- 
nients  that  meet  us  at  almost  every  step  tlirough 
this  land  of  exile,  to  look  alwve  and  contemplate 
that  vast  angelic  world  with  its  many  bright  king- 
doms, and  to  grow  familiar  with  daily  thoughts  of 
those  whom  we  hope  will  one  day  welcome  us  to 
Heaven. 

.  One  who  seems  to  have  borrowed  an  Angel's 
lyre  to  sing  the  joys  of  Heaven  tells  us  that  "It  is 
well  woi-th  while  for  a  theologian  to  spend  his 
whole  life  lying  on  the  confines  of  that  bri^^ht 
creation,  to  mark  the  light  and  gleams  which 
come  to  him  from  out  of  those  realms  of  the  eld- 
est-born .sons  of  God.  It  is  not  only  sweet  to 
learn  of  those  whose  companions  in  bliss  we  hope 
some  day  to  be,  and  one  of  whose  royal  princes  is 
ever  at  our  side  even  now,  ennobling  rather  than 
demeaning  himself  by  ministries  of  secret  love ; 
but  it  is  sweeter  still  to  know  so  much  more  of 
God  as  even  our  imperfect  theology  of  Angels  can 
teach  U8.  No  one  knows  the  loveliness  of  moon- 
light until  he  has  seen  the  sea.  So  does  the 
ocean  of  angelic  life,  in  its  clear  field  of  boundless 
waters,  reflect  the  shining  of  God's  glory  Devo- 
tion to  the  Angels  is  a  devotion  which  emanci- 
pates the  soul  from  littleness,  and  gives  it  blissful 
halfits  of  unearthly  thoughts.  Purer  than  the  driv- 
en snow  are  all  those  countless  spirits ;  pure  in  the 
exuberance  of  their  own  beautiful  natures,  not  by 
the  toilsome  chastening  of  austerity  nor  by  the 
quick  or  gradual  death  of  nature  at  the  handa  of 
grace.  Mary,  their  Queen,  looks  do^vn  unto  them 
for  evermore,  and  the  white  light  of  her  exceed- 
ing purity  is  reflected  in  them  as  in  deep,  still 
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waters.  Tiu-y  cmiic  ncurt'st  to  Ocxl,  and  It  is  one 
of  tho  nihrics  of  Ilcnvcii's  sc-rvicc  tliut  tlit-  incense 
of  nu'u's  prayoi-s  wliouM  be  Imrnud  beforo  God  l)y 
Anj^els.  Yet  they  iirt'  our  kin.  Wo  look  up  to 
tliein  more  as  elder  brotiiers  than  iw  creatures  .set 
apart  from  us  by  the  pre-eminencr  of  1  heir  natures. 
We  love  them  with  a  yearning  love ;  we  make 
sure  of  lieing  the  comnides  of  their  eternal  j«)y  ; 
we  even  imitate  their  impossible  heights  without 
despair ;  for  their  beauty  invigorates  us  ratlier  than 
di.sheartens  us.  It  is  an  endless  delight  to  us  that 
they  serve  Gixl  so  well,  while  we  are  serving  Ilim 
80  iK»orly.  Beautiful  latul!  beaut iiul  bright  peo- 
ple! how  wonderfully  the  splendors  of  creation 
shines  on  them,  while  fnnn  <>ir  their  ceaseless 
wings  they  are  ever  scattering  lights  and  odors 
which  are  all  of  God  and  from  God's  lumie,  ami 
make  us  homesick,  as  exiles  arc  who  smell  some 
native, almost  forgotten  flower, or  hear  the  strains 
of  some  long  silent  patriotic  meUxly  !  No  cold 
irvVi  is  between  us  and  those  angelic  spirits. 
Like  a  shij>  that  hangs  uiKin  a  summer  sea  with 
its  fair  white  sails,  and  one  while  s<;ems  to  belong 
to  the  blue  deep  and  another  while  to  be  rather 
a  creature  of  the  sunny  air,  so  do  the  dear  An- 
gels hang,  ami  lirood,  and  float  over  this  sea  of 
iiuman  Joys  and  sorrows,  never  too  high  above  us 
to  be  beyon<lour  reach,  and  more  often  mingling 
like  llaphael  their  unsullied  light  with  our  dark- 
ness, as  if  they  were  but  the  best,  the  kindest,  and 
the  noblest  of  onrselves."  To  some  Saints  it  has 
been  given  to  see  their  Guardian  Angel  ever  at 
their  side,  guarding  them  as  Raphael  did  the 
young  Trbias.  Exceedingly  beautiful,  for  in- 
stance, is  the  Angel  Guardian  chapter  in  the  life 
of  Francesca  of  Rome ;  l>ut  this  we  must  reserve 
for  another  numl»er.  To-day  we  wish,  as  his  fes- 
tival approaches,  to  increase  our  love  for  Raphael. 
May  he,  the  Angel  of  Extreme  Unction,  bring  his 
spirit  of  joy  and  thanksgiving  to  the 'death-bed  of 
every  reader  of  tiie  Avk  M.vuia.  Oh  blissful 
ending  of  life,  with  such  attendants  as  Mary  and 
Joseph,  our  Guardian  Angel  and  Raphael ! 


LEGEin)S  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEGDr. 
No.  8— The  Gross  of  Oviedo. 


Ave  Maria. 


0  f  Dinniim  mai  !     0  !  Mater  mea! 
Tibi  ine  totum  offero. 

My  Jlolher  dear,  my  Queen  divine, 
My  heart,  my  soul,  my  life  are  thine, 

All  that  I  am,  or  e'er  will  be, 

F«)r  once,  for  all,  I  give  to  thee; 

And  thro'  thy  sinless  hands  to  Ilim, 

Who.se  hands,  whose  Heart  for  us  were  riv'n, 
Thy  only  Son,  the  King  of  Heaven. 
Ace  Maria  ! 

By  all  the  love  that  made  Ilim  thine ! 

To  every  suppliant  at  thy  shrine, 
Queen-Mother  of  our  fallen  race. 
In  life  an<l  death,  impart  this  gnice, 

From  hour  to  hour,  to  love  thee  more, — 
Till  dangers  past,  «n«l  sin  forgiv'n 

We  bless  thy  S<m  with  thee,  iu  Ueaven. 
Ave  Maria  I 
FllEDEniCK,  Md. 


*'  I  cannot  l»ear  tho.se  tiirid  ajiologist*  who  say : 
*  The  Gosjiel  is  g<Jo<l,  becjiuse  such  a  jirince  prac- 
ticed it.'  I  wish  they  would  suy,  inversely  :  'Such 
a  prince  is  good,  Ix'cause  he  practices  the  Go.spcl 
faithfully.'  " 

I  have  already  written  this  thought  elsewhere, 
but  my  words  are  not  so  impressive,  that  I  should 
be  cjireful  not  to  repeat  them,  when  appropriate. 

History  bears  witness  tothistruth  on  everj'  page. 
Their  fidelity  in  observing  the  doctrines  taught 
by  Christ  will  always  he  the  measure  of  the  vir- 
tues of  kings,  and  of  the  happiness  their  subjects 
derive  from  their  reign.  But  the  Pagan  annals 
set  before  us  emperors  who  have  been  the  delight 
of  mankind.  Philosoi)hy  boasts  of  having  formed 
rulers  of  the  people  more  perfect  than  Christian- 
ity has  done.  The  wisdom  of  Trajan  did  not 
hinder  the  provinces  from  feeling  the  weight  of 
his  avarice,  and  the  flattering  rhetoric  of  Pliny, 
his  courtier,  has  neither  hidden  the  scandals  of 
his  palace  nor  the  cruelties  he  inflicte<l  on  Chris- 
tians. In  the  legend  of  .lulian  the  Apostate  I 
have  shown  what  we  ought  to  think  of  that  Em- 
l)eror.  The  only  exception  that  can  be  objected 
against  my  rule,  is  the  Emperor  Titus.  But  there 
is  nothing  to  piove  that  the  destroyer  of  Jerusa- 
lem— the  e.vecutor  of  divine  vengeance  and  of  the 
prophetic  threats  of  our  Saviour,  might  not  have 
had  a  knowledge  of  the  Gospel,  and,  if  it  were 
possil)le,  I  would  answer  that  he  practiced  it  with- 
out knowing  it. 

The  best  kings  are  those  who  have  merited  the 
title  of  Kjiints,  and  if  posterity  respects  any  re- 
proach against  their  memory,  it  can  bring  against 
them  only  such  charges  as  ri'sult  from  the  inherent 
imperfections  of  their  age  and  of  human  nature, 
of  which  the  Church  herself  accusetl  them  during 
their  life.  Some  have  not  .shnink  from  hiding 
under  the  royal  puqile  a  jxjnitential  hair-shirt, 
from  wearing  under  their  golden  diadems  a  crowu 
of  thorns,  and  from  cultivating  the  austere  virtues 
of  the  cenobite,  in  the  midst  of  their  sceptred  pow- 
er and  the  intoxications  of  victory  and  prosperity. 
Alphfinso  the  Chaste  was  one  of  this  number. 
King  of  Asturias  by  birth,  he  endeavored  to  ren- 
der himself  worthy  of  the  throne  by  an  active  and 
ardent  jiioty.  Piety  did  not  make  him  efieminate. 
His  father,  Froila,  left  him  a  kingdom  har- 
rasscd  on  all  sides  by  the  Saracens;  and,  strait- 
ened as  his  kingdom  was,  Maurogiitus,  the  young 
Prince's  uncle,  despoiled  Uira  of  it  during  his 
minority.  Alphons<j  did  not  lose  courage :  he 
placed  his  rights  under  the  protection  of  the 
Mother  of  God,  and  urged  Heaven,  by  the  inno- 
cence of  his  life,  and,  above  all,  by  the  purity  of 
his  nmnners,  to  take  his  part  in  the  contest.  In 
a  transport  of  fervor  he  pronounced  at  the  feet  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  a  vow  of  perjjctual  virginity. 
The  report  of  his  virtues  charmed  the  heart  of  the 
people.  They  followed  him  in  throngs.  He  had, 
as  yet,  no  kingdom,  and  still  he  had  numerous 
sulyects  and  a  powerful  and  devoted  army.  The 
usurper  could  make  no  head  against  him.    He  en- 
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tered  into  the  possession  of  his  inheritance,  and 
l>egan  to  think  of  enlarging  it  at  the  expense  of 
tlie  Moors,  tlio  enemies  of  Jesus  Christ  and  His 
Church.  Patriotism,  elevated  by  the  religious  zeal 
and  love  with  which  the  j'oung  monarch  inspired 
the  hearts  of  all,  assembled  under  his  banners  all 
the  youth  of  Asturias,  and  filled  his  soldiers  with 
an  irresistible  braveiy.  All  the  battles  he  engaged 
in  were  so  many  victories.  These  first  triumphs 
increased  his  power,  and  he  was  able  to  sustain 
the  shock  of  all  the  Arab  forces  that  the  Emir 
Muga'fld  precipitated  upon  him  to  crush  him. 
The  battle  between  them  took  place  in  the  year 
793.  The  Spaniards  were  full  of  daring.  When 
the  King  gave  the  signal,  the  two  armies  saw  dis- 
tinctly, in  the  midst  of  the  Christian  standards, 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  bearing  in  one  hand  a  l)uck- 
ler,  and  in  the  other  a  flaming  Si)ear  with  which 
she  threatened  the  Saracens. 

This  vision  emboldened  the  Spaniards,  and 
spread  horror,  confusion,  and  consternati(m  among 
the  infidel  ranks.  Seventy  thousand  Saracens, 
with  the  Emir  that  commanded  them,  lay  dead 
upon  the  field  of  battle  on  this  glorious  day. 
The  camp  of  the  infidels  and  all  their  riches  fell 
into  the  power  of  the  victors.  To  testify  his  grat- 
itude to  the  Mother  of  God,  to  whom  he  attribu- 
ted his  victory,  as  well  as  to  perpetuate  the  re- 
membrance of  it,  Alphonso  built  m  h(mor  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  a  church  at  Oviedo,  his  capital. 
Whilst  it  was  in  course  of  erection,  the  nobles 
begged  with  so  much  persistency  that  the  King 
would  take  a  wife,  that  he  could  not  refuse  them. 
Ambassadors  crossed  the  Pyrenees,  and  appeared 
at  Aix-la-Chapelle,  to  solicit  the  hand  of  the  Prin- 
cess Bertha,  sister  of  Charlemagne. 

Such  was  the  glory  that  the  name  of  Alphonso 
had  acquired  in  Christendom,  that  the  King  of  the 
Franks  did  not  hesitate  a  moment,  if  we  believe 
Baronius,  as  he  wished  that  tlie  marriage  should 
cement  his  alliance  with  the  King  of  Asturias. 
The  ambassadora  brought  letters  to  Bertha,  by 
which  she  was  informed  of  Alphonso's  vow,  and 
the  condition  upon  which  he  had  consented  to 
marry.  The  Princess  made  no  objection.  Es- 
poused to  the  King,  he  treated  her  as  a  sister,  and 
they  lived  together  by  mutual  agreement  in  conti- 
nence and  virginity. 

The  building  of  the  church  was  completed. 
Pillars  of  marble  taken  from  Mahommedan  mos- 
ques supported  the  Christian  edifice.  The  young 
warriors  gloried  in  making  expeditions  into  the 
Moorish  country,  to  bring  back  spoils  with  which 
to  ornament  the  sanctuary.  Many  who  had  en- 
riched it  by  their  bravery  did  not  live  to  sec  its 
dedication,  and  went  to  receive  from  God  the  re- 
ward of  their  pious  exploits  before  the  completion 
of  the  church.  But  it  was  finished  at  last,  and 
the  day  for  the  consecration  of  the  altars  was  fixed. 

Alphonso  had  reserved  a  large  quantity  of  pure 
gold,  with  raTe  and  precious  jewels  obtained  by 
conquest  from  the  Saracens.  Of  these  he  intended 
to  make  a  cross,  the  magnificence  of  which  should 
be  unrivaled  throughout  Christendom. 

But  there  was  not  in  all  Asturias  a  goldsmith 
capable  of  undertaking  this  work. 


Some  days  after,  at  sunrise,  and  before  the  hour 
when  the  gates  of  the  city  were  opened,  three 
strangers  were  observed  in  the  streets  of  Oviedo. 
No  one  had  seen  them  enter,  nor  could  any  one 
tell  whence  they  came.  The  eyes  of  the  citizens 
followed  them  with  curiosity,  for  neither  among 
the  young  people  who  had  followed  the  embassy 
to  the  northern  regions  o*f  the  Franks,  nor  among 
those  who  had  traversed  the  Moorish  frontier,  did 
any  one  recognize  the  fashion  of  their  apparel. 
They  seemed  to  be  about  the  same  age.  Scarce 
past  the  time  of  boyhood,  in  their  faces  however 
Avas  discernible  something  of  the  energy  of  man- 
hood and  of  the  maturity  and  gravity  of  old  age. 
Their  looks  were  full  of  power  and  wisdom,  and 
a  glory  more  than  human  seemed  to  surround  their 
heads.  A  sweet  and  holy  recollection  was  seated 
on  their  ]>rows.  It  seemed  the  earth  they  trod 
upon  was  a  land  of  exile,  and  that  their  thoughts 
turned  over  to  their  distant  native  country. 

After  having  sought  their  way  for  some  time, 
they  stopped  in  a  public  square,  and  one  of  them 
approaching  a  Spaniard,  who  was  standing  at  his 
threshold,  asked  him : 

"  Would  it  be  a  breach  of  courtesy,  sir,  to  beg 
of  you  to  point  out  to  us  the  street  that  leads  to 
the  King's  palace  ?" 

Sui-jjrised  to  hear  him  speak  with  such  purity 
the  dialect  of  the  country,  the  merchant  to  whom 
he  spoke  surveyed  him  with  an  air  of  astonish- 
ment for  a  moment,  and  then  replied : 

"  I  will  not  point  it  out  to  you — I  will  accom- 
pany you  myself" 

It  was  not  only  from  a  disinterested  sentiment 
of  hospitality  that  he  offered  to  act  as  their  guide; 
he  hoped,  while  walking  with  them,  to  be  re- 
warded for  his  politeness  by  the  satisfaction  of  his 
curiosity  in  their  regard.  After  calling  his  wife, 
and  giving  the  house  in  charge  to  her,  he  set  out 
along  with  them. 

"  You  gentlemen,"  he  asked  of  them,  "  are  no 
doubt  ambassadors,  coming  to  oSer  to  our  glori- 
ous monarch  the  alliance  of  some  distant  king  ?" 

"  This  countiy  certainly  is  not  our  own,  but  we 
are  not  commissioned  with  such  weighty  matters. 
Besides,  the  King  of  Asturias  has  been  in  alliance 
from  infancy  with  the  Lord  whom  we  obey." 

"  Might  it  be  the  King  of  the  Franks  ?  His  sis- 
ter is  our  Queen." 

"  The  King  of  the  Franks  is  mighty ;  but  He 
who  has  sent  us  is  still  more  powerful." 

"  Then  you  bring  presents  with  you  ?" 

"  Yes.  We  come  to  offer  as  a  present  the  tal- 
ent we  have  acquired  for  working  the  precious 
metals.  We  have  learned,  by  rumor,  that  the  King 
seeks  goldsmiths  to  make  a  golden  cross.  We 
have  come  to  beg  the  honor  of  attempting  this 
work." 

"  May  God  assist  you !  The  King  is  munificent ; 
your  reward  will  be  great." 

"  It  is  not  in  the  hope  of  gain  that  we  have 
been  drawn  hither.  Our  reward  is  to  work  for 
the  glory  of  the  house  of  God."        • 

At  these  words  they  arrived  at  the  gates  of  the 
palace;  they  saluted  their  guide,  thanking  him 
for  his  courtesy,  and  entered. 
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Alphonso  received  them  with  much  ftfTiil)ility. 
n«*  quisfioned  them  ;  they  woiiM  m»t  say  from 
whiit  country  they  c:ime;  tliey  merely  gave 
the  vague  answer  tlmt  they  were  neither  natives 
oftlie  Spanish  soil,  nor  ol  the  same  side  of  the 
niountttina.  In  proof  of  their  talent  as  artists, 
they  showed  the  King  several  articles  of  curiously 
fashioned  jewelrj',  of  which  the  workmanship 
was  their  own ;  they  offered  these  as  a  pledge 
until  tluy  should  return  the  gold  and  precious 
stones  whidi  were  to  he  conlidt  d  to  them,  hut  the 
King  did  not  require  any  such  pledge.  The  air 
of  open  frankness  which  shone  from  their  counte- 
nances, and  the  modesty  of  their  language,  imme- 
diately obtained  for  them  the  confidence  of  the 
holy  monarch. 

"And  how^  long  a  time  will  this  labor  require?" 
he  asked  of  them. 

"The  njost  skillful  workmen,  your  Majesty, 
working  night  and  day,  could  not  do  it  in  one 
week,  even  if  the  metal  should  come  without  flaw 
from  the  mould." 

"And  what  wages  shall  I  give  you?" 

"We  know  your  Majesty's  munificence.  "WTien 
the  cross  is  finished,  you  will  be  able  to  calculate 
its  value.  All  we  ask  is  that  you  would  assign 
us  a  work -shop  where  we  can  labor  without  dis- 
turl)ance." 

Alphonso  gave  them  an  apartment  in  the  pal- 
ace itself,  wliich  the  goldsmiths  declared  to  l>e 
perfectly  suitable.  They  prepared  furnaces  and 
all  the  instruments  necessary  to  their  trade-  Then 
they  carefully  closed  all  their  doors,  as  if  to  pur- 
sue their  work  in  secret. 

Now  tJie  room  they  had  chosen  had  a  pri- 
vate entrance,  of  which  the  King  had  not  thought. 
When  at  table,  with  the  nobles  of  his  court,  he 
told  them  of  the  arrival  of  the  goldsmiths. 

"They  are  shut  up  in  their  room/.'  said  he,  "but 
ha.s  any  one  given  them  provisions?" 

lie  sent  one  of  his  officers  to  ask  what  they 
would  have  to  ent  and  drink. 

The  officer  came  back  immediately.  He  had 
knocked,  and  received  no  answer.  In  listening 
at  the  door,  he  had  neither  heard  the  noise  of 
hammers  nor  the  crackling  of  flames  nor  the 
scra^^hing  of  chisels.  The  room  was  certainly 
em))ty. 

The  King  then  thought  of  the  secret  door,  and 
turned  pale.  The  goldsmiths,  no  doubt,  liad  fled, 
and  carried  oft"  liLs  treasures. 

"Plea.se  your  Majesty,"  cried  the  lords,  "they 
cannot  be  far  off  yet ;  we  will  pursue  them,  and 
make  them  pay  the  penalty  of  their  crinie." 

"No,"  .said  the  Prince,  I  had  too  much  confi- 
denct!  in  them,  and  I  should  alone  suffer!  But 
perhaps  we  accu.se  them  unjustly;  we  are  not 
quite  sure  of  their  guilt." 

He  went  in  2>er8on  to  the  apartment  he  had  asr 
signed  them.  The  same  silence  still  reigned 
there.  They  broke  in  the  d»x>r,  but  found  not  the 
strangers.  But  in  their  place  they  found  a  golden 
cross  magnificently  chiseled,  and  adonied  with 
precious  sUmes.  It  wjis  weighed,  and  found  to 
Ik;  exactly  the  weight  of  gold  the  King  had  placed 
in  their  hands. 


The  King  and  all  his  court,  amazed  at  the  in- 
imitable perfection  of  the  work,  recognized  in  it 
the  handiwork  of  angels,  and,  falling  on  their 
knees,  they  gave  thanks  to  God. 
4» 

Protection  of  Maiy. 

A  fierce  tornado  passed  through  the  city  of  South 
Bend,  in  Au^st  la.st,  carrying  away  the  bridge, 
roofs  of  buikiing.s,  trees,  etc.,  and  spreading  des- 
truction in  its  path,  but  it.s  force  seemed  marvcl- 
ously  stayed  before  reaching  Notre  Dame.  A 
New  York  editor  attributes  this  preservation  to 
the  grace  extended  by  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  ac- 
knowledgment of  her  pleasure  in  the  publication 
of  the  Ave  Maria.  Shall  we,  then,  be  insensible 
to  so  signal  a  protection? 

Sullen,  down  the  river's  bed. 

Sweeping  through  the  summer  boughs, 
Whirling,  to.ssing  every  shred 

On  the  streets,  the  tempest  ploughs. 
Hark  !  augmenting  on  its  course. 

With  a  frightful  sound  it  rolls, 
And  the  angry  winds  grow  hoarse. 

And  the  murmuring  wave  condoles. 

Now  the  demon  of  the  storm 

Grapples  in  his  ruthless  hand. 
Moaning  .shrubs,  their  fibres  warm 

From  the  rich  heart  of  the  land. 
Stronger  sweeps  the  driving  rain — 

More  terrific  is  the  roar, 
Of  the  awful  hurricane. 

As  the  torrents  howl  and  pour. 

Now,  huge  forest  trees  are  rent 

While  their  roots  within  the  ground 
From  their  tightened  hold  relent. 

And  they  rise  with  rushing  sound. 
Human  art,  how  frail  thy  power. 

When  the  raging  .stonus  abroad. 
Cast  thy  boa.st  in  one  short  hour 

Down  before  the  might  of  God. 
Sturdy  bridges,  buildings  proud. 

Reel  beneath  the  giant  tread, 
Of  the  monster  born  in  cloud, 

Chilling  every  heart  with  dread. 
But  what  force  now  turas  aside 

The  wild  current  of  the  gale, 
Curbing  the  tornado's  pride — 

Stilling  its  tumultuous  wail? 
Ah,  'tis  blessed  Mary's  care 

O'er  the  spot  long  consecrate, 
To  her  virtues  pure  and  rare. 

Bids  the  furious  blast  abate. 
"  Hail  blessed  Mary !"     This  glad  word, 

Echoing  forth  from  holy  dell 
In  angelic  courts  was  heartl, 

Holy  Mary  guards  it  well. 
"Hail  blessed  Mary !"     From  this  ground 

Sacred  to  thy  thrilling  name, 
Gabriel's  words  are  borne  around. 

Kindling  their  celestial  flame 
In  full  many  a  loving  heart : 

Soars  in  throbs  of  joyous  time, 
On  the  eager  wings  of  Art, 

Far  through  our  beloved  clime. 
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"  Hail  blessed  Maiy  !"     We  will  rest 

'Mid  the  storming  and  the  calm, 
Safe  on  thy  maternal  breast, 

Breatliing  peace,  thy  breath  of  balm. 
Ilurricanes  will  turn  aside 

At  thy  look  of  finn  command. 
Just  as  stonns  of  liuman  pride. 

Lulled,  go  down  before  thy  hand. 
Fly  we  to  thy  patronage, 

Holy  Mother  of  our  God ! 
Tliough  the  wildest  storms  may  rage, 

Stronger  is  thy  power  abroad. 
O  despise  not  in  our  need. 

Us  who  humbly  honor  thee  ; 
Hear  us  ever  when  we  plead, 

Ever  our  protection  be. 
St.  Mary's,  October  7,  18G5. 


The  Holy  Name  of  Maiy, 

The  faithful,  in  the  early  days  of  the  Church, 
held  the  exalted  name  of  Mary  in  the  fondest  ad- 
miration. And  it  is  on  record  that  the  first 
Christians  in  Palestine  Avere  accustomed  to  testify 
their  attachment  to  this  devotion  by  reciting  five 
Psalms,  the  initial  letters  of  which,  Avhcn  joined 
together,  made  up  the  holy  name  of  Maiy — Maria. 
These  Psalms  are,: 

M  agnijimt:    (Luke  i.) 

A  il  Dimiivum  cum  trihvJurer.    (Psalm  110.) 
K  drib  lie  nervo  tno.    (Psalm  118.) 
I  n  convertemlo  Dmninnx.    (Psalm  135.) 
A  d  te  levavi.    (Psalm  122.) 
Many  of  the  ancient  writers  taught,  that  it  was 
through  a  great  mystery  that  the  Mother  of  God 
was  called  Maiy,  which  name  is  derived  from  the 
sea.     For  as  the  sea  receives  and  contains  all  the 
waters  of  all  the  rivers  of  the  earth,  so  ^he   is 
possessed  of  all  the  perfections  of  all  creatures. 
And  those  ancient  authors  further  taught  that  the 
Jire  letters  (JfA  E I  A)  of  that  glorious  name  in- 
sinuate that  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God  Avas  pre- 
eminently gifted  with  all  those  endowments  for 
which  the  Jive  women  spoken  of  in  the  Old  Testa- 
ment are  so  singularly  renowned,  and  the  initials  of 
wliosc  names  constitute  the  name  I^Tauia,  namely : 
The  faithful  M  ichol.  (1  Kings,  xix.) 

The  gentle  A  bisag.   (3  Kings,  i.) 

The  diligent  R  uth.    (Ruth,  ii.) 

The  heroic  J  udith.  •  (Judith,  xiii.) 

The  tender-hearted  A  bigal.  (1  Kings,  xxv.) 
And  the  sweet-tongued  Saint  Beniard  wrote: 
"As  Christ,  byllisj^Ve  wounds,  brought  salva- 
tion to  the  world,  so  the  Blessed  Virgin,  by  her 
most  holy  name,  which  consists  of  Jite  letters 
(m  a  k  I  A,)  obtains  pardon  for  sinners." 

Devotion  for  the  name  of  Mary  always  prevailed, 
from  the  earliest  ages;  and  so  great  was  the  ven- 
eration in  which  it  was  held,  that  for  a  long  pe- 
riod no  females,  not  even  those  of  royal  rank,  were 
allowed  to  adopt  it. 

"When  Alphonsus  VI,   King  of   Castile,   was 
about  to  many  a  Moorish  princess,  he  positively 
forbade  lier  to  take  the  name  of  Mary  at  her  bap- 
tism, although  she  herself  ardently  wished  to  do  so. 
When  Wladisiaus,  King  of  Poland,  was  on  the 


point  of  getting  married  to  a  Princess  named 
Maria  Aloysia,  it  was  expressly  stipulated,  in  the 
marriage  settlement,  that  she  should  immediately 
relinquish  the  name  of  Maria,  and  content  herseff 
with  that  of  Aloynia.  And  when  Casimir  I,  an- 
other King  of  Poland,  made  a  treaty  of  marriage 
with  a  Russian  princess,  whose  name  was  Mary, 
he  required  that  she  should  at  once  forego  that 
honored  name,  and  take  another.  It  is  al.so  re- 
corded that  in  Hungary,  in  fonner  days,  the  faith- 
ful never  mentioned  the  name  of  Mary,  through 
their  profound  veneration  for  it.  When  speaking 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  they  always  called  her 
"  Our  Lady  " — "  Our  Blessed "^Lady."  And,  when- 
ever they  chanced  to  express  the  name  itself,  they 
did  so,  even  the  most  obdurate  of  them,  with 
bended  knee,  and  with  uncovered  head. 

It  docs  not  appear  from  the  Sacred  Scriptures, 
that  this  name  was  divinely  imposed  upon  the 
Blessed  Virgin ;  but  there  is,  and  always  was,  a 
pious  belief  among  the  faithful  that  it  was  given 
to  her  through  the  revelation  of  an  angel.  Saint 
Antoninus  said  that  "The  day  on  which  the 
Blessed  Virgin  was  born,  the  name  of  Mary  was 
given  to  her,  by  her  parents,  in  accordance  with 
the  revelation  of  an  angel." 

Mary  is  called  Marjam  in  the  Syriac  and  He- 
brew languages.  It  is  a  compound  word  Mar-Jam; 
Mar  signifies  a  Mistress,  an<l  Jir/w signifies  the  Sea; 
that  is — "Mistress  of  the  Sea." 

The  name  was  first  a])plied  to  the  sister  of  Moses, 
after  the  pasj-age  of  the  Israelites  across  the  Red 
Sea  and  the  destruction  of  Pharaoh  and  his  army, 
as  we  read  :  "  So  Mary  the  Prophetess,  the  sister 
of  Aaron,  took  a  timbrel  in  her  hand :  and  all  the 
women  went  forth  after  her  with  timbrels  and 
with  dances :  and  she  Ijcgan  the  song  to  them,  say- 
ing: 'Let  us  sing  to  the  Lord:  for  He  is  glori- 
ously magniiird  ;  the  horse  and  the  rider  He  hath 
thvown  into  the  sea.'"  Exodv.<i  xv,  20,  21.  That 
Marj%  the  sister  of  Moses  and  Aaron,  was  the 
tyjje  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  who  is  also  called 
Mary,  that  is,  the  Mistress  of  the  troubled  Sea  of 
this  life,  across  which  she  guides  us  in  safety  to 
our  true  promised  land.  That,  then,  is  the  literal 
meaning  of  the  word  Mary — "Mistress  of  the  Sea." 
There  is  another  meaning,  but  of  the  same  import, 
more  generally  adopted,  and  that  is,  "Star  of  the 
Sea." 

As  the  ancient  mariners  steered  their  ships,  and 
gained  their  ports  in  safety,  by  watching  a  certain 
star :  so,  in  like  manner,  the  Christian,  sailing 
through  the  troubled  and  dangerous  ocean  of  this 
life,  can  weather  the  storm,  and  obtain  refuge  in 
the  harbor  of  eternal  happiness,  if  he  seeks  for  and 
follows  the  guidance  of  Maiy  the  "Star  ol'the  Sea." 

The  liturgy  would  seem  to  confirm  this  signi- 
fication of  the  name ;  for  there  is  a  sweet  hymn 
sung  in  the  ofilce  of  the  Church  ;  it  is  familiarly 
known  in  every  clime  throughout  the  world;  it  is 
a  favorite  among  the  admirers  and  lovers  of  music 
of  eveiy  sect  and  rank ;  and,  in  the  old  Catholic 
countries,  the  simple  peasant  glatlfully  carols  it, 
as  he  returns  to  his  heme  at  the  setting  of  the  sun. 
It  is  called  the  Ave  Maris  Stella — "  Hail,  Star  of 
the  Sea." 


AVE    MARIA 


301 


Archangel  SapLael, 
He  IH  f^lorioim  inULst  {\\v  imgcls, 

Mitlst  the  higlu'st  there  in  lleuvcn, 
Stjin(lin«j  ahuDst  in  the  furnuce, 

One  ol'  God's  selected  Seven  ! 
He  '\i*  special  in  his  l»eauty  ; 

Like  unto  him  there  is  none  ; 
Tender,  patit-nt,  and  patlietic, 

Dear  yt.  Haphael  stands  ahine. 
He  hath  drunk  of  that  one  fountain 

In  the  (Jodliead's  phieid  brejist, 
Till  his  l)eautiful  broad  spirit 

Is  with  love  of  man  posst^st. 
Oh  look,  look  upon  l»is  beauty,  , 

E'en  in  Heaven  how  passing  fair! 
God  Himself,  O  grand  Archangel ! 

Deems  thee  l)right  beyond  compare. 
Thou  luist  loved  us  like  the  Father,  * 

With  an  unbought  love  and  free; 
Like  the  Father's  pensive  sweetness 

Is  the  love  of  man  in  thee. 
Thou  hast  loved  us  with  that  longing 

Which  so  wrought  upon  the  Word, 
That  He  took  our  tlesh  upon  Him, 

And  our  race  to  thine  preferred. 
Yet  the  Pers*)n  ol  the  Spirit 

Is  reflect«'d  most  in  tiiee, 
With  thy  fires,  and  consolations. 

And  man-loving  Jnltilee : 
For  thy  proper  gift  is  gladness; 

And  thy  nature  is  so  sweet 
Thou  art  made  to  l)e  the  shallow 

Of  the  Unmade  Paraclete. 
It  is  God's  exceeding  pathos, 

Which  has  tuned  thy  spirit  thus  ; 
It  is  God's  exceeding  sweetness, 

Which  inclines  thee  so  to  us. 
Like  the  human  Heart  of  Jesuij, 

Tlum  art  loving  man  all  day": 
Like  the  character  of  Mary 

Is  thy  fashion  and  thy  way. 
There's  scarce  u  joy  thou  wouldst  not  forfeit 

The  sweet  joy  of  priests  to  win. 
Scarce  a  gill  thou  wouUlst  not  barter 

For  the  power  to  pardon  sin. 
O  Archangel  of  compassion  ! 

Unto  thee  GckI's  Heart  is  given  ; 
For  thou  lov'st  the  gift  of  liealing 

Most  of  all  the  gilts  of  Heaven. 
Art  thou  angel,  blessetl  Haphael ! 

Or  u  man  in  angels'  guise  y 
Or  His  likenes.s,  who  took  on  Him 

Fallen  man's  infirmities* 
Tlum  wouldst  long  to  be  incnmutc 

So  to  share  the  Saviour's  part; 
For  the  angel's  spirit  in  thee 

Beateth  strangely  like  a  heart ! 
O  thou  human-hearted  Si-i-aph ! 

How  I  lorg  to  sec  thy  face, 
Where  in  silver  .showers  of  beauty 

God  bedews  thee  with  1 1  is  grace  ! 
But  I  see  thee  now  in  spirit 

Mid  the  Godhead's  silent  springs, 
With  a  soft  eternal  sun.s«.-t 

Sleeping  ever  on  thy  wings. 


Approbation  of  the  St.  Bev.  Bishop  of  Natchez. 

Natciik/.,  Missihbiiti,  October  4,  ISfl.l. 
Veky  Hkv.  E.  SouiN,  S.  S.  C. : 

Very  Hectniul  nnd  Dmr  Mir: — Yours  of  August 
29,  concerning  the  AvK  M.\uia,  I  found  Ijcre  on 
my  return  from  preaching  the  Jubilee  through  a 
part  of  my  Di«)ce^e. 

1  felt  really  a.shamcd  that  I  uliould  have  to  be 
iid-4(l  l\tr  my  opinion  aliout  that  beautiful  work 
in  honor  of  our  ever  Blessed  Mother.  But  the 
truth  is  that  since  the  war  is  over  I  have  been  al- 
most continually  aljw.-ut  from  Natchez.  The  few 
days  that  I  was  home,  at  intervals,  my  basiness 
would  saircely  allow  me  to  do  more  than  glimpso 
at  some  of  the  numlxirs  received  of  the  Avk  Ma- 
UIA ;  but  these  glimpst-s  gave  me  such  adminiticm 
tor  h  that,  in  my  la.st  tour  esjK-cially,  I  have  ev- 
erywhere spoken  of  it  and  urged  all  Catholic 
families  to  subbcribe  to  it.  But  verbal  accounts 
cannot  pr«Mluc:e  the  siune  impression  as  a  sight  of 
the  work  itself,  and  I  think  of  no  better  way  ;o 
aid  its  dis.semination  than  this,  viz: 

I  have  notal  picsental  my  disjHjsal convenient- 
ly the  $20  for  a  life  subs<:rii)tion,  but  I  inclose 
you  $."»  for  two  copijs  for  the  current  year.  0/w 
copy  I  beg  yfiu  to  lay  a.-^ide  for  me,  an<l  at  the  end 
of  the  volume  have  ii  lx)und  and  sent,  to  me  to 
keep.  The  ot/tcr  copy  please  send  to  me  as  it  ap- 
pears, and  when  I  h:ive  rcail  a  number  I  Avill  send 
it  to  one  or  another  of  those  \vhom  I  think  most 
likely  to  subscribe  for  the  work.  1  believe  when 
they  read  one  or  two  nunibers  many  of  thera  will 
be  glad  to  receive  it  regularly. 

I  am  just  recovering  from  the  first  dangerous 
6ickne?5S  oi  iny  life.  During  the  whole  of  it,  I  felt 
in  an  especial  manner — not  by  any  visions,  or  in 
other  various  way.s — very  simply,  yet  very  espe- 
cially, the  love  and  protection  ot  Our  Blessed 
Mother  of  Sorrows,  and  1  resolved  thai  one  of  the 
very  fii-st  uses  I  should  make  of  returning  .strength 
should  \h)  to  expres.s  my  interesi  in  the  Avk  Ma- 
KiA,  ami  to  aid  the  extension  of  its  sweet  influ- 
ence over  all  heart.s,  as  far  as  in  my  power.  lam 
jealous  for  some  little  share  in  your  holy  work, 
and  for  the  reward  ihat  she  has  promised.  Qui 
eluriduiU  me  vittim  letenmm  futbibuiit. 

Yours,  in  Jesus  and  Mary, 

WILLIAM  HENRY,  BUIioj)  of  KaMiez. 

CHIEF  WBITEES  OiTtHE  MOST  BLESSED 
VIBGIN  MABY. 

St.  Dennis  the  Areopagite  and  St.  Ignatius,  Mart. 

The  literature  of  all  nations  has  been  devoted 
to  Mary's  fame  ;  everj*  century  of  the  Catholic 
Church  vies  in  repeating  her  nlo^t  singular  good 
qualities,  thinking  an  age  honors  it.self  when  it 
adds  a  jewel  to  her  precious  crown.  David  fore- 
told it,  when  he  said:  "The  Lonl  will  tell  all  na- 
tions how  magnificent  is  my  City ;  how  they 
have  adorned  her  foundations,  her  gates  and  even 
her  i>eople."  This  gloriou^  city  i^  the  great  Mary, 
Mother  of  God  (St.  Frocl..  Urat'.  vi.)  who  has  been 
prai.H'dj  honore«l,  and  magnified  by  the  greatest 
men,  full  of  divine  d«K-trine,  enlighteue<l  and 
giiidetl  by  the  Divine  Spirit  to  bear  witness  to 
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truth.  She  lias  also  graciously  accepted  the  flow- 
ers offered  her  by  a  great  many  writers  of  less 
celebrity,  who  fiilfill  the  prophecy  by  joining 
with  the  multitude  of  believers  in  unanimous  and 
solemn  chorus  of  praise  to  the  Queen  of  Heaven, 
their  most  loving  Mother.  No  doubt  it  was  the 
Divine  Spirit  who  prophecied  through  King  Saul 
and  the  shepherd  Amos  of  Thecua ;  who  guided 
Samson's  strong  hand,  as  well  as  the  young 
girl's,  Jael ;  made  known  His  oracle  to  the  greater 
prophets,  as  well  as  those  who  are  called  lesser, 
in  order  to  teach  us  that  God  is  pleased  with  the 
efforts  of  both  great  and  small  writers.  It  would 
be  a  long  task  to  relate  all  that  has  been  shid  or 
written  in  praise  of  the  ilother  of  God  ;  it  will 
be  enough  to  mention  the  chief  writers,  who  have 
borne  witness  to  her,  and  to  <lescribe  their  mag- 
nificent eulogiums,  as  far  as  the  limited  space  of 
a  few  pages  in  a  periodical  will  permit.  One  of 
the  first  was  Saint  Dennis,  called  the  Arcopagite, 
who,  while  in  Ileliopolis,  had  noticed  the  extra- 
ordinary eclipse  of  the  sun  and  the  visible  dark- 
ness of  the  world  during  the  very  hour  of  Jesus 
Christ's  death  on  Calvary,  and  was  heard  to  cry 
out :  "  Either  the  Author  of  nature  is  sufi'ering  or 
the  machine  of  the  world  is  going  to  pieces." 
When  Saint  Paul  came  to  Athens,  to  make  the 
faith  known,  Dennis  went  over,  in  firm  convic- 
tion, from  the  worship  of  many  gods  to  that  of  the 
true  God— from  the  body  of  learned  Areopagites 
to  the  followers  of  Jesus  crucified.  The  same 
Apostle  consecrated  him  Bishop  of  Athens,  his 
birthplace,  and  he  shone  like  a  great  light  of 
knowledge  and  piety.  His  heart  burned  with  fer- 
vor to  revere,  honor  and  see  the  Mother  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  he  went  to  Jerusalem  for  this  purpose, 
and  expresses  the  end  of  his  journey  in  the  fol- 
lowing words:  "When  I  was  introduced  to  the 
Virgin  Mary,  an  immense  divine  splendor  lighted 
my  body  and  pierced  my  heart  and  my  mind  ; 
I  was  so  overwhelmed  with  joy  and  delight  that 
neither  my  body  nor  my  mind  could  bear  it.  I 
confe^is  that,  if  I  had  not  been  divinely  instructed 
that  slie  was  a  creature,  who  had  risen  to  the  dig- 
nity of  Mother  of  God,  I  should  have  believed  her 
to  be  a  true  God  and  should  have  adored  her  as 
such." 

When  he  retunied  to  Athens,  and  went  from 
that  city  to  Rome,  Saint  Clement,  the  Pope,  sent 
him  to  France  to  make  the  faith  known  there, 
where  his  success  was  so  great  that  Paris  and 
other  neighboring  places  soon  became  followers  of 
the  Nazarene.  But  Satan's  satellites  became  en- 
vious, and  denounced  him  to  Trajan,  saying  "  He 
destroys  our  gods,"  and  his  days  were  ended  with 
martyrdom,  after  he  was  more  than  a  hundred 
years  old.  It  is  well  to  bear  in  mind  that  his 
body  got  up  after  his  head  was  cut  oflf;  he  took 
his  head  in  his  hands,  and  carried  it  more  than 
two  miles  from  the  place  of  his  execution. 

In  his  golden  book,  De  Divino  Nomine,\i(i  speaks 
of  the  praises  to  Mary,  and  shows  clearly  how 
her  name  was  proclaimed  throughout  the  whole 
world  by  the  Divine  Spirit,  which  impelled  and 
helped  believers  to  meet  togetbor  in  one  place  to 
sing  hymns  and  do  homage  to  the  Mother  of  God. 


The  Apostles  were  guided  to  proclaim  the  graces 
bestowed  on  her,  and  her  good  qualities,  to  every 
nation  in  existence ;  the  faith  of  Jesus  Christ  being 
inseparable  from  the  glory  and  magnificence  of 
Mary,  His  Mother. 

In  his  book,  De  Ccel.  Hler.,  chap,  iv,  he  shows 
that  the  perfection  and  dignity  of  a  creature  de- 
pends on  its  distance  from  God — the  nearer  the 
higher.  Hence,  Seraphims  are  more  perfect  than 
Cherubims,  and  the  latter  more  so  than  Thrones, 
and  he  concludes  that  Jesus  Christ,  being  the  be- 
ginning of  grace,  by  authority,  according  to  His 
divinity,  and  the  means,  according  to  His  hu- 
manity, the  Most  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  having 
given  Him  His  humanity,  must  enjoy  a  greater 
fullness  of  grace,  than  any  other  creature.  In  the 
letter  he  wrote  to  his  master,  Saint  Paul,  he  calls 
Mary,  the  banner  of  happiness  for  all  who  bear 
it  by  copying  her  virtue  and  good  deeds,  and  for 
all  who  cherish  it  in  their  hearts  with  devout 
honor  and  sincere  affection.  And  in  his  letter  to 
Caius,  we  read  the  following  words :  Christus  su- 
jyer  hominem  cperdbatur  ea,  quc&  sunt  homlnis ;  et 
hoc  monstrat  virgo  super  naturaliter  condpiem;  (Ep. 
ad  Caium,  c.  iv,)  proving  by  inference  the  super- 
natural Conception  of  Jesus  Christ  in  the  womb 
of  a  Virgin  Mother,  from  His  supernatural  deeds. 

Saint  Ignatius,  the  martyr,  was  a  contemporary 
writer  with  Dennis,  and  is  said  to  have  been  the 
f-ame  boy  whom  our  Saviour  called,  when  he  gave 
his  disciples  that  hard  lesson :  If  you  do  Twt  become 
like  this  little  child,  you  cannot  enter  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven.  (Matt,  xviii,  3.)  Under  the  tuition  of 
Saint  John  the  Evangelist,  he  was  raised  to  the  See 
of  the  Church  of  Antioch,  the  second  after  Saint 
Peter,  and  was  consecrated  by  the  same  Saint 
John,  or  as  othere  think,  by  Saint  Paul.  He  flour- 
ished in  his  ministry  by  zeal  for  converting  souls 
to  God  and  destroying  idols,  and  all  the  ene- 
mies of  the  faith  began  to  show  their  malice. 
AVhen  Trajan,  the  Emperor,  was  in  Antioch,  he 
tried  to  delude  Ignatius  with  promises  and  offers, 
and  mislead  him  to  sacrifice  to  idols ;  but  he  could 
not  make  him  waver,  and  condemned  him  to  be 
devoured  ])y  wild  beasts  in  Rome,  fearing  the 
people  would  not  allow  it  in  Antioch.  And  so 
he  was  torn  to  pieces  by  lions  in  Rome,  in  the 
year  109  after  the  birth  of  our  Lord. 

In  his  epistle  to  his  teacher.  Saint  John,  he  ex- 
presses his  great  desire  and  ardent  wish  to  see  the 
Most  Holy  Virgin,  having  heard  from  trustworthy 
persons  that  she,  besides  being  mistress  of  true  re- 
ligion and  of  penance,  had  become  to  believers  the 
administratrix  of  all  works  of  charity,  helping 
them,  and  advising  them  in  a  gentle  way,  and  that 
her  holiness  was  angelic,  as  well  as  human.  There- 
fore, he  was  so  desirous  of  an  opportunity  of  see- 
ing her — that  heavenly  prodigy,  that  worthy  pat- 
tern for  Christians,  that  sacred  sign,  a  worthy 
object  of  pure  veneration,  that  divine  image  which 
angels  themselves  must  revere. .  (Ep.  1  ad  Joan.) 

In  his  letter  to  Hercen,  and,  as  some  think,  to 
Nero,  he  declares  that  Mary's  pregnancy  was 
neither  common  nor  usual,  but  strange  and  to  be 
admired  as  a  proper  pregnancy  for  the  ^Maker  of 
all,  being  generated  without  man's  co-operation. 
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"  For,"  says  he,  "  if  Adam's  body  was  vircfin  be- 
cause it  wiut  made  of  the  four  eU-incutfi,  Eve  s  IwKly 
was  virgin  bccausi'  it  was  taktu  from  Adam's  rili, 
the  l)ody  of  Jesus  Ohrist  was  virgin  because  it 
was  brought  forth  by  a  rnothu*'  without  a  father. 
But  uo  miracle  occurred  in  forming  Adam's  or  Eve's 
body,  like  there  was  in  that  of  Jesus  Christ,  which 
was  generated  in  a  different  way  from  that  of  all 
the  other  children  of  Adam,  and  in  spite  of  na- 
ture's laws,  because  it  was  born  of  a  mother  with- 
out the  help  of  a  father,  and  that  mother  was  a 
virgin,  thus  proved  to  be  superior  to  her  first 
parents."     {Ep.  a  Jler.)  ' 

Weekly  Chronicle. 

Sketch  of  thf  Life  aiuf  Ali/t ixU riil  Sirvices of  Ow hUe 
Biyftoj)  of  Duhuquf — Cormecrdtion  of  the  liithop 
of  lAXiisfille — Death  if  (jtneral  Laiiiorickie. 
Bishop  8myth  is  dead  !  This  community  was 
startled  yesterday  morning,  as  if  some  sudden  and 
unft)rscen  calamity  had  befallen  it,  by  the  an- 
nouncement, made  at  first  prematvnely.that  Bishop 
tijmyth  was  dead,  buch  was  the  rumor  early  yes- 
terday morniutr,  but  it  was  not  till  within  ten 
minutes  of  no«m  that  the  soul  of  the  deceased 
Prelate  passed  from  its  earthly  sphere  into  tlic 
realm  of  eternity.  During  the  morning,  crowds 
of  people,  of  both  sexes,  of  all  ages  and  condi- 
tions, visited  the  Episcopal  residence  to  take  a 
last  farewell — some  of  their  chief  ])astor,  others 
of  their  friend,  others  again  of  their  fellow-citi- 
zen, and  not  a  fuw  of  their  Spiritual  Father  in 
Christ  and  counselor  in  the  trials  and  troubles  to 
which  so  many  among  us  are  sul»jected. 

The  subject  of  this  obituary  was  l)om  in  1810, 
County  Clare,  Ireland.  lie  passed  his  collegi- 
ate course  witli  much  distinction  at  Trinity  Col- 
lege, Dublin  ;  but  turning  aside  from  all  aspira- 
tion for  wealth  or  worUlly  honors,  lie  presented 
himself  for  admission  into  an  humi>le  Ccmmiunity 
of  Lay  Brothers  of  the  Presentation,  near  Cork,  but 
he  .soon  experienced  that  his  soul  sought  for  more 
seclusion  and  discipline  than  was  afforded  in  the 
Presentatitm  Order.  He  had  read  the  lives  of  the 
hermits  of  the  desert,  and  how  those  holy  men 
ha<l,  many  of  them  as  .solitaries,  spent  their  lives 
in  the  service  of  God.  Of  all  the  existing  Re- 
ligious Orders  of  the  Catholic  Church,  the  most 
rigorous  in  its  discipline,  the  most  exacting  in  its 
n-quirements,  the  most  solitary  in  its  habits  is  the 
(Mstercian.  To  a  monastery  of  this  Order,  situa- 
ted in  the  County  Waterfonl,  Ireland,  and  known 
as  the  Abbey  of  Melleray,  the  young  aspirant  to 
the  life  of  a  recluse  bent  his  way.  He  was  received 
as  a  Choir  Brother  in  this  Community,  and  in  due 
time  became  a  professed  Heligious.  The  knowl- 
edge of  music,  which  he  had  aapiired  among  his 
other  accompli.-<hments,  suggested  him  to  the  Ab- 
bot as  a  leader  of  the  choir,  and  he  was  accord- 
ingly appointed  to  that  office. 

The  Abbey  of  Melleray,  in  Ireland,  is  situated 
in  a  baiTin  and  mountainous  part  of  Waterford. 
About  th''  time  when  ihe  sulyect  of  this  sk.tch 
becan.e  a  memh"  :  of  the  Community  there  were 
no  schools  iu  the  vicinity,  and  consequently  the 


youth,  for  miles  around,  grew  up  into  manhood, 
and  from  maiihoml  to  old  age,  without  the  advan- 
tages of  schi>ol  education.  Here  was  an  opportu- 
nity to  manifest  another  characteristic  trait  of  our 
late  Bishop.  He  conceived  the  j)roject  of  estab- 
lishing a  school  at  the  monastery  and  of  taking 
the  principal  charge  of  it  \x\wn  himself,  besides 

f>crforming  the  other  duties  imposed  upon  him 
>y  the  rules  of  the  house. 

This  laudable  project  met  witli  the  approbation 
of  the  Ahbot,  and  a  .-liiool  wtis  tlius  estalilished 
which  h:>.s  become  crleliratcd  in  Euroi)e.  At  the 
present  time  it  numbers  upwards  of  500  students, 
some  of  whom  are  from  the  far  distant  Au.stralia. 

Talents  and  acquired  knowledge  such  as  he 
IK)ssi;s.sed  could  not  remain  hidden  even  in  a  clois- 
ter. His  superiors  perceived  in  him  not  only  qual- 
ifications in  learning,  l)Ut  qualities  of  mind  and 
heart  which  pointed  him  out  as  a  fit  subject  for 
the  ecclesiastical  state,  and  in  obedience  to  the 
wi.shes  of  his  superior,  not  by  his  own  will,  he  made 
the  necessary  studies  for  the  ecclesiastical  state, 
and  was  ortlained  a  priest  about  twenty-one  years 
ago. 

We  of  the  world  know  but  little  of  the  hid<len 
life  of  a  Cistercian.  Unbroken  silence  for  months 
and  years,  except  in  prayer  and  praise  to  God  ; 
austerities  compared  to  whi«.'h  the  ordinary  fasts 
of  Christians  are  luxuries ;  vigils  which  task  not 
only  the  physicd  nature  of  man,  but  subject  his 
supernatural  qualities  to  an  almost  unendurable 
ordeal, — such  w:is  the  life  spent  by  our  late  Bishop 
for  fourteen  long  years,  with  .soircely  an  intennis- 
sion.  No  wonder  that  he  had  s.>  well  studied  the 
nature  of  man  us  to  symimthize  with  his  fillow- 
beings  in  affliction  ;  that  iiis  long  and  .secret  com- 
munion with  his  Creator  had  fitted  him  to  c-ounsel 
the  doubtful,  to  comfort  the  sorrowful,  to  .strength- 
en the  timid,  to  reprove  with  Christian  indignation 
the  transgressor,  not  only  of  the  law  of  God,  but 
of  the  law  of  civil  order. 

The  famine  which  more  than  decimated  the  Irish 
I  people  in  1848  afl'ected  the  Mona.sterj-  of  Melleray 
j  to  such  a  degree  that  it  bec«me  necessiiry  to  seek 
!  for  some  of  the  brotherhood  a  more  productive 
.s<nl  than  the  barren  hills  of  Waterford  afforded. 
Accordingly,  a  deputation  of  the  monks  of  that 
Abbey  came  to  America  in  1849,  and  after  visit- 
ing several  localities  in  the  United  States  and 
Canada,  they  accepted  of  a  donation  of  several 
hundred  acres  of  land  situated  in  Vernon  Town- 
ship, Dubuque  County,  Iowa,  proffered  them  by 
the  late  Bishop  Loras  of  this  city.  Bishop  Smyth, 
the  Prior  of  his  Order,  was  one  of  the  number  of 
the  monks  who  came  to  this  country  in  1848.  He 
was  the  first  Prior  of  this  Monastery,  and,  as  such, 
laid  the  foundation  of  pro.sperity  and  usefulness 
•which  it  has  since  attained. 

In  February,  1858,  the  decease  of  BLshop  Loras 
devolv'd  uiKni  Bishop  Smyth  all  the  responsibili- 
ties with  the  title  of  Bishop  of  Dubuque.  It  is 
only  by  those  who  are  acijiininted  with  thf  duties 
of  a  Catholic  Bi.shop,  in  what  might  he  considered 
a  inissionaiT  country,  Ihi:  the  rcsponsibilititf.  of 
the  Bishop  of  this  Diocese  can  be  appreciated. 
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The  establishment  of  schools  was  an  object  on 
■which  he  had  fixed  his  mind  with  a  determination 
to  succeed.  Of  all  others  there  was  one  institu- 
tion which  was  the  darling  oljject  of  his  heart, 
theolxject  of  his  most  anxious  solicitude ;  one  which 
lie  had  long  contemplated  as  the  crowning  institu- 
tion of  charity  in  Dubuque ;  Ave  need  scarce  say 
that  we  allude  to  the  projected  Orphan  Asylum. 
Some  of  his  last  thoughts  were  directed  toward 
this  object,  some  of  his  last  words  were  directed 
toward  its  well-being.  It  Vtas  Ids  intention,  ex- 
I^ressed  to  the  v/riter  of  this  sketch,  to  perform 
Divine  service,  as  soon  as  he  should  become  able, 
in  the  chapel  of  the  Orphan  Asylum.  He  iiad  ex- 
pected some  weeks  ago  to  be  able  to  celebrate  Mass 
on  the  8th  of  Septemljcr,  one  of  the  festivals  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  at  the  Orphan  Asylum ;  but 
that  day  having  passed  without  ranch  change  in 
his  health  for  the  better,  had  fixed  on  the  festival 
of  the  Holy  Angels,  the  present  week,  as  the  day 
on  which  he  would  celebrate  the  Holy  Myst(!ries 
and  inaugurate  the  Orphan  Asylinn.  In  one  of 
the  last  conversations  the  writer  of  this  had  with 
him,  the  inquiry  was  made,  "Bishop,  ]:,y  what 
name  shall  avc  call  the  Orphan  Asylum  V"  He 
paused  for  a  moment  and  replied,  there  is  no  better 
name  tlian  that  of  our  dear  ]\Iother.  Let  it  be 
called,  after  her,  Saint  Mary's  Orphan  Asylum.  It 
was  tlie  last  Institution  of  his  Diocese  to  which  he 
gave  a  name.  May  it  live  to  l)ecome  one  which 
will  exist  for  ages  to  conunemorate  his  raemory.^ 
Dubuque  Herald. 

The  consecration  of  Eight  Rev.  Peter  Joseph 
Lavialle,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of  Louisville,  took  place  in 
the  Cathedral  of  tlie  Assumption  of  the  B.  V.  M.,  in 
that  city,  on  Sunday,  24tli  ultimo.  Arclibishop 
Purcell,  of  Cincinnati,  was  consecrator.  The 
sermon,  avc  need  not  say,  an  eloquent  and  appro- 
priate discourse,  was  preached  by  the  Most  Rev. 
Arclibishop  Spalding,  of  Baltimore.  )lev.  Messrs. 
Ilutchins  and  Streber  vt'ere  Deacons  of  Honor ; 
Rev.  Messrs.  Brady  and  Peythien  Avere  Deacons 
and  Sul>deacons  of  Office  ;  Assistant  Priest,  Very 
Rev.  F.  Cham])idge ;  ]\Iaster  of  Ceremonies,  Rev. 
David  Russell,  assisted  by  Rev.  Messrs.  Wiseman 
and  Lawler;  the  Notary  wlio  read  tlie  Apostolic 
Letters,  Rev.  J.  Schaclit.  There  Avere  present  the 
Right  Rev.  Bishops  Lefevere,  St.  Palais,  Carrell, 
Luers,  McGill,  Rev.  Dr.  McCloskey,  President  of 
the  American  Cclh-ge,  Rome,  and  about  forty-five 
clergymen.  The  splendid  Cathedral  Avas  crowded 
to  its  utmost  capacity.  The  Mass,  admirably  per- 
formed l>y  the  choir,  was  Haydn's  No.  1. 

The  Right  Rev.  Bishop  of  Richmond  preached 
in  the  evening.  Thus  happily  and  edifyiugly 
passed  a  day  that  Avil)  be  long  memorable  in  the 
annals  of  the  Church  of  Louisville. — Catholic  2'el. 

The  death  of  Gen.  Lamoiiciere  lias  lef^  a  blank 
in  the  French  army.  Although  his  name  Avas  no 
longer  on  the  roU'of  our  forces,  he  ranked  auKmg 
our  best  and  l)ravest  generals,  and  his  memory  is 
dear  to  the  nation.  It  Avas  to  him  that  Abd-el- 
Kader  surrendered  his  sword,  and  it  Avas  he  there- 
fore Avho  had  the  honor  of  estal)lishing  peace  in 
Algeria.  The  victor  and  the  vanquished  may 
have  met  of  late,  but  what  a  change !    The  Arab 


has  been  going  up  and  down  France  in  honor  and 
favor,  while  the  Frenchman  has  been  secluded  in 
privacy,  and  has  thought  only  of  serving  the 
Church  Ijy  assisting  Pius  IX  in  the  defence  of  his 
domains.  Castelfldardo  is  the  most  glorious  page 
in  the  General's  history,  for  services  are  measured 
by  the  greatness  of  the  cause  to  which  they  are 
rendered.  Posterity  Avill  therefore  appreciate 
this  contest,  which  is  nothing  indeed  when  looked 
at  from  a  military  point  of  view,  but  which  ranks 
high  in  histoiy  on  account  of  the  acts  of  devotion. 
whicJ]  it  brought  out ;  acts  to  Avhich  future  ages 
will  bear  witness.  It  is  the  Church  alone  that  is 
immortal,  and  inmiortality  is  the  heritage  of  her 
defenders.  Such  was  the  part  Avliich  Gen.  de 
Lamoriciere  played :  he  despised  the  obloquy 
Avhich  his  new  career  entailed  upon  him.  He  had 
Avituessed  great  events,  which  had  dissipated  some 
of  his  illusions,  and  had  elevated  his  mind.  He 
had  beheld  social  order  threatened  by  impiety, 
and  the  chair  of  Peter  the  only  thing  not  over- 
thrown in  the  midst  of  overtlirows.  He  displayed 
maivelous  energy,  activity,  and  hopefulness  in  an 
enterjjrise  which  Avas  destined  noi.  to  succeed. 
He  had  to  bear  testimony  with  his  life  and  Avith 
his  blood,  and  did  so  cheerfully.  Al)andoned  by 
the  Catiiolic  PoAvers ;  violently  attacked  in  de- 
fiance of  the  laAV  of  nations,  Lamoriciere  main- 
tained a  desperate  struggle.  Pimodan,  his  brother 
in  arms,  fell  in  the  front  rank,  and  scaled  his  ♦ 
faith  Avith  his  blood.  He  Avas  not  sent  to  con- 
quer, but  to  light.  He  accomplished  his  task  like 
a  CJiristian  soldier  along  with  the  little  band  of 
Christian  youths  Avho  were  happy  in  serving 
under  hira.  Tiieii  names  are  written  in  the  Book 
of  Life ;  they  A\dll  be  mentioned  in  history,  foi  to 
have  been  at  Castelfldardo  is  not  less  honorable 
than  to  have  followed  the  standard  of  Godfrey  de 
Bouillon  or  St.  Louis.  By  contenting  himself 
wit'n  fulfilling  the  duty  of  self-sacrifice,  Lamori- 
ciere trod  the  path  of  higher  glory  than  that  of 
his  African  renoAvn,  or  even  tliat  acquired  by  the 
effective  support  he  lent  to  the  Government  of 
his  country,  when  he  saved  her  from  anarchy. 
He  died  almost  suddenly,  with  the  crucifix  at  his 
li]is.  What  more  shall  we  say  ?  His  death  was 
Avorthy  of  his  life. — I^  Moiide. 

OBITUAEY  OP  lSe  SUBSOEIBEES. 

Requeiscant  in  face. — Ainen. 

At  the  Convent  of  the  Visitation,  Georgetown, 
D.  C.  on  the  3d  ult.,  Sister  M.  Amtonia,  professed. 

At  Ludlow,  Vermont,  on  the  4tb  ult.,  Mrs.  A. 
IIemenavAy,  the  mother  of  the  accomplished  au- 
thoress of  the  Rosa,  Mystica,  Avritten  under  the 
name  of  Marie  Josephine. 

There  are  yet  foolish  men  Avho  refuse  to  God 
the  power  to  work  miracles.  In  reply  to  their 
blind  protests  God  multiplies  deeds  in  place  of  ai-- 
gumeuts.  Let  such  incredulous  phil  osophers  search 
the  annals  of  some  sanctuary  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
and  they  will  soon  convince  themselves  that  not  a 
daj'  passes  that  does  not  witness  S(?me  such  won- 
ders of  the  poAver  and  love  of  the  Mother  of  God. — 
VEclio  de  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires. 
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Tho  Christian  United,  by  Snffering,  with 
his  iLedeomor., 
By  suJTirinj:^  wv  mean  tlu-  privation  of  all  the 
gootU  wliich  man  can  i)r»'fc'r  to  GckI,  eitlu'i"  mate- 
rial or  spiritual:  health,  wnsolations  of  the  heart, 
esteem,  friemlship,  power,  reput^ition.  All  of 
those  too  frequently  Ixjconie  idols  and  receive  from 
man  divine  honoi-s.  Sufterinp:  breaks  the  u/of, 
and  man,  deprived  of  theae  advantages,  wounded 
in  his  IxmIv,  or,  more  keenly  still,  in  his  soul,  finds 
himself  abandoned  and  despised;  then  he  turns 
lovingly  to  his  crucified  Saviour  and  unites  him- 
self to  ilim  only  and  forever. 

Suffering  is  also  the  most  efficacious  means 
of  restoring  life  to  the  soul,  and  of  destroying  the 
tyranny  of  Satan.  How  is  it  that  the  sold  loses 
the  life  of  grace?  Ilow  is  that  she  tails  into  the 
slaveiy  of  Satan?  liy  the  unworthy  preference 
she  gives  to  the  creature  in  contempt  of  the  Crea- 
tor. God  is  the  life  of  the  soul,  and  as  long  sis 
the  soul  is  uniied  to  G»xl  by  love,  she  receives 
from  Ilim,  with  ever  increasing  ai^unthmce,  the 
outpourings  of  His  divine  life.  Then  is  she  free; 
then  she  may  dare  all  the  infernal  powers  to 
concjuer  one  who  is  united  to  God.  Hut,  if  this 
soul  breaks  the  tie  which  unites  her  to  God ;  if 
she  ceases  loving  Him,  and  bec/Hucs  odious  to  Him 
by  her  rebellion,  from  that  moment  the  life  of 
Go<l  abandons  her,  in  the  same  way  that  the  life 
of  the  soul  abandons  the  body  as  soon  as  the 
latter  ceases  to  be  united  to  the  soul.  From  that 
moment  also  she  becomes  the  slave  of  Satan,  the 
natural  ruler  of  all  God's  enemies,  and  she  is  sub- 
jecteci  t9  him  by  as  many  chains  as  she  has  dis- 
orderly affections. 

To  put  an  end  to  this  shameful  slavery,  and  to 
restore  to  the  soul  that  life  of  which  she  has  been 
deprived,  there  is  evidently  but  one  means:  the  over- 
throwing of  the  obstacles  which  sejjarate  her  from 
God ;  the  breaking  of  the  bonds  which  bind  her 
to  Satan  ;  the  destruction  of  that  love  for  created 
things  which  has  destroyed  in  her  the  love  of  the 
only  True  Good. 

Suffering  has  a  great  influence  in  producing 
these  salutary  effects.  By  itself,  of  course,  it  woulcl 
not  have  the  p(iwcr  of  restoring  to  the  .soul  the 
life  of  God;  that  jwwcr  belongs  to  grace  alone. 
But  suffering  disposes  the  soul  to  receive  grace  ; 
it  diminishes  in  her  the  empire  of  death,  and  en- 
feebles the  fa.scination  of  created  goods;  it  dissi- 
pates the  into.xication  caused  by  tlic  pleasures  of 
.sense  and  the  fumes  of  pride ;  it  weakens,  little 
l)y  little,  tlie  temptation  by  which  Satan  reduced 
that  poor  soul  to  his  detestable  slavery.  And 
when  that  soul,  so  dispo.scd  by  suflering,  has  re- 
ceived true  life  by  suiKiniatural  grace,  suffering 
has  again  a  still  greater  power  of  completing  the 
work  of  grace.  It  helps  us  to  »>.\j)iate  daily  more 
completely  the  sins  we  conmiit;  it  causes  to  dis- 
appear the  remains  of  the  sUiins  resulting,  from 
imperfectly  destroyed  disorderly  habits;  it  de- 
taches the  affections  more  and  moa*  from  created 
goods,  to  turn  them  to  the  One  True  Good ;  it  tills 
the  soul  with  Divine  love  in  the  same  proportion 


as  it  empties  it  of  all  other  love.  These  precious 
results  can,  without  doul»t,  be  obtained  by  other 
means ;  l>ut  there  is  no  means  which  pn>duce8  them 
more  efficaciously  than  suffering.  The  soul  can 
unite  herself  to  God  by  prayer — she  can  unite  her- 
self to  God  ljyluI»or;  bi>t  suffering  accepted  in 
the  sight  of  God,  suffering  loved  for  God  s  sake, 
suffering  offered  to  God,  unites  the  soul  to  God 
much  more  closely.  Suffering,  such  as  this,  is  the 
best  of  all  prayere,  the  most  fruitful  of  all  labors. 
Behold  why  Jesus  Christ  luis  chosen  theapostlc- 
ship  of  suffering  l)efi)re  all  others.  Come  ujion 
earth  to  glorify  His  Father  and  to  save  souls,  He 
gave  the  preference  to  suffering,  because  eaith 
offered  nothing  more  glorious  to  Gml  or  more  sal- 
utary for  men.  So  He  w;is  not  contented,  in  un- 
dergoing those  sufferings,  that  were  absolutely 
Reces.siry  for  tlie  af<»implishment  of  His  mis- 
sion. He  would  undergo  them  in  superabund- 
ance— with  a  certain  prodigality.  Copiimd  aj/ud 
eum  raJaitjitio.  Until  He  had  descen«led  to  the 
depths  of  the  abyss  of  grief,  and  had  given  the 
la.st  drop  of  His  Blood,  He  did  not  think  that  He 
had  done  eucjugh  to  vindicr.te  the  majesty  of  HLs 
Father,  to  expiate  our  crimes  and  to  destroy  the 
reign  of  sin. 

But  when  our  Divine  Saviour  has  so  generously 
fulfilled  His  tiisk,  when  the  last  drops  of  Blood 
have  gushed  from  His  wounded  Heart,  is  the 
mission  of  suffering  fiftished?  Since  the  Divine 
Majesty  is  still  outraged  to  the  end  of  time,  it 
must  be  that  to  the  end  of  time,  these  outrages 
need  repamtion.  As  long  as  the  enemies  of  God 
continue  to  prefer  shameful  jjleasures  to  the  Infi- 
nite Good,  so  long  must  the  servants  of  God  place 
their  glory  in  sacrificing  even  legitimate  plciisures 
to  Him.  As  long  as  that  l)laspliemy  in  action,  of 
putting  the  Creator  below  the  creature,  rebounds 
uj)on  the  earth,  so  long  also  must  resound  that 
protestation  of  suffering  which  jKCK-laims  Him 
alone  worthy  of  our  entire  affections. 

It  is  for  this  reason  that,  having  suffered  in  His 
own  Person,  the  Divine  Head  of  theelect  wills  that, 
till  the  end  of  time.  He  shall  ccmtinue  to  suffer 
in  His  meml)crs,  and  that  He  peri^etually  rcJiews 
in  His  Church  the  holiK^ust  which  He  offered 
upon  Calvarj".  Since  the  Church  is  only  Jesus 
Christ  continued  and  fulfilled — since  her  earthly 
existence  is  only  the  reproduction  of  the  mortal  life 
of  our  Saviour,  it  Ls  indispen.sable  that  suffering 
should  occupy  in  the  former  as  great  a  place  as 
in  the  latter.  Like  Jesus  Christ,  and  by  the  same 
right,  it  is  necessary  that  the  Church  should  stijfi-r 
and  th iiK  cnttr  into  fur. ijf-or;/.  The  more  she  sutlers, 
the  more  she  glorifie*  God,  the  more  efficaiciously 
does  she  contribute  to  the  sidvation  of  .souLs,  to 
expiation  of  sin,  to  the  destruction  of  the  reign 
of  Sat«n.  An<l  what  Ls  true  of  the  Church  is 
evidently  true  of  each  Christian,  for  the  Church 
is  nothing  more  than  the  Society  of  Christians 
The  measure  of  suffering  whicli  each  one  of  them 
endures,  in  union  with  Jesus  Christ,  is  ortlinarily 
the  measure  of  the  elhcaciousness  with  which  he 
contributes  to  the  success  of  tlie  work  of  Jesus 
Christ.  As  the  Church  is  one  grand  reproduc- 
tion of  the  Incarnate  Word,  so  is  each  Christian 
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a  lesser  reproduction.  It  is  true  that  all  of  us 
caunot  reproduce  the  Divine  Model  under  all  His 
aspects;  one  imitates. Him  in  the  obscurities  of 
His  hidden  life;  another  follows  Him  in  His  pub- 
lic labors ;  each  one  traces  His  resemblance  in  th^ 
shape  imposed  by  age,  sex,  or  condition;  but 
there  is  one  feature  that  sliould  be  found  in  all, 
because  it  always  accompanied  our  Saviour — it  is 
the  feature  of  suffering.  As  He  entered  Heaven 
only  by  this  road,'  it  needs  must  be  that  those 
who  would  follow  Him  to  Heaven  should  go  by 
tliG  same  road,  and  that  it  should  be  the  limit  of 
all  the  paths  which  lead  to  this  happy  bourne. 
If  our  Saviour  has  purchased  His  Bk'ssed  Name 
of  Jesus  only  at  the  price  of  Ilis  Blood,  all  who 
would  be  saviour  by  and  with  Him,  cannot  flat- 
ter themselves  that  they  will  obtain  the  title  on 
any  other  conditions. 

We  can  now  understand  in  what  sense  Saint 
Paul  said  that  he  filled  vj)  in  hi.'<  jiesh  ichat  teas 
wanting  of  tlie,  xujferincjA  Jesvs  Christ  underwent 
for  Ilia  body,  ichich  is  the  Chitrch.  These  words,  so 
strange  at  first,  are  rigorously  true,  and  there  is 
no  Christian  wlio  cannot,  and  who  should  not, 
say  tbein  of  himself.  Nothing,  assuredly,  is  want- 
ing in  the  suffering.'?  of  Christ  as  to  merit ;  our 
Divine  Saviour  has  done  and  suffered  all  that  He 
could  do  and  suffer  for  us  in  His  own  Person. 
But  it  remains  still  that  He  should  do  in  His 
members  wliat  He  has  done  in  Himself,  since  the 
mission  he  has  received  must  ha  fulfilled  by  His 
entire  body  and  not  only  by  the  Divine  Head  of 
this  great  body.  The  testimony  and  the  protest 
to  the  Divine  Majesty  whicli  Jesus  Christ  has  fur- 
nished by  His  sufferings,  during  His  mortal  life, 
must  go  on  till  the  end  of  ages,  since  this  protes- 
tation is  not  less  neces.sary  now  than  it  was  eight- 
een hundred  years  ago.  Unable,  henceforth,  to 
suffer  in  Himself,  our  Divine  Head  needs  us  to 
render  this  testimony  to  God  His  Father ;  we  are 
therefore  charged  to  continue  and  fulfill  Jesus 
Christ — to  pursue  His  work — to  consummate  His 
glorious  Pa.ssion. 

Let  not  Protestants,  then,  repeat  to  us  their  un- 
worthy objection:  "If  Jesus  Christ  has  made 
atonement  for  us  to  the  justice  of  His  Father,  why 
should  Ave  believe  ourselves  obliged  to  join  our 
satisfactions  to  His  ?"  It  is  the  same  as  saying  "If 
innocence  itself  has  done  penance  for  our  crimes, 
why  should  the  criminal  repent  of  them  V"  "  If 
the  Father  is  outraged,  why  should  not  the  chil- 
dren rejoice  at  the  sight  of  the  outrages?"  "If 
the  Head  is  crowned  with  thorns,  why  should  His 
members  not  crown  themselves  with  flowers?"  It 
is  the  same  to  renounce  the  cross  of  Jesus  Christ ; 
it  is  worse  than  all  to  renounce  His  Heart  and 
His  love.     It  is  to  renounce  the  title  of  Christian. 

However,  all  Christians  are  not  called  upon  to 
participate  with  the  same  plenitude  in  this  in- 
comparable glory.  There  are  those  of  whom  this 
privilege,  common  to  all,  becomes  the  special  vo- 
cation. Suffering,  we  have  said,  is  the  common 
feature  that  should  mark  all  the  members  of  Jesus 
Chri.st,  under  whatever  aspect  they  may  be  des- 
tined to  reproduce  that  Divine  Model.  But  there 
are  those  who  have  no  other  destiny  than  to  re- 
produce Him  under  the  aspect  of  suffering,  to  imi- 


tate Him  as  the  Mori  of  Sorrows.  Sonio  are  callod 
to  dwell  with  Jesus  as  a  workman  in  the  house 
of  Nazareth ;  others  to  go  about  with  Jesus,  as  a 
preacher,  through  the  cities  and  villages ;  others 
to.  give  their  care  to  the  sick  with  this  Divine 
Physician  of  the  body  and  soul ;  but  there  are 
others  also  who  have  no  home  but  Calvary — no 
work  but  suffering — no  vocation  but  to  dwell  upon 
the  cross,  with  Jesus  crucified,  during  long  yeara 
— during  an  entire  life. 

Who  are  these  chosen  victims  that  God  reserves 
to  Himself,  to  immolate  them  as  a  holocaust  of 
agreeable  odor?  Are  they  only  the  Religious, 
wlu)m  He  calls  from  the  world,  to  enter  into  aus- 
tere Orders,  where  there  is  no  occupation  but 
prayer  antl  suffering?  These  Orders  are,  no  doubt, 
in  the  sight  of  the  entire  world,  the  most  brilliant 
reproduction  of  Calvary ;  but,  nevertheless,  there 
is  no  need  to  join  them  in  order  to  be  fastened  to 
the  cross.  How  often  do  we  find  in  the  midst 
of  the  world,  and  sometimes  in  the  most  brill- 
iant positions.  Christians  crucilied  in  body  and 
soul,  who  feed  only  on  the  bread  of  sorrow,  and 
whom  God  ap])ears  to  strike,  as  He  did  Job,  with 
redoubled  blows  of  His  merciful  rigor. 

Are  these  souls  excluded  from  the  Apostleship 
of  the  Heart  of  Jesus  ?  Do  their  infirmities,  their 
annihilation,  hinder  them  from  contributing  most 
eflicaciously  to  the  salvation  of  souls  and  the  tri- 
umph of  the  Church  ?  To  suppose  so  would  be 
to  mistake  the  virtue  of  the  cross,  to  cast  into  ob- 
livion the  surest  teachings  of  the  Gospel.  There 
is  nothing  more  fruitful  than  the  apparent  anni- 
hilation of  these  souls — nothing  more  ])owcrful 
than  their  weakness.  Far  better  than  those  who 
work  and  jjreach,  do  they  realize  the  words  of 
our  Saviour:  If  the  grain  of  wheat  foil  to  the  earth 
and  die,  it  .shall  hear  abundance  of  fruit.  To  re- 
joice in  this  fruitfulness  one  condition  only  is 
necessary :  that  these  souls  suffer  not  alone,  but 
that  they  unite  themselves  to  Jesus'  suffering,  that 
they  make  His  dispositions  their  own,  in  accept- 
ing their  sufferings  as  He  accepted  His,  not  only 
with  resignation,  but  with  love  ;  that  they  invest 
themselves  with  His  intentions,  in  oft'ering  with 
llim  their  sufferings  not  only  for  their  own  ad- 
vantage, but  also,  and  al)Ove  all,  for  the  glory  of 
God,  the  expiation  of  sin,  the  conversion  of  sin- 
ners, the  success  of  evangeliail  labors,  and  the 
triumph  of  the  Church ;  that  they  suffer  by  Jesua, 
in  drawing  continually  from  His  Heart  the 
strength  to  bear  their  trial ;  that  they  suffer  with 
Jc-aiis,  in  remcmliering  that  He  has  endured  before 
them,  as  their  Head,  all  the  griefs  that  they  endure, 
and  in  making  thus  of  suffering  a  bond  to  unite 
them  to  Him ;  that  they  suffer  in  Jesii.t,  penetra- 
ting themselves  with  His  spirit,  which  flows  cease- 
lessly from  His  Heart  into  their  hearts,  and  al- 
lows them  to  live  in  Ilim,  as  lie  lives  in  them; 
that  they  suffer  with  Je.sus,  iu  proposing  to  them- 
selves as  their  sole  object  His  good  pleasure, 
His  glory,  the  accomplishment  of  His  work. 
Suffering  endured  thus  is  undoubtedly  of  all 
Apost1e.ships  the  most  sanctifying,  the  most  fruit- 
ful, the  most  meritorious  to  him  who  exercises  it, 
the  most  glorious  to  God,  and  the  most  useful  to 
the  Church. 
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OHILDEEN'S  DEPAETMENT. 

Saint  Innooenoe. 

Dear  little  Snint!  sweet  Innocence! 

Thy  throne  in  Heaven  we  see : 
Jesus,  thy  love,  the  Eternal  King, 

Hath  done  great  things  for  thee. 

In  days  of  darkness  when  the  world 

Des])isod  our  Saviour's  name. 
Thy  childish  heart,  l)y  grace  grown  old, 

Gloried  in  such  dear  slianie. 

The  Uonian  children  knew  thee  well, 

Light-hearted  in  thy  play. 
Filling  the  vineyards  with  thy  songs, 

The  gayest  of  the  gay. 

They  saw  thee  at  thy  daily  tasks. 

Obedient,  gentle,  still: 
They  Icanied  fn^rn  thee  how  softly  love 

Its  duties  can  fulfill. 

They  wondered  at  thy  modesty. 

Thy  soul's  most  sweet  defence; 
It  made  thee  like  a  quccu  to  them, 

Dear  little  Innocence! 

And  now  thou  art  a  real  queen 

Up  in  the  land  of  Heaven : 
Jesus  to  thee  a  jeweled  crown 

And  fadeless  palm  hath  given. 

In  grand  old  Rome  thy  love  was  set 

On  our  dear  Lord  alone : 
He  saw  the  secret  of  thy  heart, 

And  took  thee  for  His  own. 

He  loved  thee,  midst  the  orange  trees 

And  flower- beds  of  thy  home. 
And  amongst  the  Sunday  worshipers 

In  the  close  catacomb. 

He  loved  to  hear  thee  sing  the  songs, 

The  Christian  songs  that  tell 
Of  the  Good  Shepherd,  and  the  sheep 

That  Shepherd  loved  so  well. 

He  made  thee  grave,  and  all  the  while 

He  made  thee  grow  more  gay ; 
Thy  heart  grew  lighter  through  the  weight 

Of  love  that  on  it  lay. 

He  gave  thee  faith  that  made  thy  heart 

Strong  as  the  walls  of  Home  ; 
He  gave  thee  love  and  purity. 

And  then  He  called  thee  home. 

Dear  martyr-child !  they  tore  thy  flesh : 
With  tire  they  Forched  each  limb; 

But  games,  midst  orange  gardens  seemed 
Less  sweet  than  death  for  Him. 

And  now  thou  art  with  Him,  fair  child! 

Nestling  at  His  dear  feet: 
Thou  kncw'st  that  Heaven  was  bright,  but  not 

That  it  was  half  so  sweet. 

Our  own  dear  Saint !  make  us  like  thee ; 

Be  thou  our  kind  defence ; 
Give  us  thy  gift  of  modesty, 

Sweet  sister  Innocence  I 


Jkwel  Bhook  Cottage. 
My  Littlk  CnrLUREN:  Before  we  leave  this 
city,  Chicago,  I  will  show  you  where  that  lady 
lived  who  took  me  t<i  call  uijon  the  Reverend  Doc- 
tor in  whose  yard  we  saw  tliat  cunning  little  dog- 
house we  spoke  of  in  our  last  letter.  You  see  that 
tiny  brown  cottage,  not  far  from  the  new  Cathe- 
dral*— that  is  the  place;  very  tiny  and  brown, 
with  little  blinds  U)  shut  out  the  wann  summer 
sun  from  the  little  windows.  It  does  not  look,  as 
we  stand  before  it,  much  too  big  for  a  child's  play- 
house :  not  much.  What  a  modest  little  dwelling ! 
— and  don't  you  see  the  very  small  bed  of  scarlet 
verbenas  in  the  shortcut  grass  in  the  miniature 
yard,  just  large  enough  for  the  little  cottage  ?  There 
is  no  entmnce  at  the  front ;  why,  it  is  not  great 
enough  for  that,  or  else  its  designer  wanted  it  to 
a])pear  and  be  rather  more  secluded  in  its  look. 
To  enter,  we  go  round  the  side  and  up  the  littlest 
flight  of  stairs.  On  this  head-stair  stands  a  Ik>x 
of  red  balm  we  remember  to  have  seen  at  Notre 
Dame.  It  is  a  souvenir  of  the  dear  place  where  the 
Ave  Maria  blossoms  every  week  for  you ;  but  we 
will  stand  only  a  moment  to  smell  the  balmy  blos- 
soms and  touch  the  fragrant  leaves,  for  within  is 

'•The  prettiest  little  parlor  that  ever  you  did  spy." 
Will  you  have  a  seat  in  that  nice  Gothic  chair  ?  or 
recline  by  me  on  the  more  cozy  sofa  ?  I  want  you 
to  see  the  dear,  olden,  quaint  saints  that  adorn 
these  walls.  How  thick  the  pictures  are !  In  this 
corner,  now,  what  a  pretty  "  what-not "  full  of 
treasures;  a  few  choice  books  in  such  chaste,  nice 
covers,  and  numerous  holy  mementoes  ;  here  a  cu- 
rious crucifix,  there  a  peculiar  Rosary — a  prettily 
odd  string  of  our  Mother's  dear  bead.s.  When  you 
have  sufficiently  admired  all  these  pretty  and  pre- 
cious curiosities,  I  will  ask  the  lady  to  let  you  take 
a  peep  into  the  little  room,  off  from  this,  where 
she  let  me  lay  off  my  bonnet  and  shawl — a  very 
old  picture  of  Saint  Michael,  you  see,  guarding 
the  d(X)r  en  the  inner  side — the  liou{foi r-be(\room, 
fair  as  an  angel's  sleeping-cell ;  if  angels  slept, 
such  an  one  as  we  might  imagine  they  would 
choose ;  and  all  around  these  walls  are  holy  pic- 
tures also.  Who  sleeps  here — sleeps  surrounded 
by  saints? — I  thought,  when  I  came  in.  There  is 
the  little  bed  with  snowy  cover — over  its  head  a 
Saint  Joseph  by  one  of  the  old  painters,  and  a 
black  crucifix ;  at  its  foot  is  the  little  oratory,  or 
a  little  stand  with  tinniest  vase  of  fresh  flowers, 
where  a  little  spirit-lamp  bums  before  a  picture 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  a  small  image  of  the  cru- 
cifixion on  the  wall  behind.  It  is  the  hour  of 
four,  and  that  little  spirit-lamp  will  human  horn- 
in  commemoration  of  the  flame  of  love  that  ever 
burns  in  the  Sacred  Heart  of  our  T^ord  for  us.  I 
had  to  kneel,  when  I  saw  it,  right  down  there  and 
pray.  Don't  you  also,  children,  want  to  kneel  right 
down  before  it?  The  lamp  gives  its  light,  the  flow- 
ers give  their  fragrance  to  God,  but  the  perfume  of 
an  innocent  child's  prayer  is  far  more  sweet  to  the 
dear  Heart  of  Jesus. 

How  sacred  and  beautiful  the  Catholic  religion 
can  make  our  parlor!  How  beautiful  the  Catho- 
lic religion  can  make  a  little  bedroom !  How 
beautiful  reverent  Catholicscan  make  their  homes! 
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I  never  wanted  a  room  so  much  in  my  life ;  a  lit- 
tle room,  just  to  make  it  Catholic  and  beautiful  for 
God.  IIow  delightful  to  dwell  thus  -in  -a-  very 
shrine  for  Jesus  and  Mary  and  the  baints !  I  am 
sure  no  pious,  thoughtful  youth  or  chil.l  could  ever 
enter  here  and  not  begin  to  think,  when  they  may 
•rrnw  up  and  liave  rooms  of  their  own,  liow  Ihev 
will  adorn  them,  and  perhaps  there  is  one  little 
room  at  least  they  may  commcnr'e  to  thus  beautify 
oven  now.  And  tliis  dear  cottage  is  frequented 
by  such  young  learners ;  there  is  yet  another  room 
where  there  are  not  only  pictures,  ]>at  casts  of 
fuiimals'  heads,  an<l  subjects  for  sketching  and 
painting,  and  pupils  gathered  there.  This  lady 
is  an  artist,  and  their  teacher.  I  think  she  loves 
little  children  as  well  as  myself,  perliaps  better, 
for  she  not  only  instructs  them  to  paint  with  raie 
care  and  fidelity,  and  writes  for  them  in  the  Young 
(Mho!.ic,&  dear  little  paper,  Init  she  may  have  one 
of  these  days  a  very  nice  book  out ;  stories  about 
young  saints,  etc.,  just  for  children.  But  this  is 
perha])s  a  !>it  too  early  f  )r  any  such  Iiint  to  the  gen- 
eral public;  you  need  not  say  much  about  it,  l)ut 
when  it  comes  I  am  sure  you  will  be  delighted 
with  it.  But  what  I  would  impress  u])on  my  dear 
children,  in  this  letter,  is  the  sweetness  and  l)eauty 
of  tile  Catliolic  atmosphere  this  lady  has  created 
around  her.  Said  the  lady  to  us,  when  we  ex- 
pressed our  admiration;"!  wish  my  rooms  to 
liavo  a  Catholic  air;  I  mean  that  every  one  wlio 
comes  into  my  house  shall  know  tliat  1  am  a  Cath- 
olic." That  is  the  right  thought.  There  are 
some,  even  good  Catholics,  and  not  among  the  in- 
digent or  ])oor  (hither,  v.-ho  do  not  seem  to  real- 
ize what  a  he/iutijid  religion  they  have,  and  who 
appear  to  forget  that  it  is  their  privilege  to  have 
every  room  in  their  house  more  sanctiiied  l)y  the 
heavenly  inlluence  of  some  sacred  picture  or  cru- 
cifix. Catholics  know  how  much  tliey  are  in- 
structed in  the  Church  by  their  eyes — how  much 
strangers  to  our  holy  religion  are  drawn  Iiy  these 
things ;  why  not,  then,  gather  tlujm  more  about 
them  in  their  homes,  to  religiously  Ijeautify  their 
dwellings,  help  instruct  their  children  and  edify 
their  neighbors?  I  have  written  to  you,  liitle 
children,  that,  when  "grown  up,"  you  may  remem- 
ber to  have  n;ad  in  the  Ave  Maiu.\.  that  every 
pious  picture  of  Jesus  or  His  Holy  Mother,  or  of 
Saint  Jo.sesh,  or  of  any  of  God's  holy  saints  i.s  a 
treasure  in  the  house.  May  you  all  have  your  houses 
full  of  them.  1  have  written  unto  you,  little  chil- 
dren, to  inquire  of  each  of  you  is  there  not  at  least 
one  little  room,  where  you  may  now  sleep,  that 
you  could  thus  yet  more  enrich  V 

Beloved  little  children,  yours  truly,      f  f  f 

God  is  Almiglity. 

There  was  a  time  when  there  was  nothing  ex- 
cept God  Himself;  no  sun,  no  stars,  no  earth, 
nothing  l)ut  God.  All  was  darkness;  but  God 
spoke  the  word,  and  then  the  sun  shone  in  the 
heavens,  and  the  stars  sparkled  in  the  blue  skies, 
the  mountains  ro.se  up  out  of  the  earth,  the  rivers 
flowed  into  the  great  sea,  the  green  grass  grew 
over  the  earth,  the  beautiful  flowers  covered  the 
fields,  the  trees  spread  out  their  branches.   At  His 


voice  the  fishes  were  swimming  in  the  waters,  the 
l)irds  flying  in  the  air,  and  the  beasts  were  on  the 
face  of  the  earth.  Then  God  took  some  of  the 
dust  of  the  earth,  and  made  out  of  it  a  body,  and 
He  breathed  into  it  the  breath  of  life,  a  living 
soul,  and  there  was  Adam,  our  fir.st  father.  So 
God  made  all  things,  and  the  words  of  God  are 
perfect.  Deut.,  xxxii.  A  little  girl  once  made  a 
pocket-handkerchief,  but  she  had  something  be- 
forehand to  make  it  of — she  had  plenty  of  linen 
and  thread,  besides  pins  and  needles  and  .scissors. 
When  God  made  all  things.  He  made  them  out  of 
nothing.  If  God  had  made  the  world  out  of 
one  little  grain  of  sand,  this  would  have  been  a 
wonderful  thhig,  but  he  made  itof  nothing— noth- 
ing !  A  carpenter  had  to  make  a  chair,  but  it 
cost  him  a  great  deal  of  labor  and  trouble  and 
time  to  make  it.  He  had  to  get  wood,  and  saw  it 
and  cut  it  and  hammer  and  nail  it.  To  make  all 
things  was  not  the  least  trouble  or  labor  to  Al- 
mighty God.  It  is  as  easy  for  God  to  make  the 
whole  world  as  to  make  one  little  grain  of  sand. 
"  He  spoke,  and  at  His  word  all  things  were 
made." 

The  great  God,  who  made  all  things,  rules  over 
all  things.  All  creatures,  in  heaven,  on  earth, 
and  everywhere,  obey  Him.  "  For  who  resistcth 
Ilis  willV"  Romans,  ix,  19.  Every  grain  of  sand, 
every  leaf,  every  flower,  every  insect,  every  beast 
on  the  earth,  every  fish  in  the  water,  every  bird 
in  the  air,  all  obey  God  and  do  His  will.  Why 
does  the  sun  rise  and  set,  and  the  stars  go  forward 
in  their  path?  Because  God  tells  them.  Why 
do  the  winds  blow,  and  the  trees  blossom  and  give 
their  fruits?  Wiiy  do  the  rivers  go  on  without 
stopping,  and  the  swelling  waves  of  the  sea — why 
do  they  not  break  in  u^ion  the  earth  and  drown 
it?  Why  does  the  thunder  shake  the  earth,  and 
the  lightning  strike  the  high  trees?  Because  God 
cpmmands  tlieiu.  In  the  things  which  are  done 
in  this  world,  men  think  they  are  doing  only  their 
own  will,  and  yet  all  the  while  they  are  doing 
the  will  of  the  great  God.  Kingdoms  and  em- 
pires rise  and  fall.  The  great  towns  and  cities, 
capitals  of  empires,  become  a  ruin  and  crumble 
into  dust,  and  they  are  swept  away  by  the  winds. 
The  very  i)lace  where  they  stood  is  not  known, 
and  their  name  is  to  be  found  only  in  histories. 
All  these  things  are  done  because  it  is  God's  will. 
"  Shall  there  be  evil  in  the  city  which  the  Lord 
hath  not  done?"  Amos,  iii.  The  great  and  the 
wise  men  of  the  earth  take  counsel,  and  the  na- 
tions of  the  world  make  wars,  one  against  the 
other,  and  they  do  it  to  ijlease  themselves,  and 
they  know  not  that  they  are  instruments  in  the 
hand  of  God,  to  do  His  M'ill,  like  tools  in  the 
hand  of  a  workman.  "So  God  does  according  to 
His  will  with  all,  and  there  is  none  that  can  resist 
Him  and  say  to  Him,  why  hast  Thou  done  it?" 
Dan.,  V,  32.  Therefore  let  us  adore  the  great 
Almighty  God,  the  Creator  and  llulcr  of  all  things, 
saying  :  "  Great  and  wonderful  are  Thy  works,  O 
Lord  God  Almigiity ;  just  and  true  are  Thy  ways, 
O  King  of  Ages:  who  shall  not  fyar  Thee  and 
magnify  Thy  holy  name?"  Apoc.,  xv.  "Be  ye 
humbled'  under  the  mighty  hand  of  God."   1  Pet. 
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SUABEZ ;  OB,  THE  THEOLOGIAN  OF  THE 
BLESSED  VIRGIN. 

No  thcolopr'mn  has  evt-r  written  morea(lminiI>ly 
of  the  Blt'sst'd  Virjjin  thiin  Suaruz;  it  may  not, 
tlu'H,  be  out  of  our  si)her(*,  to  show  in  tins  first  ar- 
ticle how  he  ol>taine<l  this  wontlerful  science,  and, 
in  a  second  one,  what  was  his  doctrine  concern- 
in<;  the  Holy  Mother  of  God. 

To  the  scholar  it  will  be  nothini?  new,  but  to 
the  readers  of  the  Avk  Mauia,  at  large,  it  can 
scarcely  fail  to  prove  interesting  and  instructive. 
During  the  past  three  centuries,  Suarez  has  rc- 
maine(l  unrivaled  among  schoolmen;  but  it  is  not 
generally  known  that  his  wonderful  intellectual 
endowments  were  the  smlden  gift  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  To  speak  then  of  Suarez,  is  to  manifest 
one  of  those  prodigies  so  often  recorded  in  the 
annals  of  her  devotion.  In  the  late  numbers  of 
an  English  pul)lication  {The  Motith)  we  find  an 
interesting  life  of  Suarez,  from  the  pen  of  Rev.  II. 
(\)leridge,  D.  D.  From  this  sketch  we  leani  that 
Suarez  was  born  of  noble  family,  at  Granada,  in 
1548.  But  little  seems  to  be  known  of  the  youth 
of  our  future  theologian.  His  history  seems  to 
begin  at  the  University  of  Salamanca.  That 
great  seat  of  learning  was  then  in  its  most  flourish- 
ing condition,  and  had  taken  the  leall  for  the  time 
among  the  Universities  of  Europe.  This  was  in 
the  spring-time,  or  early  sununer  of  the  Society 
of  Jesus,  and  men  of  the  highest  nu'nt?,il  an<l  mor- 
al attainments  were  pressing  into  it  on  all  sides, 
but  particularly  in  Spain,  which  was,  as  it  were, 
its  native  soil,  and  which  gave  to  it  its  founder, 
its  most  illustrious  saints,  and  a  very  large  pro- 
jKution  of  its  most  celebmted  names.  These  were 
also  days  of  great  mental  activity;  the  enthusi- 
asm of  sjiintlincss  was  in  the  very  air  of  the 
country,  which  had  recently  given  birth  to  a  glo- 
rious family  of  saints,  of  whom  Saint  Peter  of 
Alcantara,  Saint  Teresa,  Saint  Ignatius,  Saint 
Francis  Xavier,  Saint  Francis  Borgia,  Saint  John 
of  the  Croas,  Saint  Louis  Bertrand  and  Saint 
John  of  God  were  but  the  most  ren«)wned  mem- 
bers; a  time  of  hope  and  faith  and  counige, 
when  great  resolutions  were  made  without  cow- 
ardice and  executed  with  fi«lelity  and  generosity. 
High  vocations  were  caught  up,  and  continued 
through  life;  and  striking  conversions,  cither 
from  sin  to  a  life  of  virtue,  or  iro\\\  an  ordinary 
Christian  life  to  the  path  of  perfection,  were  no 
rare  fruits  of  a  single  meditation  or  a  powerful 
sermon. 

Froncis  Suarez  had  always  led  an  innocent  life, 


but  his  father  sent  him  to  Salamanca  without  any 
idea  of  the  lofty  teachings  that  would  make  him 
captive  there,  and  give  to  the  S«Kiety  of  Jesus  so 
great  an  ornament  an<l  to  the  Church  so  famous  a 
Doctor.  liitmirez,  one  of  the  most  learned  profes- 
sors in  Salamanca,  was  too  old  to  enter  the  Society 
when  it  was  first  established  in  Spain  ;  but  he 
directed  many  of  his  pupils  to  it.  At  one  time  he 
sent  fifty  applicants  to  the  Order,  and  among 
them  wa-s  the  young  Francis  Suarez.  In  those 
days  Ueligious  Superiors  could  well  afford  to  l>e 
fastifliou.s,  when  they  had  .so  large  a  body  from 
which  to  select,  and  indeed  at  all  times  .such  fas- 
tidiousness is  their  truest  wis«lom.  "  We  don't 
want  good  little  souls,"  exclaimed  Saint  Teresa, 
when  some  one  for  whom  nothing  more  could  be 
said  than  what  is  contained  in  that  very  ordinary 
c<mimendation,  was  presented  to  her  as  a  candi- 
date for  Mount  Carmel.  It  was  (m  this  ground 
that. Francis  was  refused  admission.  "  He  was  a 
good  little  soul,  but  had  better  go  elsewhere  ;  all 
the  more  because  his  noble  birth  might  naturally 
raise  expectations  that  he  would  Ije  employed  in 
some  of  the  more  prominent  posts,  and  would 
amsequently  make  it  more  remarkable  and  more 
galling  to  himself,  if,  on  account  of  his  dullness, 
he  were  always  kept  in  the  back  ground."  Such 
was  the  opinion  formed  of  a  youth  destined  to 
become  one  of  the  l)rightest  lights  of  the  age. 

Happily,  Suarez,  although  dull,  was  resolute. 
The  Rector  of  Sjilamanca  had  refused  him,  but 
he  applied  to  the  Provincial  of  Castile.  Al- 
though the  latter  did  not  disa)vcr  in  Suarez  more 
than  the  others  had  dcme,  nevertheless  he  felt  a 
strong  internal  impulse  to  yield  to  the  applica- 
tion. Suarez  was  sent  bjick,  with  a  letter  direct- 
ing the  Rector  to  admit  him  into  the  Society,  but 
with  the  understanding  that  he  should  sign  an 
agreement  in  writing,  in  Avhich  he  declared  his 
willingness  to  starve,  if  so  required,  in  one  or 
other  of  the  inferior  grades  in  the  Society,  and 
freely  abandon  all  claim  to  be  applied  to  the 
higher  studies. 

We  shall  not  attempt  to  follow  him  in  the 
"saint-infectefl  air"  of  the  novitiate.  We  may 
vaguely  imagine  what  must  have  been  his  fervor 
ami  happiness,  ])artly  from  wliat  we  already 
know  of  his  piety,  xeal  and  humility;  partly  from 
the  fact  that  his  religious  life,  the  foundati<ms  of 
i  which  were  then  laid,  wa.s  a  continual  ])nictice  of 
the  rao.st  perfect  virtue.  In  tnith,  if  he  had  not 
Iwen  so  renowned  aftenvanls  as  a  theologian,  his 
name  might  still  have  Iwen  handed  down  to  us, 
as  that  of  a  Religious  of  remarkable  sanctity, 
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even  in  those  days  when  saintly  souls  were 
plentiful.  His  hiiniility,  mortification  and  recol- 
lection were  the  admiration  of  all.  But  there 
still  hung  over  liim  the  grave  question  of  his  in- 
tellectual incapacity  for  the  work  of  the  Society, 
and  Suarez  seemed  doomed  to  justify  to  the  full 
the  anticipations  of  those  who  had  pronounced 
him  to  be  wanting  in  mental  jx^wers. 

He  was  quick  and  even  clever  in  other  things, 
but  he  could  make  no  progress  in  his  studies.  No 
one  could  blame  him  for  v/ant  of  industry  or  ap- 
plicjition,  yet  in  class  he  failed  entirely.  Ilis 
dullness  became  a  proverb,  as  had  been  the  case 
before  him  with  Albertus  Magnus  and  Thomas 
Aquinas.  One  of  his  companions  was  appointed 
to  help  him  by  going  over  the  lectures  with  him 
in  private,  after  they  had  both  listened  to  the 
professor.  It  was  an  ungrateful  and  wearisome 
task.  At  last  the  courage  of  Francis  failed,  and 
he  went  to  the  l^ector  of  the  College  to  beg  to  be 
allowed  to  give  np  study  altogether,  as  he  was 
unfit  for  it ;  he  was  perfectly  content  to  be  em- 
ployed all  his  life  in  humbler  occupations. 

The  Superior  told  him  to  continue  a  little 
longer,  and  to  redoul)le  his  prayers  to  the  Father 
of  Lights.  From  his  tenderest  years  the  J'oung 
Suarez  had  ever  testified  the  most  sincere  devotion 
to  the  Blessed  Motlier  of  God,  and  he  now  re- 
solved to  implore  her  special  intercession  in  liis 
trouble.  Suddenly  a  change  came  over  him;  his 
mind  seemed  to  open  to  a  new  sense,  and,  when 
he  went  again  to  the  classes,  he  found  liimself 
able  to  penetrate  and  grasp  the  doctrines  of  the 
professors  with  tlie  utmost  ease  and  clearness, 
liis  fellow-student  came  to  help  him,  as  he  was 
wont,  expecting  the  same  untliankful  task  he  liad 
so  often  performed  before,  but  he  suddenly  found 
the  matter  of  the  lecture  set  before  him  in  the 
most  lucid  manner,  and  difficulties  and  objections 
suggested  wliich  he  himself  was  not  capable 
either  of  seeing  or  answering.  In  short,  Suarez 
became  all  at  once  the  leader  and  the  oracle 
among  the  students,  and  he  always  attributed  the 
change  that  came  over  him  to  the  assistance 
given  by  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God  in  answer  to 
his  prayers. 

His  case  only  adds  another  to  a  long  list  of  in- 
stances in  which  powers  of  the  highest  kind,  which 
were  to  be  exercised  during  a  long  life  for  the 
service  of  the  Church,  have  l>een  bestowed  in  such 
a  manner  as  to  show  beyond  the  possibility  of  a 
doubt  that  they  were  given  in  answer  to  prayers 
oflfered  to  God  through  the  powerful  medium  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin. 

The  firm  conviction  of  Suarez  that  he  owed  the 
illumination  of  his  mind  to  the  intercession  of  our 
Blessed  Lady,  has  impressed  upon  all  his  writings 
that  deep  and  abiding  confidence  in  her  heavenly 
privileges  and  great  power,  and  it  formed  Vhe 
foundation  of  the  lively  devotion  to  Mary  which 
pervades,  in  glowing  colors  as  it  were,  his  writings. 

At  a  time  that  he  was  most  of  all  given  to  lite- 
rary speculation  and  composition,  he  devoted  a 
large  share  of  his  time  to  exercises  of  piety  and 
mental  prayer.  He  it  is  who  has  left  behind  him 
that  wonderful  saying,  that  "  Rather  than  give  up 


one  hour  of  prayer  he  would  willingly  renounce, 
not  only  the  knowledge  that  he  himself  had  re- 
ceived from  God,  but  all  the  knowledge  possessed 
by  all  the  world  put  together,  if  it  could  belong 
to  himself  alone."  In  his  writings  there  is  a  calm 
fragrance  of  devotion  which  seems  to  reveal  that 
they  reflect  the  thoughts  of  a  man  accustomed  to 
speculate  only  under  the  softening  influence  of 
prayer. 

Most  of  the  anecdotes,  and  they  are  not  many, 
which  have  been  handed  down  to  us  concerning 
him,  show  his  liumility — a  virtue  that  could  not 
have  1  teen  ])reserved  in  its  perfection  in  so  eminent  a 
teaclier  and  writer  without  a  gi'eat  deal  of  prayer. 
He  is  on  a  journey  to  Rome,  and  comes  to  a  college 
of  his  Order  on  tlie  way.  The  Superior  receives 
him  with  great  attention  and  affection,  and  hur- 
ries ofl:'  to  the  kitchen  to  order  a  meal  for  his  guest. 
There  he  finds  a  novice  making  but  poor  way  with 
a  task,  set  for  him  by  the  cook,  of  washing  the 
dishes.  He  complains  that  he  wants  help,  and 
the  Superior  bids  him  press  into  liis  service  the  first 
I)erson  he  meets  in  the  corridors.  When  the  dinner 
is  ready,  the  Superior  goes  to  look  for  Father  Sua- 
rez, but  can  find  him  nowhere.  At  last  he  is  dis- 
covered in  the  kitchen,  having  been  the  first  pei- 
son  the  young  novice  who  Avanted  help  for  the 
dishes  had  found  in  the  corridor.  Or,  again,  he 
goes,  by  invitation,  to  a  puljlic  theological  discus- 
sion. Being  asked  to  object,  he  does  so,  and  in  a 
few  syllogisms  reduces  tlie  unfortunate  defender 
to  his  last  gasp ;  whereupon  the  professor,  unable 
to  bear  the  disgrace  of  his  pupil,  takes  u])  the  ar- 
gument, not  however  with  any  new  train  of  reason- 
ing, but  with  a  violent  tirade  against  Suarez  and 
his  Order.  Every  one  is  disgusted  except  Suarez 
himself,  who  listens  with  great  attention  and  seren- 
ity, and  at  the  end  takes  leave  of  the  professor 
in  the  kindest  and  most  cordial  manner. 

Another  tune  he  had  been  challenged  to  a  pub- 
lic dispute,  by  a  theologian  who  had  aimed  at  the 
chair  in  which  Suarez  had  been  placed,  in  the 
University  of  Coimbra.  Suarez  was  ordered  to 
accept  the  dispute.  After  some  time,  he  so  com- 
pletely entangled  his  adversary,  that  nothing  re- 
mained to  be  done  but  to  draw  an  obvious  conclu- 
sion iti  order  to  put  him  in  flagrant  self-contradic- 
tion. Instead  of  this,  he  fleliberately  gave  him  an 
opportunity  to  escape,  although  he  could  hardly 
do  so  without  making  an  apparent  failure  himself. 

The  general  reader  will  perhaps  scarcely  appre- 
ciate the  self-command  shown  in  these  instances, 
so  easily  as  those  who  have  witnessed  the  ardor 
with  which  theological  disputations  are  sometimes 
conducted,  and  the  violence  with  which  human 
nature  sometimes  betrays  itself,  as  the  cold  glit- 
tering meshes  of  an  inevitable  reductio  ad  nhsur- 
dmn  close  around  some  floundering  debater.  In 
the  case  just  mentioned,  Suarez's  ix'putation  was, 
to  a  certiiin  extent,  at  stake,  fis  it  was  his  first 
public  exhibition  at  Coimljra.  Suarez  is  fertile 
in  invention  and  subtle  in  argument;  but  the 
quality  which,  perhaps  more  tlian  any  other,  dis- 
tinguishes him  among  the  writers  of  his  class,  is 
the  soundness  and  clearness  of  his  judgment.  He 
has  perhaps  no  peer  in  sagacity,  freedom  from 
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cxaffjfcration  and  a  delicacy  and  faithfulnom  of 
iiisiinct  wliicli  Iwlongs  to  the  cousummiitc  theolo- 
ffiari.  The  brilliant  fcputtttidii  of  Suarcz  w>on 
(luist'il  him  to  l»e  called  to  Il<>mc,  and  Ilomc  was 
at  that  time  full  of  activity  and  religious  enter- 
])rise  under  the  vigonniH  and  beneflcent  rule  of 
Grejfory  XIII.  The  ifalaxy  of  saints  tliat  had 
made  the  Council  of  Trent  so  illustrious  had  not 
passj'd  away  altof^'ther.  Saint  Ijjnatius  was  gone, 
and  Saint  Francis  Xavier  and  Saint  Francis  IJor- 
gia;  i»ut  Saint  Philip  was  still  at  Chiesii  Nuova, 
and  Saint  Camillas  of  Lellis  was  but  beginning 
his  t-ongregatioii.  Saint  ('hurles  was  one  of  the 
Cardi'ials.  Saint  Aloysius  Gon/jigji  was  one  of 
the  pupils  of  Suarcz.  (3ther celebrated  men  eitlier 
came  t^^  Home  or  resided  there  pcrmaiienlly. 

The  sojourn  of  Suarez  in  Rome  jjrohalily  gave 
the  finishing  touches  to  his  perfection  as  a  theo- 
logian. Not  very  many  great  theologians,  in 
HKHlern  times  at  least,  have  ever  spent  all  their 
liv(!s  away  from  Home.  Such  men  have  need,  so 
to  speak,  by  the  side  of  all  other  advantages,  of 
the  theoU)gical  atniosplierc  of  the  Holy  City.  The 
IMjrpetual  contact  which  its  students  and  teachers 
enjoy  with  the  great  Dfx-tors  there  to  be  found, 
and  witii  ihe  ever  living  action  of  the  Church  at 
its  central  .se:it  of  government,  the  great  religious 
incidents  which  can  happen  in  no  other  place, 
the  pontifical  ceremonies,  the  cauonizjitions,  the 
ju!)ilees,  the  conclaves,  as  well  as  the  memories 
and  blessings  which  haunt  the  shrines  of  tl»e 
Apostles  and  martyrs  of  early  days,  and  blend  so 
harmoniously  with  the  spirit  that  breathes  from 
the  relics  of  later -saints  of  every  successive  cen- 
tury— all  thesi»,  and  a  hundred  other  kindred  in- 
fluences, insi'nsibly  balance  and  adjust,  the  mind, 
and  give  to  all  its  utterances  that  perfectly  Catli- 
ttlic  and  Hoinau  tone  which  disting'uslies  the 
writings  of  such  theologians  as  Suarez.  The  ef- 
fect is  very  discernible  in  the  cOJitrast  which 
their  works  present  to  those  of  others  who  have 
not  had  the  same  advantages.  Many  such  v.'rit- 
en  liave  c<nitril)uted  largely  to  the  theologicjil 
treasures  of  the  Church ;  l)Ut  others,  with  the 
noblest  intentions  and  mo.st  patient  industry, 
liave  often  failed  lamentably  on  account  of  this  in- 
describable gift  of  which  we  are  8j)eaking.  They 
have  l)een  exaggerated  oi  Incomplete,  extravagant 
or  Jiarrow,  frightened  at  shadows  or  unable  to  see 
things  in  their  proper  relation.s,  like  children 
who  have  not  learneil  the  secret  of  distance  and 
persjiective.  This  may  Ix;  set  down  to  many 
causes :  it  may  be  the  effect  of  personal  charac- 
ter, continual  contact  with  heretics,  want  of  tra- 
ditional learning,  self-education,  or  similar  cjiuses, 
but  il  can  hardly  be  better  described  than  by  the 
single  word  un-lioman. 

"The  perfect  theologian  not  only  takes  the 
right  side  of  the  questions  that  arise  Iwjfore  him, 
and  divines  instinctively  the  true  doctrine  on 
some  {)oini,  perhaps  which  has  not  yet  been  ruled 
by  authority ;  he  will  have  the  gift  also  to  di.s- 
ccm  what  is  to  lie  prc.s.se(i,  what  not.  He  will 
know  the  great  wisdom  of  silence  and  patience, 
of  leaving  questions  undislurbetl  for  \^hich  the 
time  has  not  yet  come.     His  arguments  \yill  be  as 


judiciously  selected  as  his  conclusions  arc  sound, 
and  he  will  be  in  no  danger  of  riding  his  theory 
to  death  or  of  urging  his  authorities  teyond  theiV 
proiK-r  meaning.  Among  the  thousand  influences, 
natural  and  supernatural,  which  most  c*ombine  to 
produce  a  cfmsummate  and  faultU-ss  theologian, 
that  of  which  we  arc  now  speaking  is  certainly 
not  the  last."  Suarez  might  have  l>een  very  great 
without  it,  as  others  have  Ixx-n  ;  with  it,  he  l»e- 
canie  a  theologian  suqj.assed  by  no  one  since  the 
days  of  Saint  Tiiomas  Aquinas. 

From  Home  Suarez  was  sent  to  Salamanca. 
This  was  his  place  of  pre<leliction,  as  it  was  there 
he  received  from  the  Hlessc<l  Mother  of  God  his 
wonderful  intell(;ctual  gitls. 

He  afterwards  taught  with  most  brilliant  suc- 
cess in  Coimbra  and  lUnne,  and  was  then  sent  to 
Lisbon  ;  Imt  as  he  reached  his  sixty-fifth  year,  he 
began  to  long  for  repose.  Continual  mental  ac- 
tivity is  probably  one  of  the  severest  kinds  of 
fatigue  of  which  our  nature  is  capable,  and  there 
have  been  examples  of  literary  men,  such  :is  Scott 
and  Southey,  who.se.  minds  have  been  entirely  or 
almost  worn  to  pieces  before  their  bodies.  If 
mentjil  exercise  is  so  fatiguing,  much  more  is  it 
when  united  with  daily  oral  teaching — not  the 
lightest  or  least  wearisome  of  martyrdoms  that 
Christian  charity  can  undertake  or  sustain. 

A  glance  at  the  portrait  of  Suarez  tells  the  tale, 
no  tlonbt,  of  the  continual  self-crucifixion  of  a 
saintly  soul;  but  a  great  deal  of  the  suffering 
that  is  written  there  is  to  be  set  down  to  the  men- 
tal labors  of  which  we  speak. 

Death  came  to  him  at  last,  in  1017,  when  he 
had  entered  his  seventieth  year.  His  illness  laste<i 
ten  day.s,  during  which  he  wsis  continually  giving 
fresh  proofs  of  his  consummate  charity,  piety  anil 
patience.  He  suffered  the  greatest  pains  without 
complaining,  because  he  would  have  had  to  wake 
up  the  lay  bmther  who  slept  near  him  to  aid  him 
in  their  relief.  ULs  cx-ll  soon  became  a  kind  of 
centre,  round  which  all  that  was  good  and  great  in 
Lisbon  was  gathered. 

Death,  as  it  drew  near  to  him,  seemed  to  lose  all 
its  chamcteristic  terrors.  Once  he  was  asked  if 
he  had  any  thing  on  his  conscience  that  gave  him 
pain ;  he  answered  no,  for  that  by  the  mercy  of 
God  he  had  never  dime  any  thing  but  under  oI>e- 
dience.  Another  time  he  seemed  to  be  in  his 
agony,  and  the  last  prayers  for  a  departing  soul 
were  8i\id  by  his  side.  But  the  paroxysm  pa.s.sed 
away ;  he  recovered  his  senses,  and  woke  up  as 
fnan  a  deep  sleep,  with  a  face  bright  with  joy, 
and  with  those  words  on  his  lips  that  have  since 
become  famous:  "I  never  thought  it  was  so  sweet 
to  die."     Admirable  servant  ot  Mary ! 

This  is  not  the  place  to  attempt  even  the  short- 
est account  of  the  manifold  treasures  that  are  con- 
tained in  the  writings  of  Suarez,  or  of  the  im- 
mense influence  they  have  exercised.  He  had 
every  mental  quality,  everj'  collateral  advantage, 
every  opportunity  that  could  be  nske«l  for,  to  fit 
him  for  his  high  vocation.  lie  learnt  from  the 
best  masters,  he  had  the  largest  cxjierience  in 
teaching,  he  was  brought  into  ointact  with  the 
most  illuminate<l  minds  of  his  age.     lie  had  Ik'- 
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come  perfectly  familiar  with  the  purest  strains  of 
Catholic  theology,  made  the  floating  traditions  of 
the  schools  a  part  of  himself,  and  completely  mas- 
tered the  rich  stores  of  the  literature  of  the  Church. 
He  had,  besides,  a  wonderful  memory  and  calm 
judgment,  and  a  bright  and  flowing  style. 

Grreat  gifts  !  And  he  ever  and  constantly  af- 
firmed that  he  had  received  them  in  answer  to  his 
fervent  prayers  to  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God. 
Through  life,  he  testified  his  gratitude  by  using 
the  talents  intrusted  to  him  for  the  one  sole  end 
— the  glory  of  her  Divine  Son  ;  and  ever,  amid 
the  most  splendid  intellectual  triumphs,  he  was 
humble  and  simple  as  a  child.  We  have  now 
briefly  shown  what  the  lilessed  Virgin  did  for 
Suarez ;  in  a  future  number  we  will  show  what 
Suarez  did  for  the  Blessed  Virgin. 


ALL  SAINTS  AND  ALL  SOULS. 
Peasts  of  Triumpii  and  Jubilee  of  the  Holy  Dead, 

The  children  of  the  Church  live  in  an  atmo.s- 
phere  charged  with  the  highest  elements  of  all 
that  is  beautiful  to  the  eye,  glorious  to  the  mind, 
poetical  to  the  imagination  and  consoling  to  the 
heart. 

A  divine  meaning  penetrates  all  the  actions, 
institutions  and  symbols  of  the  Church.  Every 
thing  human  and  earthly,  that  can  be  turned  to 
the  honor  and  worship  of  God,  has  been  used  by 
her  to  raise  her  children's  hearts  to  the  very  throne 
of  their  Eternal  Father. 

In  moulding  the  hearts  of  all  men  to  love  and 
honor  God,  she  uses  the  whole  range  of  intel- 
lectual and  material  objects.  To  keej)  bright  the 
chain  which  unites  the  Churches  militant  and 
triumphant,  every  month  has  its  sweet  and  con- 
soling devotions :  the  holy  time  of  Advent,  pre- 
paring for  the  coming  of  the  Redeemer,  and  from 
Christmas  to  the  Ascension  we  have  pai-ticipated 
in  the  spirit  of  the  birth  of  our  Saviour,  His  cir- 
cumcision, presentation  in  the  temple,  flight  into 
Egypt,  baptism,  and  fasting  in  the  desert ;  His 
public  life,  miracles  and  labors ;  His  death,  res- 
urrection and  return  to  the  abodes  of  eternal 
bliss.  Through  these  feasts  we  have  lived  in  the 
life  of  the  Gospel.  We  have  followed  our  dear 
Lord,  as  did  His  Blessed  Mother,  from  the  crib 
to  the  moment  of  His  glorious  Ascension.  Then 
the  dear  novena  of  the  Assumption  began  on  the 
Feast  of  the  Transfiguration — followed  by  Pente- 
cost, with  its  deep  mysterious  solemnities — filling 
our  minds  and  hearts  with  the  wonders  and 
beauties  of  the  Blessed  Trinity,  Corpus  Christi 
and  the  Sacred  Heart,  representing  the  Church  in 
its  history — its  joys  and  sorrows,  its  combats  and 
victories.  And  now  the  day  of  repose  has  at 
length  arrived — the  feast  of  eternal  peace:  the 
grand  festival  of  All  Saints  crowns  the  year,  and 
reveals  with  dazzling  splendor,  to  the  children  of 
exile  and  the  soldiers  of  the  cross  still  at  their 
post,  the  triumphs  and  joys  of  our  heavenly  coun- 
try. Time  ends  and  eternity  begins  with  this 
kingdom  of  glory.  Who  can  imagine  it  ?  Let 
us  listen  to  one  who  lately  went  to  join  that  tri- 
umphant throng  speak  of  the  "  bright  and  beauti- 


ful multitude  of  glorious  souls  which  form  the 
outer  ring  of  this  stupendous  court.  This  is  the 
portion  of  the  kingdom  of  grace  which  the  waters 
of  bapti-sm  alone  have  flooded.  The  little  ones 
have  become,  as  it  were,  men  of  thirty-three,  like 
Jesus  Himself,  and  their  untried,  untempted  na- 
ture has  been  washed  white  as  snow  in  His  re- 
deeming Blood.  The  mightiest  scholars  upon 
earth  know  not  so  much  as  they,  though  the 
hearts  of  Saints  on  earth  have  sometimes  loved 
with  a  love  as  intense  as  theirs,  and  perhaps  more 
intense.  Is  there  a  lot  on  earth,  round  which  the 
sunshine  of  prosperity  and  joy  is  shining  bright- 
est, which  is  not  purely  miserable  compared 
with  the  i^resent  gloi-y  of  the  infant  membere 
of  Jesus  whom  Baptism  has  saved  forever? 
But  let  us  pass  beyond  the  joy  of  the  outer  ring, 
to  that  multitude  that  no  man  can  number.  Who 
would  have  believed  that  so  many  souls  had  ever 
been  created  ?  Here  are  all  nations  and  tribes 
and  tongues ;  all  sexes,  ages,  ranks,  occupations, 
and  times  of  the  world's  hi.story.  How  beautiful 
they  are !  How  various  their  sanctity !  how  or- 
derly their  classes  and  degrees  !  There  are  Pon- 
tifis  and  Doctors;  martyrs,  confessors,  and  virgins; 
novices  and  lay  brothers,  religious  and  seculars, 
all  bathed  in  the  sunlight  of  the  Lamb.  These 
are  the  Saints  who  have  not  attained  to  the  va- 
cant thrones  in  the  angelic  choirs — the  unplaced 
Saints  as  they  may  be  called.  But  we  must  on- 
ward still  into  the  thick  of  Heaven.  We  come 
now  to  the  holy  angelic  kingdom,  among  whose 
thrones  are  placed  those  of  earth's  mightiest 
Saints,  elevated  to  fill  the  seats  of  the  one-third 
of  that  bright  liost  whom  Lucifer  drew  down 
with  him  in  his  fall.  Higher  still.  We  now  ap- 
proach the  far-famed  hierarchy  of  the  Incarnation, 
wrapt  in  a  glory  of  its  own,  suffused  with  sjiecial 
splendors  from  its  vicinity  to  the  Sacred  Human- 
ity of  the  Word.  There  are  the  eleven  Apostles, 
and  Matthias  and  Paul  and  Barnabas,  who  filled 
up  the  Apostolic  College.  There  are  the  unapos- 
tolic  Evangelists,  Mark  and  Luke,  with  Simeon 
and  Anna,  Elizabeth  and  Zacharias,  Joachim  and 
Anne,  Magdalen,  Martha  and  Lazarus,  Simon  the 
Cyrenian  and  Joseph  of  Arimathea,  Nicodemus 
and  Stephen,  jMalchus  and  Veronica,  Longinus 
and  Dimas,  with  the  seventy  disciples  and  others, 
Gospel  Saints.  There  are  the  Holy  Innocents, 
who  now  enjoy  singular  power  in  Heaven  as  the 
patrons  of  the  dying.  Higher  still.  Within  reach 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  rises  the  mediatorial 
throne  of  Mary.  Wonderful,  amazing  is  her  glory. 
It  is  too  bright  to  see,  save  darkly  and  in  enigma. 
Ocean  opens  out  after  ocean.  Can  we  measure  the 
munificence  of  God,  the  liberality  of  the  Word, 
the  extent  of  what  is  communicable  by  the  Most 
Holy  Trinity?  Then,  and  not  before,  we  may 
measure  Mary's  glory.  And  see  how  each  hour 
there  are  fresh  arrivals  at  the  gates  of  Heaven, 
and  the  angels  lead  the  new  comers  to  Peter,  and 
Peter  to  Mary,  and  Mary  and  Peter  to  Jesus,  and 
Jesus  to  His  Father,  and  each  new  soul  gives  force 
to  the  mighty  undulations  of  excessive  joy.  Oh 
how  dull  earth  grows  as  we  think  and  speak  of 
things  like  these !" 
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But  the  hymns  of  joy  and  nnthcms  of  glory  of 
thus  gri-atfrstivul  are  replaced  by  plaintive  luoan- 
ings  and  sad  sighings  and  sobs  broken  by  tears, 
come  from  the  other  world,  across  the  dampchar- 
uel-house  and  up  front  the  clostKi  tombs  of  the 
cemetery.  It  is  a  new  festival;  for  with  all  these 
sad  sf>unds,  blcsse<I  strains  of  immortal  hope 
sweetly  mingle,  telling  in  plaintive  minor  modu- 
lations how  after  expiation  and  suffering  comes 
the  happy  eternity.  And  in  a  holy  and  mysteri- 
ous communion  these  two  united  festivals  join  the 
three  Churches  of  Heaven,  Purgatory  and  Earth  : 
this  trinity,  this  unity,  these  three  Churches,  form 
but  oiui  Church.  It  ie  the  One,  universal,  holy, 
ancient  and  imperishable  Church,  which  has 
taught,  combated,  pardoned  and  blcs-sed  her  chil- 
dren through  the  long  course  of  ages  from  the  be- 
ginning, and  so  will  she  continue  to  the  end.  And 
the  festivals  of  All  Saints  and  of  All  Souls  are,  as 
it  were,  the  two  glorious  portals  of  eternity.  No- 
vemlxtr  l)elongs  to  them  ;  it  is  the  month  of  Heav- 
en, of  Purgatory,  of  eternity,  and  with  them  the 
ecclesiastical  year  enda  But  the  piety  and  char- 
ity of  the  faithful  have  more  particularly  conse- 
crated November  aa  the  month  of  the  souls  in 
Purgatory.  It  is,  as  it  were,  the  season  of  sorrow 
and  mourning.  Nature  has  thrown  aside  her  fes- 
tive robes ;  the  earth  is  cold  and  bare,  and  the 
damp,  foggy  atmosphere  envelopes  it  like  a  wind- 
ing-sheet; the  verdure  of  the  forest  has  all  passed; 
the  dry,  withered  leaves  are  torn  from  the  trees 
by  the  stormy  breath  of  the  north  wind,  and  rustle 
beneath  our  feet ;  dull,  leaden  clouds  sweep  over 
the  sky,  almost  obscuring  the  faint,  sickly  gleam 
of  the  sunbeams ;  everywhere  we  see  the  marks  of 
destruction  and  deatli.  We  are  surrounded  by  a 
sublime  and  melancholy  harmony  which  touches 
the  heart  Nature  in  this  month  seems  to  make 
a  solemn  accompaniment  to  the  plaintive  cadence 
of  that  sad  Purgjitorial  chant.  Have  pity  on  us, 
at  least  you,  our  friends,  for  the  hand  of  the  Lord 
is  heavy  upon  us.  They  cannot  do  penance  nor 
pray  for  themselves.  They  have  no  priesthood 
nor  altar.  For  all  these  aids  they  must  look  to  us. 

And  we  know,  by  faith,  that  our  prayers  can 
help  them.  To-day,  All  Souls  Day,  Masses  are 
said  for  them  all  over  the  world ;  Communions 
are  made,  beads  are  said,  and  alms  given  through- 
out all  Christendom,  for  the  dear  frien<ls  that  are 
not  lost  but  gone  before.  "Oh  what  thoughts, 
what  feelings,  what  love  sliould  be  ours,  as  we, 
like  choirs  of  terrestrial  angels,  gaze  down  on  the 
wide,  silent,  sinless  kingdom  of  sulfering,  and 
then  with  our  own  venturous  touch  wave  the 
sceptred  hand  of  Jesus  over  its  broad  region.s,  all 
richly  dropping  with  the  Inilsam  of  His  Precious 
Blood.  How  solemn  and  sul>duing  is  the  thought 
of  that  holy  kingdom,  that  realm  of  pain.  There 
is  no  cry,  no  murmur;  all  is  silent,  as  silent  as 
Jesus  before  His  enemies.  We  shall  never  know 
how  we  really  love  Alary  till  we  l<x)k  up  to  lier 
from  out  those  deeps,  those  vales  of  dread  myste- 
rious fire  ;  from  that  consecrated  empire  of  sinless- 
ness  and  yet  of  keenest  suffering.  The  beams  of 
Mary's  throne  lighting  up  their  land  of  pain  ;  the 
silver-winged  angels  voyaging  through  the  depths 


of  that  mysterious  realm  ;  and,  above  all,  that  un- 
seen Face  of  Jesus,  which  is  so  well  remembered 
tliat  it  seems  to  be  almost  seen." 

All  Souls  Day  is  truly  the  great  jubilee  of  the 
holy  dead ;  November  should  l)e  tlunr  month  of 
great  favors  and  many  ransoms,  drawn  from  the 
treawury  of  the  Church  militant.  Shall  we  refuse 
them  our  aid  t 


MAEIE  DENISE,  or  Devotions  for  the  Dead. 

It  is  a  cruel  flattery  of  relation.s,  who  will  al- 
ways have  it  that  those  near  or  dear  to  them  die 
the  death  of  saint.s.  They  would  surely  have  a 
scruple  if  they  knew  of  how  many  Ma-sses  and 
prayers  they  rob  the  souls  by  the  selfish  exagger- 
ation of  their  goodness.  I  call  it  selfish,  for  it  is 
nothing  more  than  a  miserable  device  to  console 
themselves  in  their  sorrow. 

While  devotions  for  the  dead  have  character- 
ized most  of  the  saints  in  a  very  special  manner, 
for  Saint  Thomas  tells  us  that  charity  is  incom- 
plete until  it  includes  the  dead  as  well  as  the  liv- 
ing, nevertheless  there  have  been  certain  holy 
persons  whose  lives  seem  almost  to  have  been  set 
aside  by  God  in  sacrifices  of  the  most  supernat- 
ural kind,  for  the  souls  in  Purgatory. 

In  the  subject-matter  of  Purgatory  we  may  with 
the  less  scruple  make  use  of  such  revelations, 
from  the  example  of  so  grave  an  authority  as  Car- 
dinal Bellarmiue  himself,  who,  in  his  treatise  on 
Purgatory,  as  I  have  already  said,  adds  always 
some  private  revelations  as  a  distinct  head  of 
proof  For  many  reasons,  I  have  preferred  to  take 
my  example  from  the  life  of  Sister  Marie  Denise 
de  Martignat,  of  the  Visitation,  (who  died  in  the 
Convent  at  Annecy,  in  1653.) 

At  the  time  when  Mademoiselle  de  Martignat 
letl  the  French  court  for  that  of  Charles  Emman- 
uel, at  Turin,  there  was  a  lady  living  in  that  cap- 
ital who  went  by  the  name  of  the  Mfere  AntCe. 
She  had  received  a  special  attraction  from  the 
Holy  Ghost  to  devote  herself  to  the  service  of  the 
souls  in  Purgatory.  She  had  now  spent  many 
years  in  this  way ;  and  forming  an  aajuaintance 
with  Mademoiselle  de  Martignat,  she  had  obtained 
from  God,  by  her  prayers,  that  Marie  Denise  should 
succeed  her  in  her  high  office ;  and  in  fact  her 
soul  was  the  first  which  3Iarie  Denise  ever  saw 
coming  out  of  Purgatory,  after  a  detention  of  five 
hours  there  for  not  following  inspirations  she  had 
had  about  certain  good  works.  The  Mfere  Aut6e 
had  told  her  she  was  ultimately  to  be  a  nun,  as 
Saint  Francis  of  Sales  had  also  hinted  to  her  at 
Paris  years  before,  and  in  due  time  it  was  ar- 
ranged that  she  should  join  the  Convent  of  the 
Visitation,  at  Annecy.  She  was  accompanied  on 
her  journey  by  a  multitude  of  the  holy  souls, 
whose  presence  was  so  sensible  to  her  that  she 
never  perceived  the  passage  of  the  Mount  Cenis, 
so  absorbed  was  she  in  her  intercourse  with  them. 
At  the  prayers  of  the  Mfere  Antfe,  Marie  Denise 
had  received  a  jx)werful  and  mysterious  grace, 
while  praying  before  the  holy  winding  sheet  at 
Turin,  by  which  she  had  immense  power  over 
the  souls  in  Purgatory ;  and  all  her  first  years  in 
Annecy  were  filled  with  practices  on  their  behalf. 


They  disclosed  many  things  to  her  ;  as,  for  exam- 
ple, when  she  was  infirmarian,  they  told  her  there 
was  no  place  where  there  were  so  many  devils  or 
where  they  were  so  active,  as  in  an  intirma)7,  be- 
cause it  was  there  that  the  soul  fightsits  last  battle 
for  eternity. 

She  was  continually  accompanied  by  them,  and 
their  presence  was  sensible  to  her.  She  told  the 
Superioress  that  so  far  j'rom  being  afraid,  she  was 
as  ranch  at  her  case  amid  a  troop  of  these  souls  as 
when  with  her  sisters  in  the  Community ;  and  that 
she  found  more  profit  for  her  soul  in  conversation 
with  them  than  with  the  living.  She  obtained  as 
many  indulgenccd  medals  as  she  could,  and  at 
recreation  she  was  always  eloquently  preaching 
this  her  favorite  devotion.  Her  Superioress  once 
expressed  a  wish  to  be  visited  by  a  soul  from  Pur- 
gatory, if  the  visit  would  make  her  more  humble 
and  more  acceptable  to  God.  Marie  Dcnisc  replied, 
"Truly,  my  dear  Mother,  if  such  is  your  courage 
and  your  desire,  let  us  pray  our  Lord  to  grant  it 
to  you."  The  Superioress  having  conscDted,  she 
was  astonished  thai;  same  evening  at  receiving  a 
mysterious  sign  from  a  suffering  soul,  who  from 
that  moment  became  her  frequent  visitor.  Sev- 
eral of  the  Community  slept  in  the  Superioress' 
room,  and  were  eye  and  ear-witnesses  of  these  vis- 
its :  and  this  continued  for  seven  entire  months. 
At  the  end  of  this  time,  Marie  Denise  told  the 
Superioress  that  the  continuance  of  the  pains  of 
Purgaiorj',  of  such  a  soul  as  the  one  wdio  had  vis- 
ited her,  could  teach  lier  how  much  longer  souls  are 
detained  in  that  suffering  than  she  had  supposed 
before ;  and  this  for  four  reasons  :  first,  because  of 
the  inconceivable  purity  which  the  soul  must  have 
before  it  can  present  itself  before  Him  who  is  es- 
sential sanctity  and  purity,  and  who  receives  no 
one  into  His  glorious  city  who  is  not  as  pure  as 
the  city  itself.  Secondly,  becau.se  of  the  innumer- 
able multitude  of  venial  faults  which  we  commit 
in  this  life,  and  tlie  little  fenanm  which  tee  do  for  tfte 
moi-tal  sins  we  have  cotifcssed.  Thirdly,  because  of 
the  inability  of  these  souls  to  help  themselves  ; 
and,  fourthly,  because  of  the  lukewarmness  and 
negligence  of  the  greater  part  of  Christians  in 
praying  and  doing  good  works  for  these  souls,  as 
the  dead  fade  from  the  memory  of  the  living  al- 
most as  soon  as  they  have  vanished  from  their 
eyes,  while  true  charity  will  follow  those  it  loves, 
through  the  flames  of  Purgatory,  till  the  joys  of 
Paradise. 

The  feast  of  our  Lady  of  Angels  was  a  day  on 
which  Marie  Denise  generally  obtained  the  libera- 
tion of  many  souls  fiom  Purgatory.  Once,  after 
Communion  on  that  day,  she  felt  a  strong  interior 
movement,  as  if  our  Lord  was  taking  her  soul  out 
of  her  body,  and  leading  her  to  the  shore  of  Pur- 
gatory. There  He  pointed  out  to  her  the  soul  of 
a  powerful  prince  who  had  been  killed  in  a  duel, 
but  to  whom  God  had  givfen  the  grace  to  tnake 
an  act  of  contrition  before  he  breathed  liis  last  ; 
and  she  was  ordered  to  pray  for  hihj  especially. 
She  did  this  for  nine  yeai^g  and  thrlee  months,  and 
even  gave  her  life  in  sacrifice  for  his  soul,  and  yet 
he  was  not  freed.  She  was  so  overcome  by  this 
vision  of  his  soul,  that  the  Superioress  perceived 


that  something  extraordinary  had  happened  to  her. 
She  related  the  vision,  and  added,  "  Yes,  my  dear 
Mother !  I  have  seen  that  soid  in  Purgatoiy ;  but, 
alas!  who  shall  deliver  it?     Perhaps  it  will  not 
come  out  till   the   day  of  judgment.     Oh,  my 
Mother!"  she  continued,  weeping,  "how  good  \s 
God  in  His  justice !     How  has  this  prince  Ibllowed 
the  spirit  of  the  world  and  the  lights  of  the  flesh! 
How  little  anxiety  has  he  had  for  his  soul,  and 
how  little  devotion  in  the  use  of  the  sacraments !" 
The  effect  of  this  vision,  and  of  her  penances  for 
this  soul,  had  such  an  effect  on  her  bodily  health, 
that  the  Superioress  remonstrated  with  her  on  the 
subject;  but  she  replied,  tlJat  she  must  now  suffer 
incessantly,  as  she  had  offered  hei-self  to  God  in 
order  to  procure  some  alleviation  of  pain  for  that 
poor  soul.     "And  yet,  my  dear  Mother,  I  am  not 
so  much  moved  at  the  lamentable  state  of  suffer- 
ing in  which  I  have  seen  his  soul,  as  I  am  struck 
with  wonder  at  the   blessed  moment  of  grace 
which  accomplished  his  salvation.     That  happy 
insiaut  seems  to  me  an  outflow  of  the  infinity  of 
God's  goodness,  sweetness,  and  love.     The  action 
in  which  he  died  deserved  hell.     It  was  no  atten- 
tion to  God  on  his  own  part  which  won  fiom 
Heaven  that  precious  moment  of  grace.    It  was  an 
effect  of  the  communion  of  saints,  by  the  partici- 
pation which  he  had  in  the  prayers  that  were 
made  for  him.    The  Divine  Omnipotence  lovingly 
allowed  itself  to  be  turned  by  some  good  soul, 
and  in  that  grace  acted  beyond  its  wont.    Ah !  my 
dear  Mother!  henceforth  v»'e  must  teach  all  the 
world  to  beg  of  God,  our  Blessed  Lady,  and  the 
saints,  that  final  instant  of  grace  and  mercy  for 
the  hour  of  death,  and  also  to  pave  the  way  for  it 
by  good  works ;  because,  though  our  Lord  may 
sometimes  derogate  from  His  ordinary  providence, 
we  must  never  presume  on  that  privilege  in  our 
own  case.  There  were  many  fights  in  Israel,  but  the 
sun  never  stood  still  except  for  Josue.nor  went 
back  except  for  Ezekias.  A  million  souls  have  been 
lost  in  the  very  action  in  which  the  prince  was 
saved.     He  had  but  one  instant  of  life  in  the  free 
possession  of  his  mind,  in  order  to  co-operate  with 
the  precious  moment  of  grace ;  that  moment  in- 
spired him  with  a  real  contrition,  which  enabled 
him  to  make  an  act  of  true  final  repentance." 
The  Superioress  objecting  to  this  view,  the  good 
sister  answered,  "  My  dear  Mother  !  as  the  prince 
had  not  lost  the  faith,  he  was  like  a  match  ready 
to  take  fire ;  so  that  when  the  spark  of  merciful 
grace  touched  the  Christian  centre  of  his  soul, 
the  fire  of  charity  was  kindled,  and  brought  forth 
a  saving  act.     God  made  use  of  the  instjjict  which 
we  naturally  have  to  invoke  our  fii-st  cause,  when 
we  are  in  urgent  peril  of  losing  the  life  which 
we  hold  from  Him;  aud  thus  He  touched  the 
prince,  and  drew  him  to  have  recoui-se  to  eflica- 
cious  grace.     Divine  grace  is  more  active  than  we 
can  conceive.   We  cannot  wink  our  eyes  as  quickly 
as  God  can  do  His  work  in  the  soul  where  He 
seeks  co-operation ;  and  the  moment  in  which  the 
soul  makes  its  act  of  co-operation  with  grace  is 
almost  as  brief  as  the  one  in  which  it  receives  it ; 
and  in  this  the  sotil  experiences  how  admirably  it 
has  been  created  in  the  image  and  likeness  of 
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God."  Tlie  Superioress,  seeing  into  what  mysteri- 
ous depths  Marie  Dcnise  was  about  tt)  plunge,  in- 
terruj)tcd  her  by  remarking,  that  God  had  busied 
Himself  f«)rty  years  with  the  children  of  Israel, 
and  even  then  they  were  not  converted  from  their 
evil  waya  "True,  my  dear  Mother,"  replied  the 
sisicr,  "  but  when  He  s\yoi-e  in  His  wmth  that  His 
hardened  jK-ople  should  not  enter  into  His  rest, 
victorious  grace  only  required  a  moment  to  strike 
down  Saint  Paul,  and  to  triumph  over  his  heart 
The  judgments  and  conduct  of  God  are  abysses, 
which  it  does  not  l>clong  to  us  to  fathom  ;  but  of 
one  thing  I  can  assure  you,  that  if  it  had  not  been 
for  that  one  blessed  moment  of  grace,  the  soul  of 
the  prince  would  have  descended  into  the  lowest 
liell ;  and  since  the  devil  has  been  a  devil,  he  has, 
perhaps,  never  been  more  disappointed  in  his  ex- 
])ectation  than  in  losing  that  prey.  For  he  ha<l 
known  nothing  of  the  interior  occupation  of  his 
victim  in  those  few  seconds  which  the  Divine 
Goixlness  accorded  him  alter  his  mortal  wound." 
Language  almost  fail8todes<;ribe  the  sufferings 
both  of  mind  and  body  which  Marie  Denise  went 
through  for  the  alleviation  of  this  soul.  MiJre 
de  Chaugy  devotes  a  whole  chapter  to  them,  and 
they  are  quite  equal  to  those  which  are  read  of 
any  of  the  saints.  After  a  long  martyrdom  of 
this  kind,  it  pleased  God  that  she  should  see  in  a 
vision  the  suffering  soul  of  the  prince,  slightly 
raised  above  the  bottom  of  the  burning  abyss, 
and  in  a  capacity  of  being  delivered  somewhat 
before  the  day  of  judgment,  and  also  that  an  ab- 
breviation of  some  feu:  hours  of  his  Purgatory  had 
Ijcen  granted.  She  begged  Mother  de  Chatel  tc^ 
pray  for  him;  and  that  good  mother,  consenting 
to  do  so,  could  not  refrain  from  expressing  her 
surprise  that  Marie  Denise  had  only  spoken  of  an 
abridgment  of  a  few  hours ;  but  the  sister  replied, 
"Ah  !  my  Mother,  it  is  a  great  thing  that  the  Di- 
vine mercy  has  begun  to  allow  itself  to  be  influ- 
enced ;  time  has  not  the  same  measure  in  the 
other  life  which  it  has  in  this;  years  of  sadness, 
weariness,  jwverty,  and  severe  illness  in  this  worhl 
are  not  to  be  compared  with  the  one  single  hour 
of  the  sufferings  of  the  |)oor  souls  in  Purgatory !" 
It  would  take  me  too  long  to  relate  all  the  com- 
munications our  Lord  vouchsafed  to  make  to  her 
about  the  state  of  that  soul.  It  came  at  last  to 
this,  that  she  offered  her  life  for  his  simple  allevi- 
ation, not  delivemnce,  and  it  was  accepted.  Not 
long  l>efore  her  death,  when  the  Superioress  was 
expressing  herself  to  the  effect  that  surely  by  this 
time  the  soul  was  free,  Marie  Denise  said,  with 
great  warmth,  "  O  Mother !  many  years  and  many 
suffrages  arc  needed  yet ;"  and  at  last  she  died, 
and  yet  there  was  no  word  that  the  prince  was 
delivered  even  by  that  heroic  sacrifice  crowning 
upward  of  nine  years  of  suffering,  prayers,  Masses, 
Communions,  and  indulgences,  not  on  her  part 
only,  but  through  her  on  the  part  of  many  others 
also.  What  a  long  commentary  might  be  written 
upon  all  this !  But  hearts  tliat  love  God  will 
comment  on  it  for  themselves.  Blessed  be  His 
most  glorious  Majesty  for  its  insatiable  purity. 

It  is  vanity  to  wish  for  a  long  life)  and  take 
li  ttle  care  of  leading  a  good  life. 


Litany  for  a  Oliild  of  Mary. 

TaAKSPOSED  FliUK   BAUS'T   LlUt'OIU'a  UTANY  FOR  A 


GOOD  DEATH. 


[Wl: 

Lord,  haw  mercy  onui/  now,  and  when  heart  And  fldtb  ahall 
Christ,  have  mercy  on  us/  wbvu  our  uouVb  bark  brcasU  Uxe 

Kalo: 
Lord,  have  mercy  on  us  !  wbpti  the  powen  of  hell  a«wll ; 
Christ,  have  mercy  onus!  when  the  wave*  of  deatta  prevaO ; 

O  guod  JesoB,  bear  on  I 
O  Father,  Ood,  Uiat  we  In  Him,  Thy  Son  beloved,  mlfht  live. 
For  our  poor  taim  that  Bleuiicd  Hon  who  g^ave,  forj^pve '.  tor- 
give  I  [nbrive  I 

O  Saviour-Son,  who  did  Thy  Blood  ai*  random  pour,  aool- 
O  Spirit  eweet,  from  whom  tnc  dyln*;  comfort  best  dt-rivo, 

O  Holy  Uho8t.  hear  uh  t 
By  my  approachlns;  Jaige,  when  summoned  to  Hi«  flbrouded 

bar; 
When  I  shall  hear  the  runiblinz  "f  his  charlot-wbcel«  afar. 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  auk  mercy  lor  me! 
When  darken  wiUi  the  bli;;hting  mii<t«  of  death  these  gtrug- 

gllng  eyen. 
And  tuuir  last  look  Its  imaged  Lord  and  cruciflx  dexcrics. 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  me  ! 
When  paled  brow  and  lip,  and  touch  of  xnddun  icy  thrill,   [llll, 
Those  gathered  mournful  round,  with  terror  and' compassion 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  ank  mercy  for  me! 
When  my  poor  ears,  about  to  close  on  every  human  word. 
Shall  dreaa  await  the  never-changing  sentence  of  their  Lord, 

Then,  merciful  Mxither,  ask  mercy  for  me ! 
When  my  weak  feet,  unable  more  to  move,  shall  late  remind, 
'lljy  course  draws  on  its  close,  thy  path  within  agravu  we  find, 

ITicn,  merciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  mel 
When  lo,  that  dear  imagination  I  h.ive  loved  to  feed  bo  well. 
May  only  sudden  darkeu  with  the  phantom  hosts  of  hell. 

Then,  merciiul  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  me ! 
When  my  soul,  agonized  with  Judgment-fear,  surveys  its  sin, 
The  angel  fell  of  darkness  met,  hi«  grasp  must  struggle  In, 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  lor  me ! 
When  my  heart,  full  of  dying  pains,  hangs  In  its  anguish  o*er 

the  brink 
Where  Satan,  >io1cnt,  assails  with  his  last  effort  dire  to  sink. 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  me ! 
When  (yiei^ds  around  engrouped,  that  saddest  vigil  tender 
In  vain  compassionate,  in  vain  my  dissolution  weeu,     [keep. 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  me ! 
When  all  my  death-seized  tenses  fall— when  comes  that  last 

adieu — 
And  this  world  and  its  friends  forever  vanish  from  my  view. 

Then,  merciful  Motlier.  ask  mercy  forme  I 
Nor  longer  distanced  Bocn,  when  sign  and  symptom  dread 
appear:  (tribute-tear, 

^Vhen  trickles  down  upon  my  check,  to  freeze,  life's  last  sad 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  me  I 
When,  tortured  by  the  pangs  of  slowly  satiated  death, 
Ofipressed  with  Ic'ngthened  itgony,  I  draw  my  gasping  breath. 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  me  I 
When  the  last  heavy  sighs  of  my  poor,  pressed  and  smothered 

heart, 
Shall  force  my  groaning  soul  to  with  Its  loathsome  burden  part. 

Then,  uiorciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  mcl 
AlK)ut  beholding  her  Almiphty  Judge,  and  Great  First  Cause — 
W^hcn  my  soul  flutters  to  her  lips  and  stands  In  awful  pause. 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  me ! 
When  my  soul  shall  at  length  depart  this  bitter  vale  of  tears. 
And  hideous,  cold  and  stark,  this  body  I  have  loved  appears. 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  me ! 
When  I  alone  before  my  All-MtOcstlc  Judge  shall  stand. 
Hold  thou  my  fainting  soul  that  one  preat  moment  in  thy  hand : 

Then,  meiclful  MoLncr,  ask  mercy  for  me ! 
When  at  one  glance,  behold,  around,  as  mountains  tower 

above. 
The  sine  of  all  my  life !    My  Ood,  His  claims  beside  for  love. 

Then,  meroful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  me  t 
When  He,  my  Judge,  Bhall  pause  to  weigh— before  that  sen- 
tence spoke. 
No  human  art  can  ever  shnn,  no  hnman  power  revoke — 

Then,  merciful  Mother,  ask  mercy  for  me ! 
Ask  by  thy  painful  agony  in  His  most  precious  death. 
Ask  by  our  constant  love  for  Uiec  until  our  latest  breath- 
Ask,  merciftilMother,  ask  mercy  for  me  t 

Blessed  arc  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord.  Hence- 
forth now,  toith  the  Spirit,  that  they  may  rest  from 
their  labors ;  for  their  works  follow  them. 
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LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 
No.  9. — Our  Lady  of  Arabida. 

The  sky  was  cloudless;  the  golden  orb  of  day 
quietly  descended  the  western  declivity  of  the 
heavens,  its  dazzling  disc  reflecting  upon  the  sur- 
face of  the  sea,  as  pure  and  as  blue  as  the  firma- 
ment. 

The  "Brahmin,"  a  heavy  Portuguese  merchant- 
man, heavily  ladened  with  precious  merchandise, 
glided  slowly  over  the  waters,  leaving  behind  it 
waves  of  snowy  foam.  The  winds  slejjt  in  the 
sails,  that  hung  listless  from  the  masts ;  even  the 
cordage  hung  lifeless,  without  the  slightest  motion. 
The  sailors,  stretched  listlessly  upon  the  deck  or 
leaning  against  the  railing,  sang  or  dreamed  of 
the  joys  of  home,  for  their  voyage  had  l)een  long. 
It  was  eighteen  months  since  they  had  left  the 
port  of  Lisbon,  and  now  they  looked  forward  to 
the  joy  of  re-entering  it  on  the  morrow. 

Two  men;  standing  upon  the  quarter-deck,  con- 
versed in  low  tones.  One  was  small  and  dark- 
complexiont'd,  as  were  the  greater  part  of  the 
crew.  His  hair,  formerly  of  deepest  black,  was 
prematurely  iDlanched,  and  contrasted  with  his 
bronzed  yet  young-looking  face;  and  his  keen, 
piercing  eye,  his  dry,  smooth  forehead  had  just 
assumed  a  sudden  expression  of  anxiety  which 
had  not  been  remarked  by  his  companion.  His 
voice  was  quick,  imperious  and  a))rupt.  This 
was  Lui)az,  the  captain  of  the  merchantman.  The 
tall  stature  of  the  cither,  his  fair  complexion  and 
auburn  hair,  cold  and  composed  manner,  grave, 
slow  and  methodic  speech,  distinguished  him 
from  the  rest  of  the  passengers.  His  foreign  ac- 
cent, while  conversing  with  the  Portuguese,  and 
his  views  and  opinions,  so  original  in  their  ex- 
pression yet  withal  so  just,  all  l)etrayed  a  true 
son  of  Albion  in  her  Catholic  days.  He  was  an 
English  merchant,  nattied  Jouathas,  engaged  in 
the  India  trade. 

"Have  I  not  made  a  ^ood  speculation?"  he  said, 
in  a  tone  of  phlegmatic  satisfaction.  "Thanks 
to  your  good  Brahmin,  I  shall  soon  exchange  my 
ivory  for  its  weight  in  gold  in  your  goodly  city 
of  Lisbon." 

"It  is  certain;"  replied  the  captain,  looking,  as 
he  spoke,  toward  the  south,  that  my  old  sea-bark 
has  borne  herself  valiantly  along  the  route  we 
have  traveled.  At  present,  God  be  praised,  we 
have  passed  the  greatest  dangers;  but  we  must 
not  sleep  at  the  helm.  For  my  part,  I  am  in  the 
habit  of  never  indulging  in  hope  until  I  see  the 
old  Brahmin  safe  in  port  with  two  anchors  keep- 
ing her  steady  at  her  moorings." 

"I  sail  without  fear;  and,  if  necessary,  would 
retrace  our  passage  to  the  Indies  and  back,  and 
wager  a  safe  and  happy  landing." 

"Down  from  aloft  there,  and  make  ready  to 
take  in  sail,"  interrupted  the  captain,  addressing 
some  sailors  in  the  rigging. 

"  To-morrow,"  continued  the  Englishman,  "  to- 
morrow, without  doubt,  we  will  be  in  Lisbon." 

"  Well,  I  wish  it  with  all  my  heart.  I  promised 
Juarita  that  this  would  be  the  last  time  I  ever 
cast  anchor  on  the  coast  of  the  Indies.     Juarita 


is  my  daughter,  and  when  she  marries  she  must 
employ  me  to  keep  her  children  amused  with  my 
tales  of  the  sea.  For  forty  years  I  have  been  be- 
fore the  mast  and  in  command.  I  have  seen 
death  as  near  me  as  any  other,  but  I  must  confess  it 
would  seem  hard  to  be  made  food  for  the  fishes." 

"  No,  no ;  I  guarantee  we  shall  not  be  food  for 
aught  that  swims  in  the  sea." 

"  You  have  on  board  your  fortune,  and  thirty 
years  of  existence  at  least.  I  have  loaded  the 
Brahmin  with  the  happiness  and  future  of  two 
lives  which  are  a  hundred  fold  dearer  to  me  than 
my  own." 

"Well,  look  at  the  heavens;  if  you  had  the 
winds,  the  sun,  and  the  calm  in  the  hold,  you 
could  not  compose  finer  weather." 

"I  do  not  deny  it.  Yet,  to  speak,  in  good  Por- 
tuguese, I  do  not  like  this  quiet  and  hypocritical 
appearance  at  sea.  I  would  like  to  see  a  strong 
wind  which  would  make  the  Brahmin  cleave  the 
watei-s.  We  ought  to  jump  the  bar  of  Olisippo 
before  night,  for  the  night  often  brings  up  a 
squall  of  wind." 

"  Bah !  a  squall  would  not  prevent  us  from 
l^assing  ;  and  even  if  we  should  have  a  little  tem- 
pest, we  would  debark  with  the  greater  joy." 

"  It  is  true,  my  wife  and  daughter  pray  daily 
in  the  church  for  me,  and  they  burn  as  many  can- 
dles before  the  altar  of  the  Madonna  as  there  are 
Sunda^TS  since  I  left  the  port  of  Lisbon.  Surely 
their  prayers  must  be  heard  in  Paradise,  whose 
saints  they  so  much  resemble." 

"  You  would  lay  your  hard  earnings  before 
them,  I  say,  and  lay  aside  the  marriage  dowry, 
even  if  you  had  no  one  to  pray  for  you.  The 
Brahmin  carries  ballast  that  will  prevent  her  go- 
ing down." 

"I  am  an  old  sailor,  but  I  do  not  believe  in 
talismans.  I  know  no  long  prayers,  but  often 
raise  my  eyes  to  God ;  and  it  seems  to  me  that 
He  heard  me,  since  the  waves  have  so  long  bal- 
anced my  hammock  and  I  am  still  on  my  beams." 

"  Yes,  captain,  but  you  must  confess  that  the 
Brahmin  is  not  as  solid  as  you  are,  and  that  it  is 
not  in  a  good  state  to  resist  a  bad  sea ;  but  I  told 
you  at  Surrata  that  we  would  have  a  happy  pass- 
age, and  I  still  believe  it.  Would  you  know  why  ? 
Let  us  go  below,  and  you  will  see  in  my  cabin  an 
image  of  our  Blessed  Lady,  nailed  near  my  ham- 
mock. Do  you  believe  that  she  has  served  us  as 
pilot  and  steersman,  and  that  she  has  brought  us 
this  far,  as  though  she  stood  at  the  wheel,  only  to 
leave  us  the  last  day  ?" 

"  She  would  certainly  do  us  no  harm  if  we  did 
not  insult  her,  but  I  confess  I  have  more  confi- 
dence in  my  crew.  I  have  chosen  it  myself  from 
among  the  oldest  sailors.  I  know  that  the  Virgin 
commands  the  waves,  as  I  command  my  cabin- 
boys,  and  I  would  be  careful  not  to  desjjise  her ; 
but  if  we  had  nothing  else  to  guide  the  ships  ex- 
cept her — " 

At  this  moment  the  captain's  brow  darkened, 
and  interrujjting  himself,  he  cried,  "Where  is  the 
promontory  ?"  • 

"Southwest-by-west,"  replied  the  sailor  from 
the  rigging. 
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"  Do  you  see  tliat  line  below  the  sun?"  contin- 
iie<l  Lu|Ki7^  niislni^  his  flnj^er  to  in<licate  the  sign 
to  the  Kn^lishiimn.  "Before  an  liour  the  wind 
will  sing  us  a  song  that  we  will  scjircely  like  to 
hear." 

Jonnthas'  reply  was  prevented  by  the  captain's 
hurried  onlers  to  the  crew. 

The  sun  grew  pale ;  neverthelem  there  waa  not 
the  slightest  cloud  to  he  seen  in  the  heavens.  The 
sails  felt  n<»t  the  sligtcst  l)reath  of  wind  ;  from  the 
■western  horizon  came  a  dull  mttling,  and  again 
as  it  were  the  sound  of  tnnnpet.s.  The  surface  of 
the  sou,  before  cidni  and  uiirumi!«l,  was  covered  with 
flakes  of  foam.  One  might  imagine  that  all  the 
sea-monsters  had  left  their  deep  eaves  to  swim 
under  the  walera  round  the  ves.sel.  Then,  tine  and 
transparent  vapors  rose  from  the  waves,  and, 
rapidly  ascending,  ol)scured  the  horizon,  which  it 
surrounded  as  a  cincture.  Soon  the  sizure  of  the 
heavens  was  veiled,  an<l  clouds  fonned  around 
the  sun,  like  a  heavy  wall  with  crimson  coping. 

Jonathas  evinced  not  the  slightest  anxiety. 
Calm  and  tninquil,  he  contemplate<l  with  silent 
admiration  the  varied  and  singular  forms  which 
the  clouds  as.<.umed :  some  resemljled  enonnous 
n>cks,  which  invisible  Titans  pilwi  together  in 
order  to  scale  the  heavens ;  othera  imitated  im- 
mense tents  of  sohliers,  covered  with  richest  and 
most  gorgeous  hangings,  or  palaces  whose  vaulted 
r(K)fs  rested  on  gigantic  foundations  and  columns 
of  white  marble. 

The  remembranceof  the  wild  traditionsof  O.ssian 
peopled,  to  the  ej'cs  of  the  Englishman,  all  this 
country  of  vapor.  Sometimes  he  sjiw  warriors 
advancing  with  nipid  strides,  with  buckler,  .shield 
and  lance;  sometimes  it  was  entire  armies  meeting 
in  tierce  combat;  alwve  them,  in  monstrous 
chariots  drawn  by  owls  and  bats,  were  elfs,  fairies 
and  all  the  creatures  of  northern  mythology. 
Captivated  by  these  imaginations,  Jonathas  re- 
mained motionless,  and  had  not  observed  the 
agitation  which  had  suddenly  succeeded  the  calm. 

The  clouds  covered  the  entire  heaven.s  and  the 
sun  cf)uld  only  be  seen  through  two  clouds  whose 
rapid  approach  threatened  to  entirely  obscure  its 
rays.  The  distant  sounds  of  the  sea  were  over- 
whelmed by  the  lieavy  da.shing  of  the  surround- 
ing waves,  the  storm  whi.stled  through  the  cord- 
age, and  the  .sails  were  stretched  to  their  utmost 
tension.  The  wind,  with  its  keen  whistle,  swept 
in  fury  over  the  ocean,  da.shing  the  little  white 
wavcH  wildly  on  every  side;  the  pilot  lost  all 
ct)ntrol  over  the  vessel,  and  the  needle  of  the 
compass,  siezed  with  vertigo,  pointed  to  all  parts 
of  the  compass.  The  lead  was  ciust  but  no 
sountling  could  be  affected.  The  sailor  on  the 
look-out  could  see  no  trace  of  land. 

"What  are  you  waiting  for,  Jonathas?"  ex- 
claimed the  captain.  "Now  or  never  is  the  time  to 
invoke  your  Virgin  ;  if  she  brings  us  safe  through, 
we  will  at  least  owe  her  a  tine  wax  candle." 

"  Oh,"  replied  the  Englishman,  phlegmatiaUly, 
"the  tempest  will  be  splendid!" 
"Butthe  Brahmin  will  never  be  able  to  weather  it" 

Lupaz  was  seen  in  every  part  of  the  vessel,  ani- 
mating his  crew  by  word  and  action,  issuing  bis 


orders  briefly  and  clearly,  foreseeing  all  things  in 
advance ;  he  was  one  of  those  determined  charac- 
ters who  would  defend  his  life  to  the  last  ex- 
tremity. 

"The  luckiest  thing  that  could  hap])en  to  us," 
he  muttereil,  "would  be  to  be  cast  on  shore." 

But  he  was  unal)le  to  calculati;  at  what  distance 
he  was  from  the  land,  nor  in  what  direction  the 
vessel  should  turn  to  reach  it. 

Heavy  clouds  covered  the  sky,  and  were  re- 
flected in  waves  as  bliu-k  as  themselve-s.  The  sun 
had  entirely  di.sjippeared,  and  the  night  joined  its 
shades  to  the  darkness  of  the  tempest.  Huge 
waves  dashed  over  the  ves.sel,  which  groaned  and 
cracked  as  if  the  next  wave  would  in  all  proba- 
bility dash  its  broken  fragments  over  the  angry 
waters.  The  peals  of  thunder  reverberated  through 
the  heavens,  and  the  flashes  of  lightning  more 
clearly  showetl  all  the  horrors  of  night.  A  heavy 
rain  mingled  its  tei)id  waters  with  the  boiling 
foam  of  the  sea. 

A  wave  carried  aAvay  the  rudder.  The  Siulors 
fashioned  another  with  the  thick  boards  kept  in 
reserve,  but  it  was  broken  in  a  few  minutes.  The 
deck  was  a  flood  of  water,  as  wave  after  wave 
poured  over  it :  the  sailors  nin  to  the  pumps,  but 
discouragement  relaxed  their  effort-s  and  the  voice 
of  the  captain,  almost  lost  in  the  din  of  the  tem- 
pest, was  no  longer  obeyed. 

"  Oh  Jonathas,"  said  he,  in  a  tone  of  reproach, 
to  the  Englishman,  "  why  do  you  not  aid  us  w:ith 
your  labor?" 

"  Ye.s,"  sjiid  the  merchant,  "  it  is  time  that  I 
should  act."  He  ran  down  to  his  cabin  but  al- 
mo.st  immediately  returned,  pale  and  trembling. 
"We  are  lost,"  he  said,  "  I  see  no  hoj)e  left." 

"What  has  hapi>ened?"  exclaimed  the  captain, 
struck  with  the  alteration  in  his  voice. 

"  The  imaige  of  Noire  Diinu:  has  been  torn  by 
some  impious  hand  from  my  cabin ;  and  we  may 
all  j)erish  in  thi.s  .storm  for  our  impiety." 

"Can't  you  forget  that  picture  and  lend  a  hand 
at  the  pumps  ?  " 

"  Land  ho !  Land  ho ! "  sliouted  a  sailor  from  the 
masthead,  who  at  that  moment  caught  a  glimpse 
of  the  coast  by  the  flashes  of  lightning  which  lit 
up  the  heavens. 

Scarcely  had  he  uttered  the  cry  when  a  violent 
blast  snapped  the  main-ma.st  close  to  the  deck, 
and  cordage  and  .sails  in  a  confused  mass  hung 
over  the  side  of  the  vessel,  at  the  imminent  ri.sk 
of  ingulphing  it  in  the  boiling  waters.  Quick  as 
thought  the  captain  cut  the  coixlage,  and  repeatetl, 
in  a  loud  voice,  "  Land  ho !  Land  ho  ! "  But  on 
what  coast  were  they  on  the  point  of  landing? 
Was  it  a  sandy  shore  and  of  easy  access  ?  or  a 
coast  bri.stling  with  rocks  ?  The  captain  made 
these  ntpid  reflections ;  but  what  could  he  do  at 
present^  upon  a  dismantled  vessel  ? 

The  sudden  grating  of  the  keel  revealed  the 
presence  of  rocks  beneatli;  the  winds  and  the 
waves  seemed  to  make  a  plaything  of  the  vessel, 
and  the  captain  thought  with  terror  that  every 
instant  it  might  run  upoa  a  shoal ;  and  in  spite 
of  bis  courage  and  energy,  his  blood  curdled. 

A  fierce  driving  rain  dissipated  the  heavy  fog 
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which  obscured  the  air,  and  the  shore  was  dis- 
closed to  the  gaze  of  the  terrified  sailors.  It  was 
formed  of  gigantic  masses  of  rocks  of  terrible 
height  This  granite  wall  was  defended  by  a 
chain  of  reefs,  against  which  the  waves  of  the  sea 
broke  with  a  frightful  roaring.  Shipwreck,  then, 
seemed  inevitable.  Lupaz  knew  the  whole  Por- 
tuguese coast,  and  he  had  learned  to  dread  this 
terrific  shore  ;  he  was  on  the  point  of  yielding  to 
despair.  One  chance  of  safety  alone  remained : 
the  waves  might  perchance  cast  the  vessel  across 
the  reefs  without  breaking  it  to  pieces  ;  it  might 
rest  in  safety  against  the  rocks  until  the  storm 
abated.  With  regard  to  sacrificing  his  cargo,  the 
captain  would  not  content  at  any  price. 

His  hope  seemed  realized,  for  the  violence  of 
the  waves  suddenly  raised  the  vessel  and  carried  it 
to  the  top  of  a  rock,  and  there  it  hung,  suspended 
as  it  were,  trembling  until  eveiy  beam  cracked  as 
though  it  would  every  moment  fall  to  pieces. 

The  crew  understood  their  great  peril;  all  were 
not  devout,  but  danger  inspired  all  with  the  same 
sentiment ;  with  a  common  impulse  they  knelt 
with  clasped  hands  raised  to  Heaven,  and  Jon- 
athas,  in  the  name  of  all,  implored  the  assistance 
of  the  Virgin  Mary.  The  winds  moaned  around 
the  deck,  and  the  waves  beat  against  her  prow, 
without  being  able  to  move  her  from  her  criti- 
cal position.  The  brow  of  the  cajjtain  briglitened : 
if  the  tempest  subsided,  the  vessel  was  saved.  Un- 
fortunately, an  immense  wave  flooded  the  rock, 
raising  the  vessel  upon  its  waters,  and,  aided  by  a 
strong  blast  of  wind,  carried  it  upon  the  opposite 
side,  where  it  glided  into  a  channel  between  the 
reef  and  the  rocky  shoi'e — where,  as  it  balanced 
and  quivered  from  the  descent,  the  hold  was  filled 
with  water  in  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour !  No 
one  now  had  courage  to  work  the  pumps,  and  the 
sailors  thought  of  nothing  but  gaining  their 
safety  on  hastily  constucted  rafts. 

But  Lupaz  could  not  be  resigned  to  abandon 
the  vessel  which  contained  his  daughter's  dowry. 
He  looked  at  the  water,  undecided  whether  he 
should  throw  himself  into  it  or  wait  until  it 
reached  the  deck.  Jonathas,  kneeling,  with  clasped 
hands  and  bare  head,  prayed  devoutly,  and  only 
thought  of  preparing  his  soul  to  appear  before  its 
God.  The  night  still  continued  black  and  the 
tempest  redoubled  its  fury,  the  waves  dashed 
over  the  reefs,  and  poured  their  waters  down  upon 
the  deck  of  the  vessel,  which  still  continued  mo- 
tionless in  the  channel. 

"  Your  Virgin  must  have  no  power,  or  else  she 
is  greatly  enraged,"  said  the  captain.  "Oh,  woe  is 
me,  to  perish  thus  miserably  upon  the  Portuguese 
coast,  and  almost  within  sight  of  port,  where  my 
wife  and  child  await  me." 

Instantly  the  horizon  was  radiant  with  a  won- 
derful brilliancy ;  a  watch-fire,  larger  and  more 
dazzling  than  the  sun  at  noonday,  sprang  up 
on  the  summit  of  the  rocks,  and  in  the  gloomy 
darkness  of  the  night  appeared  a  day  so  bright 
that  the  eyes  of  the  sailors  were  dazzled.  The 
hands  of  all  were  raised  to  Heaven  ;  every  heart 
gave  utterance  to  prayers  of  joy  and  grati- 
tude.   They  believed  they  saw  the  finger  of  God 


in  this  phenomenon,  and  they  no  longer  doubted 
their  safety,  for  by  this  wondrous  light  they  per- 
ceived that  the  channel  in  which  they  lay  led  into 
a  deep  and  well  sheltered  little  bay,  whence  the 
waters  flowed  by  a  little  stream  into  the  ocean. 
The  fiercely  surging  waves  had  carried  them  across 
the  bar,  which  they  could  not  otherwise  have 
crossed.  Courage  filled  every  heart ;  all  ran  to 
the  pumps,  which  were  so  efficiently  worked  that 
the  hold  was  soon  emptied  of  all  water,  and  by 
the  agitation  of  the  sea  itself  in  the  channel,  the 
Brahmin  floated  down  into  the  bay.  And  then 
that  wonderful  light  disappeared. 

Day  broke,  and  the  sailors,  anxious  to  ascertain 
the  cause  of  this  phenomenon,  after  much  diffi- 
culty succeeded  in  climbing  up  the  steep  rocks. 
Jonathas  fell  with  his  face  to  the  earth  ;  he  recog- 
nized upon  the  spot  they  sought,  the  same  picture 
of  our  Lady,  in  whom  he  had  placed  all  his  con- 
fidence. 

He  sold  his  merchandise  and  built  a  chapel 
upon  the  spot,  and  a  little  hermitage  close  by,  in 
which  he  ended  his  days.  Juarita  sent,  as  a  wed- 
ding gift,  a  silver  lamp  to  the  chapel. 

Such  is  the  authentic  origin  of  the  pilgrimage 
of  Our  Lady  of  Arabida,  one  of  the  most  cele- 
brated in  PorLPgal. 


SEEAPHINE. 

The  talc  that  a  spirit  bids  me  tell, 

Is  of  the  times  so  long  ago, 

That  since  the  day  when  the  deeds  befell, 

The  Castle  has  blent  with  the  dust  below. 

Thunder  and  hail,  and  frost  and  rain, 

And  the  feathery  sweep  of  the  falling  snow, 

Have  beat  down  the  marble,  grain  by  grain, 

Till  jiillar  and  porch,  and  the  airy  dome 

That  soared  like  an  eagle  in  its  pride, 

Are  mingled  all  in  the  sandy  loam, 

Level  and  low  as  the  lazy  tide 

Of  a  river  that  crawls  by  that  slimy  shore 

Where  life  and  beauty  shall  bloom  no  more ! 

Not  such  was  the  vision  that  valley  knew 

In  the  pomp  that  pranked  the  times  of  old, 

When  the  proudest  flag  o'er  the  castle  flew 

That  ever  was  sprinkled  with  stars  of  gold ; 

With  stars  of  gold,  on  a  ground  of  blue — 

The  heraldic  sign  of  a  Baron  bold, 

The  peerless  Baron  of  Emjierlieu ! 

Ah  me !  that  vision  comes  back  on  my  brain, 

Like  a  throb  of  superhuman  pain ! 

The  hour  was  past  the  noon  of  night, 

But  the  music  still  was  loud  in  the  hall ; 

And  the  windows  gleamed  with  such  lustre  bright 

That  it  ran  like  a  glory  down  the  wall, 

And  up  to  the  tops  of  the  turrets  quite. 

With  a  glitter  that  garnished  every  stone, 

As  if  the  marble  itself  made  light 

For  the  castle's  greatest  festival ; 

But  yet,  I  ween,  there  was  need  of  none 

For  the  revelers  out  in  the  luminous  night, 

Since  the  air  was  full  of  a  splendid  moon 

That  blessed  the  beautiful  month  6f  June. 

And  well  might  the  Baron  dance  and  drink, 

And  scatter  his  wealth  with  a  wanton  hand ; 
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It  was  such  a  pleasure  for  Uim  to  tliink 

Thai  U)-niorr»<w  the  moimrclt  of  all  tlie  luml 

Aiul  mii^li  oithe  mn\,  by  Itive  beguiled, 

Would  share  lUv  ihronc  with  his  only  child — 

The  saintly  maid  with  the  eyes  of  blue, 

Fair  Seraph  ine  Oi"  Einperlieu. 

A  thousand  fcei  were  threadinjf  the  maze 

Of  the  stately  measure  they  trod  in  thase  da3r8, 

AVhose  movement  was  not  in  the  hall  alone, 

Bui  meandered  oul  where  the  moonlwams  Hhone 

Through  the  twinkling  leafage  of  tuneful  trees, 

That  sung  tin  they  shed  their  balm  on  the  breeze — 

Out  thrmigh  the  garden  and  on  through  the  grove, 

And  over  the  mead  that  the  fairies  love, 

Then  down  to  the  river,  and  back  to  the  gate. 

And  into  the  |>orch  where  the  wine-beakers  wait: 

The  wine  of  the  grape  ciilled  Elfin  hue, 

"Which  never  this  side  of  Paradise  grew, 

Save  in  the  valley  of  EmiM'rlieu  ! 

In  ivxith,  'twas  a  joyous  sight  to  see 

Such  a  grand  anvl  graceful  c«nnpany, 

And  not  one  unit  of  low  degree : 

Famous  generals  fresh  from  the  wars. 

And  enunent  judges  with  eyes  severe, 

And  mighty,  mitred  priests  austere, 

And  nobles  blazoned,  like  night,  with  stars. 

As  if  they  were  lonls  of  the  crystalline  sphere  ; 

And  ladies  so  lovely  in  form  and  face, 

No  pencil  might  limn  their  living  grace — 

So  stately  their  step,  so  courtly  their  mien, 

That  none  looked  leas  than  a  jeweled  queen. 

But  why  is  she  absent  from  the  scene, 

Who,  unless  the  Fates  shall  intervene, 

To-morrow  will  be  a  real  queen? 

They  miss  her  saintly  eyes  of  blue — 

The  matc'hlejij  maid  of  Emperlieu. 

She  left  the  hall  an  hour  ago — 

To  the  purple  chamber  she  hath  gone. 

Where  her  mother  died  and  she  was  Ixim. 

What  aileth  her?     They  may  not  know  ; 

But  her  lips  betray  a  curl  of  scorn. 

And  her  eyes  seem  weary,  her  cheek  is  wan, 

On  which,  like  liquid  pearls  of  the  morn 

Shining  ujwn  a  lily's  snow, 

Two  tears  are  clinging  that  cannot  flow ! 

She  left  the  hall,  and  went  alone 

With  a  gliding  gait  along  the  floor, 

Through  many  a  winding  corridor 

That  echoed  faintly  to  her  moan ; 

Until  she  reached  a  room  so  far 

That  she  might  not  hear  the  music's  jar, 

Or  a  footfall  of  the  dancing  din. 

And  theii  she  locked  herself  within. 

"  Ah,  woe  is  mine — if  mother  sees !" 

She  said,  and  sank  upon  her  knees. 

And  clasped  her  hands  in  silent  prayer, 

Still  as  a  statue,  stooping  then;. 

She  maketh  neither  sigh  nor  moan ; 

Her  lips  are  speechless  as  if  death 

Had  taken  away  the  boon  of  breath ; 

Like  a  chiseled  ])cnitent  in  8t*ine, 

She  prayeth  with  her  eyes  alone  I 

At  length  a  smile  flits  o'er  her  face, 

A  sinless  smile,  and  yet  so  faint 

One  scarce  might  note  its  gleam  of  grace, 


Only  it  makes  her  seem  a  saint ! 

Then,  with  a  look  of  sweet  suqjrise, 

Ani>n  she  slowly  dotii  arise, 

And  checks  ihe  rain  from  her  blue  eyes; 

Murmuring,  "1  deem,  O  mother  dear, 

The  Queen  of  the  angels  now  will  hear !" 

Then  she  unclasped  the  jewele<l  zone, 

The  cincture  of  her  silken  vest ; 

And  full  the  streaming  lamplight  shone 

Ui>on  her  naked  breast — 
Which,  with  a  low,  unearthly  moan. 
And  the  air-drawn  sign  (»f  a  cross,  she  blessed  ! 
Alas!  what  a  sight  of  fear  was  that — 
A  fiend  might  gloat  to  gare  thereat! 
Alas!  poor  child  of  shitmfe  and  s'irrow. 
Wilt  thou  dare  to  don  the  rol»e8  of  a  bride? 
Better  that  thou  we:!  dead,  to-morrow. 
Than  mock  the  mighty  nuMiarch's  pride 
By  showing  him  that  withered  side, 
Anvl  the  blight  of  thy  bosom's  horrible  scars, 
A  vision  that  all  thy  beauty  mars! 
Next,  from  a  closet  forth  she  drew 
A  thing  detestalile  to  view  ! 
A  frightful  scf)urgij  with  iron  claws! 
Angels!  what  is  she  going  to  do? 
Without  a  shudder,  wilhout  a  pause, 
Iler  utmost  strength  the  maiden  tries. 
And  that  fell  means  of  torture  plies 
Upon  her  bosom  bare,  until 
Tliere  trickles  down  a  purple  rill 
Which  all  ber  nether  garments  dyes; 

And  ever  the  while. 

With  a  saintly  smile 
That  beams  from  the  dreams  of  her  bright  blue  eyes, 
She  murmurs,  "Sec!  O  mother  dear — 
Mother  see!  for  the  angels  hear; 
And  the  Queen  of  the  angels  knoweth  now. 
How  well  I  have  kept  my  holy  vow !" 
[to  bk  continukd.] 
tm 

Weekly  Ohroniole. 

Charity  of  the  Holy  Father — Naplta  and  Bologna 
— IIovD  Victor  Emmanuel  intends  to  ttop  the  Chol- 
era— Mutsionariettfor  China — Le  Cotholique. 
Rome. — Of  the  Holy  Father  we  know  nothing 
this  week  but  his  usual  good  health  and  eqnally 
usual  Ixsneticcnce.  He  has  sent  additional  alms 
to  his  poor  subjects  of  Ancona  (now  under  such 
step-parental  care,)  to  contribute  to  the  fund  al- 
ready formed  by  the  Cardinal  Bishop  and  his 
Chapter  and  Clergy,  for  the  education  of  the 
orphans  whom  the  cholera  has  deprived  of  their 
natural  guardians.  By  the  way,  Cartlinal  Anto- 
nucci  has  unintentionally  answered  the  lies  of  the 
aicrU  in  the  most  practical  manner;  not  bywords 
but  by  alms.  He  has  already  spent  $18,0*00  (£2,- 
750)  of  his  patrimony  on  his  poor  flock.  The 
i^ierle  may  Ixwist  of  the  success  of  its  accu.sations 
in  that  resjicct.  However,  if  the  Cardinal  wished 
to  be  exempt  henceforth  from  such  attacks,  he 
sliould  not  have  given  that  money  to  the  poor, 
but  sent  it  to  certain  virtuous  scribblers.  The 
Holy  Father  has  also  sent  a  letter  to  Monsignor 
Delia  Scala,  Bishop  of  San  Severn,  to  express  to 
him  his  heartfelt  joy  at  his  having  returned  at 
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once  to  his  flock,  in  spite  not  so  much  of  the 
cholem  as  of  the  decree  of  exile  whicli  kept  him 
away  from  his  See.  The  praise  of  Pius  IX,  in 
this  instance,  is  the  more  to  be  prized  from  the 
fact  that  tliere  is  no  doubt  possible  about  his  do- 
ing the  same  for  his  flock.  Only  think  now  of 
the  efiect  of  the  new  wine  of  power  on  some  peo- 
ple's heads,  when  you  actually  read  in  the  Flor- 
entine ^Ministerial  Perneveranza,  that  the  Bishops 
of  San  Sevcro  and  Luccra  deserve  certainly  to  be 
considerately  treated  for  having  only  listened  to 
the  voice  of  their  duty  as  soldiers  of  charity  (sic) 
in  going  to  their  dioceses  in  si)ite  of  the  Govern- 
ment decrees;  but  that  the  Ministry  must,  of 
course,  reserve  to  itself  the  power  of  making  its 
decrees  respected,  as  soon  as  the  present  excuse 
has  ceased  to  exist.  Really,  you  must  be  Minister 
of  "  The  Kingdom  of  Italy,"  if  only  for  half  an 
hour,  to  reach  such  a  sublime  degree  of  snobbish- 
ness. Meanwhile  these  sublimities  are  obliged 
to  have  recourse  to  nuns  and  friars  to  make  up 
for  their  selfish  l)lunders  in  sanitary  policy.  Sis- 
ters of  Charity  have  been  sent  by  a  relief  commit- 
tee in  Naples  to  San  Sevcro.  Eleven  of  those 
Catholic  heroines  were  carried  off"  by  cholera  in 
Ancona  after  their  return  thither.  As  for  San 
Severo,  the  infidel  Pnivjolo  itself  declares  that  if 
it  had  not  been  for  the  Friars  of  Saint  Francis, 
no  one  Avould  have  been  found  to  attend  the  sick. 

At  Bologna,  on  the  very  same  day  that  the  Cap- 
uchins received  from  the  military  authorities,  un- 
der the  butcher  Cialdini,  the  order  to  leave  the 
liouse  which  they  occupied,  although  it  belonged 
to  a  private  person,  the  Bologna  Committee  of 
Precaution,  under  the  presidency  of  the  Signor 
Marchese  Napoleon  Pepoli,  sent  them  an  applica- 
tion for  chaplains  for  the  Lazaretto,  where  the 
few  cholera  patients  already  existing  in  Bologna 
had  been  removed,  and  w-liich  was  being  made 
ready  to  receive  whatever  number  might  be  at- 
tacked. The  Capuchins  answered,  as  might  be 
expected  of  them,  that  they  were  ready  not  only 
to  send  chaplains,  but  to  come  in  a  body  to  attend 
the  sick ;  but  that  their  ordinary  residence  as  a 
Community  must  be  left  to  them.  It  is  not  known 
yet  how  the  aristocratic  Pepoli  has  settled  that 
Avith  his  butcher  accomplice. 

The  only  precautions  that  Victor  Emmanuel's 
agents  seem  to  take  for  the  cholera  consist  in  re- 
ality in  forbidding  all  jjublic  celebration  of  re- 
ligious festivals,  even  in  places  where  the  chance 
of  the  cholera  ever  coming  seems  to  be  the  most 
remote,  and  in  driving  Religious  of  both  sexes  out 
of  their  convents  and  churches  under  the  pretext 
of  their  iDeing  wanted  for  cholera  hospitals,  or  as 
additional  barracks  for  the  troops,  who  must  now 
be  lodged  in  the  most  spacious  way,  even  in  the 
very  churches  themselves.  Such  precautions  re- 
semble vastly  the  Orange  policy  of  removing  men 
to  make  room  for  beasts.  A  day  comes  when 
men  are  found  wanting  to  attend  those  beasts. 

Paris,  September  17,  1SG5.— Mr.  Editor:  On 
Friday,  the  15th  of  September,  a  ceremony  well 
known,  it  is  true,  but  always  full  of  interest  and 
new  charms,  took  place  in  the  chapel  of  the 
Seminaiy  of  Foreign  Missions.  Nine  young  Priests 
prepared  to  start  for  the  distant  shores  of  China. 


Although  the  ceremony  was  not  intended  to  be 
public,  yet  a  great  number  of  strangers  neverthe- 
less succeeded  in  gaining  admission,  in  order  to 
assist  at  the  touching  scenes  which  precede  the 
departure  of  new  missionaries.  At  4  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon  the  Community  repaired  to  the  spacious 
oratory  erected  in  the  middle  of  the  garden,  sur- 
rounded by  flowers  and  foliage.  The  young  mis- 
sionaries knelt  at  the  altar  of  Mary,  and  in  firm, 
solemn  voices  intoned  the  Ave  Marin  Stelhi.  To 
this  beautiful  chant  succeeded  the  farewell  hymn: 

"  Happy  gales  the  pennons  streaming, 

Friends  beloved,  speed  yc  well ! 
Mary's  star  above  you  beaming, 

Fears  from  every  heart  expel ! 
Ocean,  calm  thy  angry  ragiug ; 

Bid  thy  foammg  waves  be  still  I 
War  on  mei;  no  longer  wa^fing — 

They  go  fonh  to  do  God  s  will ! 

I  wish  I  were  able  to  reproduce  here  the  whole 
of  this  sublime  hymn — above  all,  to  say  with 
what  holy  enthusiasm  the  entire  assembly  sang 
in  unison  the  chorus  : 

"  Farewell,  friends,  on  earth  we  never, 
Never  more,  perchance,  shall  meet; 
Till  we  meet  to  dwell  forever, 
Happy  at  •iir  Saviour's  feet." 

Before  leaving  this  oratory,  which  it  had  so 
often  been  their  delight  to  adorn,  the  young  mis- 
sionaries again  invoked  their  heavenly  Queen,  to 
whom  they  had  daily  oflFered  their  prayers : 

"Cause  of  our  Joy,  Queen  of  Apostles,  Queen  of 
Martyrs,  Queen  of  Confessors,  Star  of  the  Sea, — 
Pray  for  us." 

After  having  so  fervently  and  lovingly  invoked 
Mary,  the  crowd  repaired  to  the  chapel.  The 
altar  was  ornamented  as  on  great  festivals,  and 
the  future  missionaries  stood  upon  the  altar-step, 
a  celestial  glow  irradiating  their  faces.  Bishop 
Sohier,  Vicar  Apostolic  of  Cochin  China,  and  con- 
fessor of  the  faith,  after  addressing  them  a  few 
words,  gave  them  his  blessing  and  the  fraternal 
accolade.  Then  followed  the  directors,  confriers 
and  even  the  strangers,  who,  kneeling  by  the  fu- 
ture apostles,  kissed  with  respect  the  happy  feet 
which  were  to  traverse  the  sea  and  brave  all  fa- 
tigues to  save  souls.  The  choir  meanwhile  chanted 
the  psalms.  In  convertendo  Dominus  captivitatem 
Sion  and  the  Benedictus. 

After  this  ceremony,  the  young  missionaries,  in 
presence  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  took  the  oath 
of  fidelity  to  the  Congregation,  swearing  to  live 
in  obedience  and  consecrate  themselves  wholly 
and  entirely  to  the  conversion  of  the  infidel. 

This  touching  ceremony,  which  left  a  lasting 
impression  in  the  hearts  of  all  present,  closed 
with  the  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  by 
Bishop  Sohier. 

Such  days  fill  the  heart  with  emotions  too  deep 
for  utterance.  Happy  priests!  The  world  la- 
ments for  them,  because  it  does  not  understand 
the  sweetness  and  recompense  of  their  sacrifice. 
To  the  missionary,  suffering  is  happiness  and  exile 
is  home. — Rosier  de  Marie. 

A  NEW  clerical  journal,  the  Catholique,  is  about 
to  be  founded  in  Brussels,  Belgium,  under  the 
direction  of  M.  Veuillot.  The  Opinione  Nationale 
states  that  of  the  capital  required  Monsignor  de 
Merode  contributes  300,000f ,  Monsignor  Dupan- 
loup,  30,000f.,  and  M.  Keller,  100,000f. 
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THE  APOSTLESHIP  OP  PEAYEK. 

The  Heart  of  JesTU  is  our  Life  by  Grace. 

By  the  Incarnation  the  Heart  of  Jesus  brouglit 
to  the  bosom  of  our  nature,  cursed  by  0ml,  the 
divine  life  of  wliich  it  received  the  plenitude ; 
by  the  liedeujption  it  has  aciiuired  for  us,  in  de- 
stroying our  death,  the  power  to  receive  this  life. 
What,  then,  remains  to  do?  One  single  thing: 
to  communicate  this  life  to  each  of  us,  as  He  com- 
muuicjitcd  it  in  His  proper  Person  to  our  nature ; 
to  apply  to  cucii  man  the  merits  of  the  Pn-cious 
Blood  sjjed  on  Calvaiy  for  all  mankind  ;  to  cause 
all  the  members  of  this  great  luuly  t<»  participate, 
each  according  to  his  measure,  in  the  plenitude 
of  light,  strenjfth  and  hajjpiness  granted  to  their 
Divine  Head.  Wiien  this  end  is  attained,  the 
work  of  the  Word  Immaculate  will  be  consum- 
mated. If  to  the  miracles  ot  love  already  oper- 
ated by  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  this  last  miracle  is 
not  joined,  His  wisdom  and  goodness  would  be 
equally  incomplete,  and  the  streams  of  Blood  which 
lie  shed  for  us  would  be  condemned  Ut  an  irreme- 
diable sterility.  But  do  not  think  that  this  Heart,  in- 
finitely generous,  could  thus  leave  its  work  undone. 
On  the  contrary  you  may  expect  to  see  displayed 
all  the  magniticencc  of  His  love  in  this  crowning 
of  His  labors  and  effusion  of  His  grace. 

Gkace.  Such  is,  in  effcjct,  the  name  given  in 
the  Christian  vocabulary  to  this  participation  of 
the  divine  life  of  Jesus  Christ,  this  extension  of 
the  precious  fruits  of  the  Incarnation  to  each 
member  of  the  human  family. 

It  is  particularly  by  grace  that  the  Heart  of 
Jesus  is  our  life  ;  and  if  we  wish  to  clearly  under- 
stand the  close  bonds  which  unite  us  to  this  Di- 
vine Heart,  it  is  absolutely  necessary,  for  us  to 
understand  in  what  grace  consists.  On"  the  other 
side,  if  we  wish  clearly  to  comprehend  the  nature 
of  grace,  its  wonderful  effects,  its  incompamble 
power,  we  cannot  consider  it  in  a  better  view  than 
as  the  vital  bond  which  unites  our  hearts  to  the 
Heart  of  Jesus.  The  subject  uix>n  which  we  now 
enter  is,  then,  of  the  highest  importance  to  all 
Christiau.s,  and  mast  particularly  for  those  who 
make  a  special  profession  of  honoring  the  Heart 
of  Jesus.  The  latter  should  understand  this  de- 
votion in  its  most  intimate  sense.  At  the  same 
time  all  Christians  shouhl  have  a  just  idea  of  this 
grace,  which  makes  them  children  of  God,  heirs 
of  Heaven,  which  is  the  principal  of  their  super- 
eminent  dignity  and  the  foundation  of  their  eter- 
nal hopes.  Tlu^refore,  we  will  not  hesitate  to 
comply  with  the  pressing  invitations  we  have 
received,  to  devclope  this  subject  a  little  more 
than  we  have  heretofore  been  able  to  do.  Al- 
though we  have  frequently  touched  upon  it,  and 
it  has  also  been  recently  treatetl  in  several  re- 
markable publications,  yet  we  tin<l  many  inter- 
esting points  to  elucidate,  and  in  a  matter  of  such 
importance  even  repetitions  are  u.seful. 

We  shall  inclose,  in  three  principal  proposi- 
tions, all  that  we  have  to  say  on  the  subject. 
First  proposition:  The  life  of  grace  which  makes 
us  Christians  is  a  life  truly  divine.     Second  prop- 


oflition  :  Tlie  divine  life  of  grace  haa  for  its  im- 
mediate i)rinciple  the  spirit  of  Go<l,  really  present 
in  the  heart  of  the  Christian.  Third  projKwition  : 
The  hea»t  of  Jesus  is  the  unique  source  whence 
comes  the  spirit  of  God,  and  consequently  the 
divine  life,  of  which  it  is  the  imme<liate  j)rinci- 
ple,  flows  from  it  into  the  heart  of  the  Christian. 

If  we  well  understand  these  three  truths,  there 
is  not  one  who  will  deny  that  the  Heart  of  Jesus 
is  our  life,  not  in  a  figurative  sense,  but  in  the 
most  vigorous,  real  and  elevated  meaning  of  the 
word. 

First,  we  have  affinned  that  the  life  of  grace, 
•which  makes  us  Christians,  is  a  life  truly  divine. 
Nothing  is  more  certain,  nothing  flows  more  evi- 
dently from  the  principles  of  our  holy  faith,  noth- 
ing is  more  clearly  taught  in  the  Gospel,  or  more 
solidly  proved  by  Catholic  theology.  Why,  then, 
are  we  obliged  to  add  that  there  is  nothing  more 
rarely  understood  among  Christians  ? 

This  divine  life,  of  which  we  .'«peak,  neverthe- 
less belongs  to  us, — as  really  and  truly  as  our  oth- 
er lives.  For  we  have  many  lives,  although  we 
have  but  one  soul  and  one  nature :  we  have  re- 
ceived from  our  parents  according  to  the  flesh, 
the  vegetable  life,  which  we  have  in  common 
with  plants;  the  animal  life,  which  we  have  in 
common  with  brutes  ;  the  life  of  reason,  which  we 
have  in  common  with  other  men  ;  but  on  the  day  of 
our  baptism  we  received  from  the  Church  a  fourth 
life,  which  is  conmion  to  us  with  the  angels  and 
with  God  Himself,  since  it  is  a  participation  in 
His  own  life. 

If  we  wish  to  know  in  what  this  life  consista, 
we  must  first  ask  the  geucral  question — What  is 
life? 

Life,  says  an  ancient  adage,  is  in  movement — 
rUn  ill  motu.  There  is  no  life  where  there  is  no 
actual  movement  or  power  to  move,  but  all  actual 
movement  is  not  life.  The  waters  of  the  river 
move,  yet  they  do  not  live;  a  stone  may  move, 
but  does  not  live,  because  all  inanimate  beings 
receive  their  movements  from  exterior  aiuses.  A 
living  being,  on  the  contrary,  moves  itself  ond 
possesses  in  itself  the  principle  of  its  movements. 
See  that  grain  of  uiustard-seed,  blown  here  and 
there  by  the  wind  and  finally  falling  to  the 
ground.  Until  the  present  it  manifestetl  no  more 
life  than  a  grain  of  sand  ;  it  had  no  movement  of 
its  own,  but  yielded  to  every  exterior  i>ower.  But 
scarcely  has  it  rested  in  the  earth  than  its  vital 
powers,  heretofore  dormant,  awaken  ;  the  imper- 
ceptible germ  which  it  containetl  is  developed; 
it  throws  out  roots  which  draw  nourishment  fnun 
the  earth;  a  vigorous  stalk  sjirings  through  the 
soil,  covered  with  foliage  by  which  it  inhales 
moisture  from  the  air,  and  f:-(mi  this  moment  an 
uninterrupted  exchange  of  services  is  established 
among  all  the  parts  ot  the  plant;  every  organ  con- 
trilmtes  to  the  preservation,  and  growth  of  the  en- 
tire body  ;  the  stalk  ascend.s,  shoots  out  into  vari- 
ous branches  and  communicates  to  tliem  the  life  of 
the  trunk.  Very  soon  this  life  exhil)its  itself  in 
all  its  magnificence  and  fruitfulness  ;  the  branches 
which  crown  the  trunk  are  themselvi>8  crownetk 
with  flowers;  fruit  succeeds  the  flowers,  and  every 
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fruit  will  contain  many  seeds,  each  one  of  which 
will  produce  a  plant  similar  to  the  one  from  which 
it  sprang.  This  is  life  in  its  lowest  degree,  the 
vegetable  life,  which  places  in  the  scale  of  beings 
the  smallest  plant  above  the  most  beautiful  dia- 
mond; the  diamond  shines  with  a  lustre  far  sur- 
passing the  sprig  of  the  x^lant,  but  it  has  not 
within  itself,  as  the  other,  the  power  of  motion, 
growth  and  reproduction. 

Life  is,  thei\  the  state  of  a  being  which  pos- 
sesses the  power  of  moving  itself  Conse(|Uenfcly, 
it  is  perfect  in  proportion  to  the  amount  it  pos- 
sesses of  this  power.  This  is  why  the  animal  life 
is  nearer  perfection  than  the  vegetal  )le.  In  place 
of  being  attaclied  to  tlie  earth,  as  the  plant,  and 
depending,  as  it  does,  for  nourishment,  on  tlic  uir 
and  earth  which  suri-ound  it,  the  animal  roams  at 
will  to  gain  tlie  food  to  sustain  life ;  he  flies  from 
danger,  defends  himself  from  his  enemies;  he 
hears,  sees,  smells,  feels ;  he  often  accomplishes 
wonderful  works,  and  with  an  organization  al- 
most as  perfect  as  man's,  he  possesses  instincts 
that  the  science  of  man  cannot  but  admire  with- 
out understanding  tliem. 

Nevertheless,  the  life  of  the  human  soul  is 
incomparably  more  perfect,  because  tlie  move- 
ments it  produces  are  of  an  order  incomparal)ly 
more  elevated.  VVliile  tlie  animal,  in  the  accom- 
plislmient  of  liis  marvelous  w(wks,  is  guided  by  a 
blind  instinct,  man  renilers  to  himself  an  ac- 
count of  his  acts;  he  learns,  unilerstands,  in- 
vents and  reasons;  lie  pursues  and  carries  out 
distant  plan;  he  sees  an  invisible  truth,  and 
elevates  himself  even  to  the  iniinite.  His  will 
is  no  less  powerful  than  his  intelligence ;  by 
it  he  can  master  the  desire  for  sensible  good,  love 
sacrifice,  devote  himself  to  the  good  of  his  brother, 
and  labor  for  eternity.  What  a  life  is  this! 
What  can  there  be  above  it?  Notiiing,  perhap.s, 
in  the  created  world ;  for  if  the  pure  spi'its  pos- 
sess, in  a  degree  superior  to  ours,  tlie  life  of  reason, 
they  are  nevertheless  in  the  same  order  as  we  are, 
and  we  have  no  reason  to  suppose  that  God  cre- 
ates a  superior  order  to  that. 

Nevertheless,  as  Christians,  we  are  established 
in  an  order  infinitely  superior.  Tlie  little  infant 
just  baptized  is  as  much  elevated  above  the  life 
of  reason  as  the  latter  is  elevated  above  the  ani- 
mal life.  The  natural  perfection  of  2>ure  spirits 
cannot  compare  with  the  supernatural  perfection 
with  Vv'hich  it  has  just  been  enriched :  and 
God,  who  at  every  instant  of  an  interminable 
eternity  might  create  beings  more  excellent  than 
others,  can  find  nothing  in  the  immense  treasures 
of  His  power  which  would  not  be  infinitely  below 
the  dignity  of  that  little  babe ;  because  it  has 
just  received  a  gift  nui^erior  to  all  created  or 
creative  nature  \  according  to  the  expression  of  the- 
ology, it  has  received  in  itself  the  life  of  di- 
vine grace.     [To  be  continued] 

— «» 

Intentions  for  ths  Month  of  November. 

First — The  Convention  of  Americn.  [Ed.  Aye 
Mauia.]     Second — The  Church  in  Spain. 

There  is  not,  perhaps,  a  nalioti  in  Europe  which 
*has  given  more  striking  proofs  of  its  attachment 


to  the  faith  than  the  people  of  Spain.  Victim  of 
an  infamous  treason,  and  subjugated  by  the  Mus- 
sulman, during  a  captivity  of  many  centuries,  it 
grew  strong  in  its  indomitaole  energy  and  un- 
swerving fidelity  to  Jesus  Christ.  It  was  only  at 
the  price  of  long  and  bloody  struggles  it  lina'ly 
reconquered  liberty  of  conscience  and  political  in- 
dependence. And  among  this  noble  people  the 
love  of  Catholic  faith  mingled  with  the  love  of 
home  and  native  land ;  it  ha"^  been  bequeathed 
from  fathers  to  sous,  with  ancestral  remembrances 
and  all  national  glories. 

Nevertheless  there  are  not  wanting  Spaniards 
who,  forgetting  these  glories  and  remembrances, 
seek  to  deprive  their  country  of  the  first  of  all 
social  blessings — of  religious  unity.  Persuading 
themselves  tliat  she  will  be  happier  when  she 
will  have  lost  her  faith,  when  minds  divided  by  a 
thousand  contradictory  errors  will  have  no  strong 
rein  to  restniin  their  ardent  passion.s,  influenced 
and  urged  on  by  the  anti-Christian  sects  that  deso- 
late the  rest  of  Europe,  they  profit  by  eveiy  polit- 
ical agitation  to  destroy  the  authority  of  the 
Church  in  Spain.  From  all  the  information  we  re- 
ceive from  this  unhappy  country,  we  are  led  to 
believe  tiiat  these  efibrts  of  impiety  were  never 
more  active  than  at  this  moment;  and  for  this 
reason,  without  entering  into  the  quesfion  of  the 
struggles  for  temporal  interests,  we  recommend  to 
our  Associates  that  these  struggles  may  not  in  any 
way  aflect  iiiterests  of  a  spiritual  order.  Let  us 
invoke  in  favor  of  their  country  the  many  illus- 
trious saints  to  whom  this  Catholic  kingdom  has 
given  birtii — the  Vincents,  the  Isidores,  the  Dom- 
inies, the  Teresas,  the  Ignatiuses,  and  the  Xaviers, 
and  many  others  who.se  merits  before  God  are  no 
less  powerful.  May  they  come  to  the  help  of  that 
Chnich  which  in  the  olden  time  was  so  flourish- 
ing and  to-day  is  so  desolate,  from  whose  bosom 
'they  drew  their  heroic  sanctity.  May  they  des- 
troy the  hopes  of  the  wicked,  and  calm  the  cruel 
anguish  of  the  good.  Since  Providence  has  willed, 
as  it  were,  that  the  introduction  of  the  Apostleship 
of  Praye'  in  Spain  coincided  with  this  advent  of 
religious  struggles,  let  us  use  all  our  eflfoits  in 
order  that  the  designs  of  mercy  indicated  by  this 
coincidence  may  be  fully  realized,  and  let  us  turn 
to  the  Heart  of  Jesus  and  say  daily  during  the 
month,  with  all  the  fervor  of  which  avc  are  capa- 
ble: Divine  Heart  of  Jesus,  I  offer  thee,  in  union 
with  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary,  all  the  pray- 
ers, labo''s  and  sufievings  of  this  day  to  the  inten- 
tions with  which  Thou  dost  constantly  immolate 
Thyself  upon  the  altar.  I  oflfer  them  in  particu- 
lar fo'-  the  Church  of  Spain,  and  that  nation  so 
Catholic  which  has  given  Thee  so  many  proofs 
of  its  devoledness  and  fidelity.  O  Heart  infinitely 
merciful!  have  regard  to  the  merits  of  tho^e 
sainis  whom  this  nation  has  produced  in  such 
g"eat  numbers.  Pi'cserve  faith  and  piety  in  Spain, 
and  grant  that  she  may  preserve,  until  the  end  of 
ages,  the  title  of  Caihotic,  which  she  bought  at 
the  price  of  so  much  b'ood. 

** 

None  but  God,  eternal  and  intomprehensible, 
who  fills  all  things,  can  afiVird  true  comfort  to  the 
soul,  and  true  joy  to  the  heait. 
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OHILDEEN'S  DEPARTMENT. 

Little  Ohildren,  forget  not  the  Souls  in  Purgatory. 

Next  Thurstlay,  lU-ar  cliildrcn,  if  y«ia  go  to  Mass, 
you  will  8c'c  the  allar  all  dn-ssi'd  in  Mack,  ami  the 
priest's  vestincnl3  are  also  Mack.  No  bright  flow- 
ers perfume  tiie  air  around  ihe  tabernacle,  and  the 
tones  of  the  org-.in  are  slow  and  wilemn,  and  the 
little  altar-!x)ys,  instead  of  the  usual  response,  say 
"  Grant  them  eternal  rest,"  for  the  priest  is  now 
Mying  Mass  for  all  the  i)oor  sulTt-ring  souls  in 
Purgatory.  Now,  my  children,  have  you  ever 
praye<l  for  the  dead  ?  If  you  have  not,  learn  to  do 
8o  this  week,  and  never  forget  this  holy  i)ractice 
as  long  as  you  live. 

A  great  saint — Saint  Catherine  of  Bologna, 
whose  life  I  hoj)e  you  will  read  some  day — was 
permitted  by  Goil  to  see  ihe  8«)uls  in  Purgatory. 
First  she  sjuv  a  raging,  piercing  lonnenting  iire 
which  burnt  the  inmost  soul :  it  seemed  as  if  the 
flames  of  hell  could  not  burn  more  liercely.  And 
she  saw  a  countless  number  of  people,  as  thick  as 
the  leaves  iu  the  forest,  all  Ijurning  in  these  terri- 
ble flames.  She  there  saw  some  who  had  even  led 
holy  lives  on  earth,  and  little  children  who  had 
never  amimitted  any  great  sin,  oiily  venial  ones — 
such  as  being  a  little  cross  with  their  brothers  and 
sisters,  or  not  liking  to  olxjy  their  good  parents. 
Oh,  my  rhildren,  there  are  very  iew  who  go  to 
Heaven  without  tii'st  going  to  Purgatory. 

All  the  souls  Saint  Catherine  sav.'  looked  very 
patient  in  their  sufferjing,  and  resigned  to  the  will 
oi  God,  for  they  knew  that  God  loved  them  and 
they  knew  their  suflbrings  would  purify  them 
and  make  them  woi  t!iy  to  enter  Heaven.  Now 
the  time  of  puniohraent  for  these  souls  was  very 
much  shoitencd  by  tlie  prayers  oflcred  for  them 
on  earth.  They  rejoice  especially  when,  the  Holy 
JIass  is  said  for  them,  and  the  Precious  Blood  of 
Jesus  Christ  is  ofiered  for  them  on  the  altar.  Now 
Saint  Catherine  saw  that  a  great  number  of  souls 
were  delivered  from  I'urgatory  because  some  one 
on  earth  had  gone  round  the  Stations  or  Way  of 
the  Cro&s  for  iljcm,  ard  had  piayed  that  the  Pre- 
cious T)l(>-)d  of  Jesus  Oirist,  spilt  on  that  sorrow- 
ful way,  might  alleviate  the  sufflcrings  of  the 
poor  souls  in  Purgatory.  And  she  saw  that  the 
prayers  for  which  the  Church  has  given  Indul- 
gences for  the.sc  sfuils  did  wonderful  things.  For 
example  the  nrayer — "  Jesus,  Mary  and  Joseph,  I 
give  you  my  heart  and  my  soul,"  for  which  there 
a;"e  one  hundred  days  Indulgence  for  tlie  souls  in 
Purgatory.  lattle  children  can  offer  many  good 
works  fo''  those  who  suft'or  in  that  place  of  fire. 
Ore  child  may  8;iy,  "^Jly  Jesus,  for  the  love  of  Thee 
I  am  going  to  learn  my  le.«;sons  io-day,  and  offer 
them  for  the  souls  in  Purgatory."  Another  may 
say,  "  My  Jesus,  fo'-  the  love  of  Thee  I  am  going 
to  sew,  or  take  a  walk,  and  I  offer  this  for  the  souls 
in  Purgatory."  If  cliMdren  only  knew  iu  how 
many  ways  they  could  t^ike  away  the  pains  and 
sufferings  of  the  ]>oor  souls  in  Purgatory,  they 
W(»iild  be  ahvay.s,  I  am  sure,  offering  their  gooii 
works  for  them.  Sometimes  a  prayer  which  had 
been  said,  or  a  good  work  which  had  been  done 


for  some  one  particular  soul,  was  not  given  to  it, 
becauee  that  soul  had  already  gone  out  of  Purga- 
tory. But  still  the  prayer  was  not  lost,  for  it  was 
given  to  some  other  soul,  according  a.s  it  pleased 
G(k1.  Nothing  can  equal  the  thankfulness  of 
these  souls  themselves  when  they  feel  that  some- 
body is  praying  for  them  on  earth  ;  for  the  spirits 
iu  the  other  world  know  things  that  are  done  on 
earth.  Lonjj  and  frequently  do  the  souls  in  Pur- 
gatoiy  pray  tor  those  who  pray  for  them  on  earth. 

Sometimes  in  Purgatory  there  was  heard  a  lam- 
entation, a  sorrowful  ciy.  It  was  not  '.ike  the  cry 
of  impatience,  but  of  gentle  complaint.  Why  did 
these  souls  complain  »  Was  it  on  account  of  the 
fierce  burning  of  that  terrible  fire?  No,  that  was 
not  the  reason ;  for  still  these  souls  looked  pa- 
tient and  even  glad  that  the  fire  burned  fiercely 
and  purified  them  from  their  sins.  What  then 
could  ic  be?  Saint  Catherine  listened,  and  she 
heard  them  complaining  that  their  friends  in  the 
world  had  forgotten  to  pray  for  them.  Some  had 
given  orders  for  Masses  to  be  said,  and  the  Masses 
had  never  been  said.  There  were  parents  in  Pur- 
gatory for  whom  their  children  living  on  earth 
had  forgotten  to  pray.  There  were  children  for- 
gotten by  their  parents  ;  brothers  and  sisters  who 
had  forgotten  to  pray  for  each  other.  Many  also 
had  been  kind  and  good  to  people  on  earth,  when 
alive,  and  they  had  hoped  that  these  people  would 
pray  for  them  after  death  ;  but  they  had  been  for- 
gotten. Then  thes-j  suffering  souls  would  say 
8>»rrowfally,  "  Have  pity  on  me !  have  pity  on  me, 
at  least  you  my  friends,  for  the  hand  of  the  Lord 
is  heavy  upon  me !" 

Oh,  the  j'>y  of  tho-^e  dear  souls  when  they  are 
at  length  delivered  from  their  sufferings  by  the 
prayers  of  some  pious  person  on  earth ;  when  the 
chains  which  held  them  bound  drop  off";  when 
their  guardian  angel  conducts  them  to  Heaven  ! 
Their  companions  in  suff"3ring  look  at  them  with 
delight,  and  salute  them  as  they  pass  on  their 
way  rejoicing.  Fareweil !  they  say.  farewell  hap- 
py soul !  When  yon  are  before  the  throne  of  God, 
do  not  forget  us.  Speak  dear  words  from  us  to 
our  Blessed  Lady,  the  Mother  of  God,  to  Saint 
Joseph,  to  our  Patron  Saiats  and  all  the  Angels 
and  Saints.  Ask  them  to  pi-ay  for  us.  Farewell, 
happy  souls !  we  slmll  see  you  in  Ilcaveo. 

And  now  the  soul  is  out  of  Purgatory,  our 
Blessed  Mother,  surrounded  with  choire  of  angels, 
meets  it.  But  it  cannot  enter  the  presence  of 
Goti  until  it  is  clothed  with  the  light  of  glory, 
and  then  the  Angels  adorn  it  with  the  white 
robes  of  tile  Saints. 

Oh  beautifiU  soul !  Its  brightness  now  eclipses 
the  sun ;  all  Ileaveii  rejoices  to  see  it,  and  there 
is  one  word  in  the  moutli  cf  all  the  blessed  in 
Heaven :  "Wlm."  they  say,  "took  that  soul  out  of 
Purgatory  by  his  prayers,  and  sent  it  to  Heaven  ? 
May  all  the  blessings  of  God  come  upon  him  who 
by  his  prayers  has  sent  this  sister  spirit  to  give 
ns  jf^y?"  Now  the  soul  rcsis  near  our  sweet 
Mother,  before  the  throne  of  the  Blessed  Trinity. 
It  offers  up  its  first  prayer  in  Heaven  to  God.  For 
whom  does  it  pray  »  Listen !— "My  God,"  it  says, 
"  have  mercy  on  him  who  by  his  prayers  freed 
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my  soul  from  the  torments  of  Purgatory.  O  God ! 
preserve  his  soul  from  all  sin,  and  never  let  it 
fall  into  the  flames  of  hell."  And  God  does  not 
turn  a  deaf  ear  to  that  first  prayer  of  the  blessed 
spirit  when  it  has  first  entered  into  the  Kingdom 
of  Ileaven. 

That  soul,  which  by  your  prayers  or  good  works 
you  have  sent  from  the  flames  of  Purgatory  to 
Heaven,  will  never  forget  you,  day  or  night. 
When  you  are  in  trouble,  distress  or  temjitation, 
or  in  the  agony  of  death,  it  will  pray  for  you. 

— — — -—«► 

The  Little  Matcli- Seller. 

In  one  of  the  poorest  parts  of  London  there  was 
a  cellar,  with  scarce  any  furniture  in  it.  There 
was  notliing  but  a  broken  table,  a  little  stool,  a 
bed  with  a  few  handfuls  of  straw,  and  a  few  rags 
upon  it.  A  poor  woman,  whose  husband  died  in 
Ireland,  lived  in  this  cellar,  with  her  little  daugh- 
ter, Mary.  The  woman  had  become  veiy  poor, 
and  her  health  was  so  l)ad  that  she  could  work  no 
more.  She  had  nothing  to  live  on  but  what 
little  Mary  got  by  selling  a  few  mutches.  But 
v/hpn  she  became  poor,  she  did  not  neglect  her 
duties  to  God.  She  was  at  Mass  every  Sunday, 
and  went  to  confession,  and  received  Holy  Com- 
munion every  montli. 

Above  all,  she  took  care  of  her  daughter,  Mary, 
that  she  should  not  go  into  l)ad  company ;  that 
she  should  say  her  prayers,  and  go  to  Mass  and 
cateehi.sm,  and  be  good.  One  day  in  the  winter 
the  poor  woman  had  been  very  ill,  worse  than 
usual.  She  had  scarce  had  any  thing  to  eat  all 
the  day,  there  was  no  fire  in  the  grate,  the  last 
farthing  candle  wa.s  burning  away.  Mary  sat  by 
her  motlier's  bed-side  crying,  for  it  grieved  her 
much  that  her  poor  mother  should  Ije  so  ill  and 
have  nothing  to  eat.  All  at  once  Mary  left  her 
mother,  and  went  over  to  the  other  side  of  the 
cellar  and  began  to  seek  for  something.  She  had 
just  remembered  that  there  Avere  a  few  match- 
boxes still  remaining,  and  she  thought  if  she 
could  sell  them  she  might  buy  something  for  her 
poor  mother.  After  searching  here  and  there,  she 
found  three  or  four  bo.xes.  She  went  back  again 
to  the  bed-side  of  her  mrtther  with  the  match-boxes 
in  her  hand,  and  told  her  mother  what  she  was 
going  to  do,  and  asked  her  l)lessing.  "God  bless 
you,  my  child,"  said  her  mother,- in  a  weak  voice; 
"I  hope  I  shall  see  you  again."  But  the  mother 
never  saw  her  child  again. 

Maiy  had  a  practice  of  saying  the  Hail  Mary 
whenever  she  went  out  of  the  house ;  and  in  each 
street  she  said  either  "  My  Jesua,  I  do  all  for  Thee," 
or  the  Hail  Ma ry,  or  some  little  prayer.  She  prayed 
fervently  that  night,  for  she  knew  that  if  she  were 
to  lose  her  mother,  there  was  nobody  on  earth  to 
take  care  of  her.  When  she  got  into  the  street,  she 
began  to  cry  out :  "  Matches — very  good  matches 
for  a  penny."  But  the  snow  was  falling  fast,  and 
the  wind  blew  sharply,  and  the  darkness  was  com- 
ing on  quickly.  There  were  few  people  about  to 
buy  her  matches ;  and  of  those  she  met,  few  heard 
the  weak  voice  of  the  child,  and  fewer  still  jmid 
attention  to  it.  Mary  cried  out  her  matches,  till 
weak,  and  hungry,  and  sorrowful,  she  could  cry 


out  no  longer.  So  she  sat  down  on  a  stone,  and 
began  to  ciy.  Then  Mary  thought  of  her  Mother 
in  Heaven,  and  again  she  said  the  Hail  Mary. 

She  had  scarcely  finished  it  when  a  woman  who 
was  passing  by,  stopped  and  asketl  her  why  she 
sat  there  so  late  on  that  cold  stone,  and  crying. 
"  My  poor  mother,"  answered  Mary — "  my  poor 
mother  is  very  ill,  and  has  nothing  to  eat."  "  Poor 
child,"  said  the  .stranger,  "take  this  sixpence,  and 
get  something  for  your  mother."  Mary  was  goijig 
to  thank  the  stranger,  but  she  was  gone.  Mary 
bought  some  bread  in  a  shop,  and  then  went  home 
as  quick  as  she  could.  She  went  carefully  down 
the  steps  into  the  cellar,  and  there  saw  her  mother 
lying  dead,  and  a  priest  kneeling  beside  her!  The 
j)riest  had  given  her  the  last  sacraments  before  she 
died.  But  how  did  the  priest  come  there  ?  The 
poor  woman  was  dying  in  cold,  and  in  want,  and 
in  darkness.  She  was  alone — there  was  nobvody 
with  her  to  go  and  ask  the  priest  to  bring  to  her 
the  greatest  of  all  blessings  which  can  come  to  a 
soul  which  is  going  out  of  this  world  before  the 
judgment-scat  ox  Jesus  Christ.  But  God  is  good, 
and  He  is  very  gt)od  to  the  poor  when  they  have 
been  good  to  Him.  God  rememl^ered  this  poor 
woman ;  he  remembered  how  she  had  always  done 
her  best  to  go  to  the  sacraments,  and  how  she  had 
taken  care  to  bring  up  her  little  child  in  the  fear 
of  God.  God  knew  that  she  was  dying,  and  God 
said  that  she  should  not  die  without  the  blessing 
of  the  sacraments.  But  how  was  this  done,  for 
there  was  no  one  to  fetch  the  jiriest  ?  Whatever 
God  wishes  to  be  done,  is  sure  to  be  done.  At  the 
same  hour  when  the  jjoor  woman  was  dying,  it 
happened  that  the  priest  was  called  to  see  some  one 
else  who  was  very  ill  The  priest  set  off.  On  his 
way  he  passed  the  cellar  where  the  poor  woman 
was  dying.  The  door  which  opened  on  the  stejis 
leading  down  to  the  cellar  happened  to  l,)e  open. 
'  The  night  was  dark,  and  it  happened  that  the 
priest,  not  seeing  the  opening,  fell  down  the  steps. 
He  found  himself  in  the  cellar,  and  heard  a  groan 
in  one  corner,  and  going  over  there,  he  found  the 
poor  woman  nearly  at  the  point  of  death.  He  had 
with  him  every  thing  that  was  necessary.  He 
heard  her  confession,  gave  her  the  holy  viaticum, 
anointed  her,  and  gave  her  the  last  blessing,  and 
a  few  moments  after  she  died  !  So  God  is  good 
to  those  who  are  faithful  to  Him.  This  poor  wo- 
man had  not  forgotten  God  during  her  life,  and 
God  did  not  forget  her  at  her  death.  She  was  dy- 
ing. She  wanted  a  priest  to  hear  her  confession. 
A  priest  came  to  hear  her  confession.  But  why 
did  he  come  ?  Was  it  because  some  one  fetched 
him  ?  No.  Was  it  becau.se  he  came  of  himself? 
No,  for  he  knew  nothing  ai)out  the  poor  woman. 
Did  he  come  by  accident  ?  No.  Then  why  did  he 
come  ?  He  came  because  God  brought  him  there. 
God  said  ;  the  priest  has  set  off  to  a  sick  ])erson ; 
but  he  shall  not  go  to  that  perscm.     He  shall  go  to 

the  poor  woman  who  has  served  me  faithfully. 
«► 

A  GOOD  method  of  glorifying  God  and  honoring 

our  Blessed  Lady,  by  little  and  cpmmcm  things,  is 

the  practice  of  ejaculatiory  prayer,  much  u.sed  by 

the  Fathers  of  the  Desert,  and  by  wliich  they  raised 

themselves  to  such  heights  of  sanctity. 
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INSTEUOTION  ON  MIXED  MARSIAGES. 

Natcukz,  S«i)teml)cr  1),  18G5, 
Very  Rev.  E.  Souin  : 

Verij  Iten.  and  DeurSir:  I  take  the  lil>erty  of 
inclosinj^  to  you  a  copy  of  a  senuon  of  miiie, 
preaclird  last  year,  on  tlie  Feast  of  the  Holy 
Motherhood.  I  do  not  wish  you  to  feel  under  any 
Cf>nstraiut  to  publish  it,  throuj^h  rejjard  for  nic — I 
am  not  touehy  in  such  niatteix  But  if  it  appeal's 
to  you  suitable  to  your  design,  as  regards  the 
AvK  Maria,  I  think  it  will  be  useful. 

It  was  one  of  a  series  of  practical  instructions 
on  the  Saeranients.  I  did  not  write  them  out ; 
but  after  delivering  this  one,  it  occurred  to  ine, 
that  while  there  is  much  said  against  Mi.xeil 
Marriages,  I  had  not  seen  in  print  a  definite  state- 
ment of  the  evils  to  be  feared  from  tiiem.  I 
therefore  wrote  this  out,  and  sent  it  to  the  Balti- 
more Ciitholic  Mirror.  Shortly  before  that,  my  name 
had  been  somewhat  before  the  public  in  connection 
with  the  military  authorities  liere,  and  I  tluuigijt 
that  to  attach  my  name  to  the  s<'rmon  would  ap- 
pear like  seeking  f«)r  it  a  factitious  interest. 

I  have  thought  now,  that  in  the  Ave  Maria  it 
would  have  a  new  circulation,  and  on  account  of 
tUeform  of  your  publioition  it  will  be  more  com- 
monly prcinrctd,  than  in  the  broad  jJages  of  a 
newspaper;  and  a-s  there  is  no  especial  merit  in 
the  comixisition,  I  do  not  think  there  is  much 
vanity  in  my  suggesting  that  you  may,  if  jou 
please,  give  the  name,  simply  in  the  heading, 
without  any  cromplimentary  remarks.  I  know 
that  I  myself  ;  md  such  things  with  more  inter- 
est when  I  knr  v  who  is  the  author. 
Yours,  in  C.rist, 

WILLIAM  IIEXRY,  JiUlio^  of  Natchez. 

"In  me  all  in  h^jye  of  life  and  of  virtue.    .    ,    . 
They  that  icork  liy  ine  shall  not  sin." — Ecclesiasti- 
CU9  xxiv,  25,  30. 

The  sulyect  of  our  Instruction  to-day  is  MLxed 
Jlarriages.  In  the  festival  which  occurs  on  this 
Sunday,  the  Church  would  seem  to  design,  not 
only  that  wo  should  glorify  God,  and  congratu- 
late the  Bles.sed  Virgin  on  her  unspeakable  dig- 
nity of  Mother  of  the  Divine  Won!  made  Flesh, 
but  also  that  we  should  l>e  impre.s.sed  with  the  great 
dignity  of  all  Christian  parents,  since  they  have 
for  their  type  and  model  the  holiest  of  Gotl's  crea- 
tures, and  since  their  children  are  given  them  to  l)e 
brought  up  as  true  brethren  of  the  Divine  Son  of 
Mary,  Ilis  imitators  on  earth.  His  coheirs  in  Heaven. 

And  the  words  which  I  have  quoted  from  the 
Lesson  read  at  Mass  on  this  festival,  show,  then, 


that  their  hopes  of  a  happy  and  virtuous  life  are 
not  to  Ij«  grounded  on  human  oilculations  or 
worldly  gratifications — but  on  their  confonnity  to 
the  model  8<!t  before  them — on  their  oU-dience  to 
the  laws  of  God  and  His  holy  Church,  and  their 
fidelity  to  the  obligations  of  Christian  parents  ; 
their  imitation,  in  a  word,  of  our  ever  Blessed 
Mother:  "In  me  is  all  hope  of  life  and  virtue. 
Tliey  that  work  i)y  me  ^hall  not  .sin." 

It  might,  therefon;,  be  enough  to  tell  you  in  so 
many  words,  that  the  Church  disapproves  of  mixed 
marriages;  ami  as  she  is  the  living  Spouse  on 
earth  of  our  Bles.sed  Lord,  the  Mother  of  His  chil- 
dren— these  words  applj'  especially  to  her — you 
have  no  grace  to  practice  virtue,  no  hojje  of  eter- 
life  but  through  her — and  the  only  way  to  avoid 
all  sin  is  to  direct  your  works  and  words  and 
thoughts  according  to  her  rules. 

But  she  is  a  tender  and  indulgent  mother,  and 
she  is  glail  that  her  chiUlren  should  study  and  un- 
derstand the  wisdom  of  her  laws. 

By  mixed  nuirriages  we  mean  marriages  of 
Catholics  witii  ])er.sous  who  are  not  Catholics. 
The  Church  disapproves  of  them,  bet-ause  her  chil- 
dren cannot  expect  that  such  marriages  will  help 
them  to  serve  God  and  save  their  stiuls : — l)ut  on 
the  contrarj-  they  will  often  be  a  great  hinderance ; 
— and  still  more,  they  expo.s«,'  to  great  danger  of 
eternal  ruin,  the  children  wlumi  God  may  intrust 
to  their  care. 

The  whole  end  which  GotI  has  in  view  in  giv- 
ing you  life,  is  that  you  may  serve  Him  here,  and 
be  happy  with  Him  hereafter.  This,  then,  ought 
to  Ik;  the  one  rule  of  every  action,  of  every  under- 
taking of  your  life.  Saint  Paul  saj's:  "Whether 
you  eat,  or  whether  you  drink,  or  whatsoever  else 
you  do,  do  all  for  the  glory  of  God."  How  nec- 
essary, then,  it  is  to  keep  this  same  rule  in  view 
when  taking  a  step  which  can  never  be  retraced, 
but  which  is  to  affect  so  deeply  the  whole  of  your 
life,  every  day  and  every  hour  of  it,  and  to  have 
.St)  strong  an  influence  on  all  your  acts  and  words, 
and  your  most  interior  thoughts  and  affections. 

Surely,  those  who  enter  upon  marriage  without 
considering  whether  it  will  as.sist  them  in  loving 
and  serving  God,  show  that  they  do  not  honestly 
Ijelieve  the  sacred  truth  of  their  little  Catechism; 
that  they  do  not  care  much  about  loving  and  serv- 
ing God  in  this  world,  and  that  they  have  very 
little  prospect  of  being  happy  with  Him  in  the  next. 

Now,  our  holy  mother  the  Church  desires  that 
her  children  should  find  in  their  marriage,  as  in 
all  other  things,  an  assistance  for  working  out  the 
end  of  their  creation.  She  does  not  seek  to  exclude 
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other  considerations ;  she  does  not  wish  even  to 
suppress  the  passion  of  human  love,  so  long  as  it 
is  lawful  in  its  object  and  reasonable  in  its  mode. 
But  she  knows  that  human  love  by  itself  cannot 
make  you  happy  in  this  world  or  the  next.  It 
is  a  sentiment  which  God  has  given  you,  in  order 
to  make  it  light  and  agreeable  to  discharge  the 
serious  duties  of  the  married  life  ;  and  all  those 
duties,  as  well  as  your  marriage  itself,  she  desires, 
as  God  desires,  should  be  so  many  steps  towards 
your  only  end,  the  perfection  of  your  soul  in  life, 
and  your  eternal  happiness  after  death. 

Now,  how  much  will  it  help  you  in  the  service 
of  God,  to  be  married  to  a  person  who  lias  false 
notions  about  His  service  ?  The  more  hottest  and 
earnest  he  is  in  his  own  belief,  the  less  can  he 
unite  with  you  or  assist  you  in  yours.  How  will 
such  a  husband  or  wife  enliven  your  faith,  which 
he  denies?  How  will  he  strengthen  and  counsel 
you  by  the  teachings  of  your  Church,  which  he 
does  not  believe  ?  How  will  he  encourage  you 
to  labor  and  to  suffer  for  God's  sake,  when  he  de- 
nies the  many  offices  of  good  works,  and  the  value 
of  penitential  sufferings?  Will  he  ever  remind 
you  to  comfort  yourself  by  the  study  of  your  cru- 
cifix, which  he  regards  as  an  object  ot  superstition, 
or  encourage  you  to  refresh  your  soul  by  approach- 
ing the  Sacraments,  which  he  condemns  as  an  in- 
vention of  priestcraft ;  or  to  invoke  the  interces- 
sion of  your  Guardian  Angel  and  all  the  Saints, 
and  to  keep  yourself  under  the  protection  of  the 
Help  of  Christians,  our  Blessed  Mother  Mary  ? 

See  then  how,  to  say  the  least,  from  such  a  mar- 
riage, you  cannot  expect  any  positive  help  in  the 
serving  of  God.  Even  in  this  most  favorable  case, 
where  your  non-Catholic  husband  or  wife  is  not 
wicked  or  indifferent  to  religion,  but  sincerely 
devoted  to  his  own  way  of  thinking,  and  yet  this 
marriage  will  not  help  to  make  you  more  fervent 
in  the  cause  of  God  and  of  your  soul.  You  can- 
not say  you  had  God's  interests  in  view  when  you 
contracted  it. 

Even  if  you  did  not  offend  Him  by  it,  still  you 
did  not  aim  especially  at  pleasing  Him.  While 
you  hope  by  other  service  to  gain  the  next  world, 
yet  your  marriage  was  calculated  only  for  the  in- 
terests or  the  satisfactions  of  tliis  one.  You  must 
not  wonder  then,  my  dearly  beloved,  that  our 
holy  mother  the  Church,  even  w^hen  she  consents 
to  such  a  union,  yet  does  not  encourage  it ;  and 
while  she  pours  out  for  her  children  all  her  other 
prayers  and  ministrations  almost  whenever  they 
ask  for  them,  yet  refuses  to  give  any  Ijlessing,  or 
any  sacred  rite  which  may  seem  to  be  a  blessing, 
to  such  a  marriage. 

But  very  often  the  case  is  far  worse,  and  a  mixed 
marriage  becomes  a  positive  hindrance  to  the  ob- 
servance of  a  good  Christian  life.  There  are 
heathenish  husbands  who  tyrannize  over  the  con- 
sciences of  their  wives,  and  forJjid  them  to  attend 
Church  or  to  approach  the  Sacraments :  and  who 
enforce  their  prohibition  either  by  physical  vio- 
lence or  by  such  words  and  manners  as  intimidate 
a  sensitive  wife  as  much  as  violence.  And  these 
cases  are  not  so  very  rare.  There  are  other  men 
who,  without  claiming  authority  to  forbid,  find 


means  to  throw  obstacles  and  annoyances  in  the 
way  of  the  wife's  attending  to  the  duties  of  re- 
ligion and  the  needs  of  her  soul ;  making  un- 
plea.sant  remarks,  or  finding  causes  of  complaint, 
in  order  to  throw  the  blame,  either  expressly 
or  by  insinuation,  on  her  religious  devotions ;  and 
in  various  ways  making  the  practice  of  her  reli- 
gion disagreeable.  And  the  devil  sometimes  takes 
the  guise  of  an  angel  of  light,  and  persuades  her 
that  it  is  better  for  her  soul  she  should  live  in 
peace  with  her  husband,  even  though  she  pur- 
chase it  by  sacrificing  her  duty  to  God  and  her 
peace  of  conscience.  If  she  were  wise  she  would 
consult  someone  aj^pointed  by  God's  holy  Church 
and  enlightened  by  His  Holy  Spirit  to  conduct 
consciences  in  the  way  of  truth  and  peace ;  her 
confessor  or  an  experienced  director  of  souls. 
Probably  he  would  point  out  to  her  some  things 
which  she  might  lay  aside  without  injury  to  her 
soul,  or  instruct  her  how  to  remove  all  just 
grounds  of  complaint.  But  if  she  followed  her 
own  inclinations,  without  consulting  God,  in  get- 
ting married,  she  will  probably  do  the  .same  in 
regulating  her  life.  She  will  make  her  prayers 
as  brief  as  possible,  or  leave  them  out  when  she  is 
a  little  hurried ;  aud  lose  Mass  on  Sundays,  if 
she  has  an  excuse :  and  of  course  her  monthly 
Conununion  becomes  quarterly,  or  yearly.  And 
even  this  at  last  she  will  defer  from  week  to  week, 
always  hoping  she  will  find  time  to  prepare  bet- 
ter, until  the  Easter  season  is  almost  gone.  She 
seizes  an  hour  at  last — more  inconvenient  even 
now  than  many  she  had  let  pass  by ;  hurries  to 
church,  with  her  mind  all  anxious  as  to  what  her 
husband  will  say  of  it ;  makes  an  unsatisfactoiy 
X)reparation,  a  half  sorrowful  confes.sion,  and  a 
cold  Coninuuiion,  and  the  most  sensible  comfort 
she  feels  is  that  of  having  got  through  wath  an 
obligation  which  she  will  not  have  to  be  troubled 
about  again  for  some  time  to  come.  Probably, 
too;  the  devil  will  contrive  that  very  day  to 
Avorry  her  more  than  usual — perhaps  to  surprise 
her  into  a  display  of  temper,  or  some  other  fault 
that  discourages  her,  and  she  will  be  confirmed 
in  her  persuasion  that  confession  and  Communion 
are  of  no  benefit  to  her  soul. 

And  a  better  man,  who  has*  no  objection  to  his 
wife's  attending  to  her  religion  when  she  has  the 
opportunity,  yet  cannot  be  expected  to  sacrifice 
his  business  to  give  her  the  opportunity  of  doing 
what  he  considers  at  best  as  an  unnecessary  prac- 
tice, a  womanly  weakness.  What  then  if  he  moves 
to  a  jjlace  where  there  is  no  church;  where  a 
priest  comes  only  at  long  intervals ;  or  where  she 
must  travel  a  considerable  distance  to  reach  the 
church,  with  little  or  no  facilities  for  traveling  ? 
Thus  she  will  seldom  ))e  able  to  hear  Mass,  and 
even  then  will  reach  the  church  at  an  inconven- 
ient hour  for  Confession  and  Holy  Communion. 

I  have  supposed  a  Catholic  wife  with  a  husband 
not  Catholic.  The  case  may  be  reversed,  and  a 
Catholic  husband  may  choose  a  wife  outside  of 
the  Church.  The  very  making  of  such  a  choice, 
by  the  party  who  in  the  usages  of  ^ociety  has 
most  freedom  in  choosing,  commonly  argues  in 
him  a  weakness  of  religious  spirit,  which  will 
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ccrtninly  not  l)e  remedied  by  her  influence.  It  is  un- 
happily rare  enough  for  nion,  even  those  who  have 
the  assistance  of  Catholic  wives,  to  attend  as  they 
ought  to  do  to]  their  religious  duties.  With  all 
the'wear  ami  tear  to  the  S4»ul  of  distracting  husi- 
ness,  and  of  interc«urse  all  day  with  men  who 
have  no  religion  but  money  or  pleasua*,  or  at  the 
highest,  the  natural  morality  of  the  pagan,  a  man 
will  naturally  grow  cold,  unless  he  meets  some- 
thing at  home  to  warm  his  piety.  But  if  his  wife 
has  no  faith,  or  a  mistaken  faith;  no  Catholic 
practices,  or  Sprayers  ;.•  n.o  crucifix,  or  i)ioMs  im- 
agvs;  if  she  gives  him  no  gentle  reminder  of 
his^prayers,  of  thcj.  fasts  and  abstinences,  of  his 
confession  and  Communion ; — if,  in  the  (piiet  of 
his  home,  he  meets  nothing  to  raise  his  soul  above 
the  world,  to  higher  and  holier  aspirations, — alas ! 
how  is  that  poor  man  left  lonely  and  discounigcd, 
to  struggle  against  the  power  of  the  world,  which 
even  in  the  most  favorable  circumstances  too  often 
overwhelms  the  soul! 

And  ^then  for  either  party,'. husband  or  wife. 
whichever  may  l)e  Catholic,  what  is  the  natural 
effect  of  that  frequent  and  close  association  with 
relations  and  friends  of  tlieJparty,not  Catholic* 
If  they  are  Ijigoted,  it  is  so  easy  for  them  to  in- 
vent annoyances  and  vexations  to  make  tlie  j)rac- 
tice  of  your  religion  disagreeal)le.  If  they  are  not 
bigoted,  they  are  indifferent,  and  that  is  even 
worse ;  they  are  liberal,  because  they  do  not  care 
enough  about  any  religion  to  make  a  quarrel  over 
it ;  and  thus  you  are  in  the  S(K-iety  practically  of 
unbelievers,  where  all  talk  and  exercise  of  religion 
in  company  is  proscrii)ed  by  conunon  consent. 
You  have  nothing  all  day  to  remind  j-ou  that  you 
have  a  soul,  or  that  there  is  a  God,  except  your 
short  prayers,  night  and  morning;  and  perhaps 
these  are  hurried  over  or  omitted  sometimes,  to 
avoid  the  appeanince  of  singularity. 

Think  over  all  these  dangers,  then,  and  see 
whether  they  are  not  more  than  sufficient  for  the 
Church  to  guard  her  children  against  risking  their 
inmiortal  souls  in  such  engagements. 

But  it  is  not  their  own  s:ilvati<m  alone  tiiat 
they  endanger.  Still  greater  is  the  risk  to  which 
they  expose  the  children  whom  God  may  bestow 
on  them — intended  to  be  their  CHJinfort  on  earth 
and  their  crown  in  Heaven — but  liable  to  become 
their  torment  here  and  their  cursi-  hereafter,  unle.ss 
they  bring  them  up  in  the  practice  ^nd  love  of 
their  religion. 

What  effect  mu.st  be  produced  on  the  children, 
by  the  very  fact  that  father  and  mother  follow 
two  contradictory  religions?  I  speak  not  of  the 
wilful  interference  of  the  non-Catholic  party;  of 
those  cases  in  which,  by  some  oversight  or  trick- 
ery, the  marriage  was  contracte«l  witliout  stipula- 
ting that  the  children  should  all  l>e  brought  up 
Catholics, — or  of  other  ca.ses  in  which  the  stipu- 
lation indeed  was  made,  but  one  party  is  ilishon- 
est  enough  to  break  it,  and  the  other  is  unchris- 
tian enough  to  submit  to  its  being  broken ;  cases, 
alas !  t(K)  common,  and  t<K)  fatal  to  i)arent8  and 
children  both !  But  I  takcf  again  the  most  favor- 
able ca.so8 ;  where  the  promi.se  has  Iwen  made  se- 
riously, and  where  it  is  adhered  to  honorably — 


and  nothing  is  done  intentionally  to  draw  the 
children  from  their  religion. 

How  will  they  be  perplexed  by  the  very  feet 
that  father  and  mother  follow «lifferent  religions? 
GiXHl  chililren  are  trained  not  only  to  honor  their 
parents,  but  to  reverence  their  example  and  their 
judgment;  to  look  on  their  father  and  mother  as 
the  standard  of  g(KMlness,  by  wlime  words  and 
example,  more  than  by  any  abstract  rules,  they 
form  their  ideas  of  what  is  right  and  wliat  is 
wrong.  What  ideas  must  they  fonn,  then,  of 
right  and  wrong  in  matters  of  reli<;ioii,  when  they 
begin  to  observe  that  father  and  mother  differ  es- 
.sentially;  that  one  regards  it  as  a  duty  to  say 
prayers  which  the  other  holds  to  i»e  false  and  su- 
perstitious ;  that  one  keeps  ai)«tinences  and  fa.sta 
which  the  other  regards  as  a  .self-righteous  pen- 
ance, inipitms  to  Go<l ;  when  they  see,  above  all, 
the  one  adoring  the  ever  Ble.s.se(i  .Sacrament,  as 
truly  and  really  our  Lord  Jesus  Chri.st,  while  the 
other  cannot  itelieve  that  His  Adorable  Bmlyand 
Blood  are  on  earth  at  all?  When  children  see 
these  contradictions  between  their  father  and 
mother,  if  tiiey  continue  to  reverence  both  equally, 
how  can  they  form  any  definite  or  consistent  judg- 
ment of  what  is  right  and  wrf>ng  in  religion? 
Will  they  amdude  that  all  religions  are  good, 
the  false  as  well  as  the  true?  or  that  no  particu- 
lar religicm  is  neces.sary  for  salvation  ?  How  can 
such  children  hxik  on  religion  as  the  highest  and 
tir^-t  obIigati(m  of  their  .souls,  and  the  true  faith 
and  wf)rshii)  of  God  as  the  most  momentous  of  all 
practical  questions? 

And  observe  that  the  goodqualitiesand  virtues 
of  the  non-Catholic  parent  will  not  lessen  but  in- 
creast^  the  danger.  If  so  good  a  father  or  mother 
rejects  the  faith  and  practices  of  the  Catholic 
Cliurch.  the  children  may  fairly  rea.son  that  it 
CJinnot  i»e  Avrong  to  do  so,  and  they  can  safely 
nject  them  too.  Father  is  a  good  man  without 
practicing  the  Catholic  religion,  and  I  will  be 
good  the  .sjime  way  that  he  is. 

Besides  the.se  reflections  of  the  children,  there 
are  other  injuries  to  their  souls.  If  the  mother  is 
not  Catholic,  what  will  ever  supply  for  them  those 
early  impressions  of  Catholic  piety  which  it  is  the 
mother's  place  to  give?  How  can  the  father,  en- 
gaged all  day  in  his  out-door  busines.s,  teach  his 
children  their  prayers,  give  them  their  first  les- 
sons in  Catholic  faith,  and  train  them  from  in- 
fancy in  Catholic  practice*,  to  invoke  the  sweet 
names  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  to  make  the  sign  of  the 
cr<Ks.s,  to  love  and  fear  th«'ir  Guardian  Angels,  to 
cherish  their  medal,  to  recite  the  first  les.sons  of 
the  Catechism,  to  love  and  imitate  the  Infant 
Jesus  at  Bethlehem  and  Nazareth  ?  And  without 
these  things,  the  innownt  years  of  childhood  are 
a  blank  in  the  Christian  life,  which  after-jjiety 
may  atone  for,  but  it  never  can  supply,  but  which 
more  probably  will  make  it  impossible  for  any 
structure  of  piety  to  be  built  where  the  founda- 
tions have  been  .so  neglecte<i.  Will  the  non-Cath- 
olic mother  undertake  to  teach  these  things  ?  Then, 
how  can  the  child  respect  her  honesty,  when  she 
teaches  what  she  does  not  pretend  to  practice  ?  Or 
if  it  is  the  father  who  is  not  a  Catholic,  bow  read- 
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ily  will  the  boy,  as  he  advances  in  age,  suffer  him- 
self to  be  persuaded  that  his  mother's  teachings 
were  good  for  his  childhood,  but  his  father's  prac- 
tice is  more  suitable  to  his  coming  manhood ! 

And  whether  it  be  the  first  or  the  last  influences 
that  are  anti-Catholic;  whether  it  be  the  father's 
or  the  mother's  example  that  inclines  the  children 
to  set  less  value  on  their  religion,  the  anti-Catho- 
lic influence  has  always  the  advantage  that  it  is 
on  the  side  of  their  natural  inclinations.  The 
teachings  and  practices  of  the  Catholic  religion 
are  such  as  correct  and  restrain  the  human  pas- 
sions, and  are  consequently  disagreeable  to  nature 
— lessons  of  obedience,  humility  and  self-denial ; 
whereas  on  the  other  side  are  self-will,  self-reli- 
ance, pride,  and  love  of  ease.  How  many  children 
will  heartily  and  honestly  sulimit  themselves  to 
disagreeable  restraints,  and  obligations,  when  the 
father  or  mother  whom  they  respect  and  imitate 
l)ay  no  attention  to  them  ? 

And  then,  if  the  Catholic  parent  dies,  what 
will  become  of  the  poor  children  ?  It  is  well  for 
the  dying  parents  to  make  the  la.'it  moving  re- 
quest, or  even  extort  a  promise  tliut  tlie  chihlren 
shall  \)e  brought  up  in  the  faitli.  We  know  too  well 
how  soon  dying  requests  arc  forgotten,  and  if  the 
promise  even  has  ])een  given,  'tis  hard  to  keep. 
The  dead  may  l)e  rememJ)ered  for  a  year;  but  the 
education  of  the  children  is  a  matter  of  five  or 
fifteen  years ;  and  how  many  widows  or  widowers 
will  keep  for  fifteen  vi^ars  faithful  to  their  en- 
gagements with  the  dead?  And  even  with  all 
the  good  will  in  tlie  world,  there  are  serious  diffi- 
culties in  accomplishing  it.  The  children  are 
brought  up  among  the  non-Catholic  relations,  and 
their  persuasion,  or  their  very  silence,  with  their 
example,  will  certainly  not  favor  a  Catholic  spirit. 
There  is  difficulty  or  exjjense  or  other  inconven- 
ience in  keeping  them  in  Catliolic  schools.  Is  it 
any  wonder  if  at  last  the  father  lets  himself  be 
persuaded  that  he  is  not  bound  liy  such  a  promise 
to  go  to  so  much  trouble  ;  or  even  tliat  it  would 
be  wrong  for  him  to  have  them  educated  in  a  re- 
ligion which  he  believes  to  be  a  superstition  ?  Is 
it  any  wonder  that  few  of  such  children  are  ever 
brought  up  practical,  hearty  Catholics  ?  Some- 
times indeed  it  happens,  thanks  to  the  affection 
and  the  honest  fidelity  and  the  good  sense  of  the 
surviving  parent ;  thanks  to  the  virtues  and  the 
prayers  of  the  deceased ;  thanks  above  all  to  the 
providence  of  an  all-merciful  God  :  but  how  sel- 
dom does  it  occur !  and  the  wonder  is  that  it  oc- 
curs at  all. 

Mixed  marriages  are  so  powerful  for  injuring 
religion,  that  some  thirty  years  ago  the  Prussian 
Goverumeiit  endeavoured  to  make  use  of  them 
systematically,  to  undermine  the  Church  in  the 
Catholic  provinces  along  the  Rhine.  They  gar- 
risoned Catholic  towns  with  young  unmarried  sol- 
diers from  the  non-Catholic  districts,  on  purpose 
to  bring  about  such  marriages,  and  at  the  same 
time  they  enacted  a  law  that  all  children  should 
be  brought  up  in  the  religion  of  the  father ;  and 
that  the  parents  should  not  be  able  to  make  a 
different  agreement  even  by  common  consent. 

But  there  was  the  irrevocable  law  of  God  that 


Bo  Catholic  parent  can  approve,  much  less  en- 
gage by  compact,  that  any  one  of  their  children 
should  be  brought  up  in  a  denial  of  the  true 
faith  :  and  there  was  the  law  of  the  Church  re^ 
(piiring  that  both  parents  shall  promise  that  the 
children  shall  be  brought  up  Catholics :  otherwise 
no  dispensation  can  be  granted,  and  no  priest  can 
give  his  sanction  to  the  man-iage.  If  the  non- 
Catholic  party  could  not  make  the  promi.se  con- 
scientiously let  him  look  for  a  wife  whose  con- 
science would  agree  with  his :  but  any  Catholic 
who  should  marry  him  without  this  promise, 
would  put  herself  in  rebellion  again.st  the  Church, 
and  deprive  herself  of  the  Sacraments,  and  of  all 
God's  blessings. 

The  government  tried  various  methods  to  have 
this  law  set  aside.  It  actually  prevailed  on  two 
or  three  Bishops  to  make  a  secret  compact  that 
they  would  not  enforce  the  law  of  the  Church  in 
their  dioceses.  One  of  these  Bishops  on  his  death- 
bed was  stricken  with  remorse,  and  he  made  known 
to  the  Sovereign  Pontiff'  the  weakness  of  which 
he  had  been  guilty,  begging  pardon  of  God  and 
absolution  of  the  Holy  Father.  The  government 
in  its  anger  seized  the  Archbishop  of  Cologne, 
and  the  Archbishop  of  Gnesen  and  Posen :  ban- 
ished  one  and  imprisoned  the  other.  The  Bish- 
ops of  the  United  States,  assembled  in  council  at 
'  Baltimore,  in  1840,  addressed  to  them  a  letter, 
Ijoth  of  condolence  and  congratulation ;  and  the 
government  was  wise  enougli  to  withdraw  from 
tills  attempt  on  the  religion  of  the  people. 

You  see,  then,  my  dearly  beloved,  how  many 
dangers  there  are  in  mixed  marriages :  and  I  am 
sure  you  no  longer  wonder  that  the  Church  dis- 
likes them  ;  that  she  forbids  her  children  by  a 
general  law  to  contract  them;  and  that  when  she 
relaxes  that  law  she  does  it  with  great  reluctance. 

Still,  she  is  not  unreasonable  nor  imi)racticable; 
and  where  there  are  sufficient  reasons  for  such 
marriages,  she  does  consent  to  them,  and  grant  a 
dispensation  from  the  general  prohibition ;  under 
such  conditions,  however,  as  will  guard,  the  best 
that  may  be,  against  the  dangers. 

The  reasons  which  she  regards  as  suflScient  may 
be  various.  In  a  mixed  country  like  this  there  is 
one  very  common  one  :  the  smallness  of  the  Cath- 
olic population,  and  the  consequent  difficulty  of 
making  a  marriage,  suitable  in  other  respects,  if 
Catholics  were  strictly  confined  to  Catholics.  It 
has  been  expressed  in  a  form  not  very  compli- 
mentary, but  it  has  the  advantage  of  being  brief 
and  easily  remembered:  "Catholics  may  marry 
out  of  the  Church,  when  they  see  that  no  one  in 
it  will  have  them." 

I  cannot  say  that  I  altogether  adopt  this  expres- 
sion of  the  rule.  Becsiuse,  unhappily,  there  are 
sometimes  Catholics  who  could  be  had,  but  whose 
vices  would  make  them  nearly  or  quite  as  danger- 
ous in  marriage  as  non-Catholics  would  be.  But 
there  can  be  no  doubt  that  a  Catholic  who  could 
easily  make  a  suitable  and  agreeable  marriage 
with  a  Catholic,  and  who,  without  some  other 
very  especial  and  strong  reason,  shotlld  make  an 
engagement  with  one  not  a  Catholic,  and  seek  a 
dispensation  from  the  law,  would  be  guilty  of  sin, 
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and  ooald  have  no  reason  to  expect  Gknl's  favor  on 
Buch  a  union,  nor  on  the  ofS»pring  of  it. 

When  the  (Miurch  does  eonsent  to  these  mar- 
riages, she  re<juirc8  Ix-ibrL'liand,  iis  I  have  already 
nieutione<l,  an  express  and  honest  engagement  that 
all  the  children  with  which  (4od  njay  I)les8  it 
shall  be  ivareil  up  in  the  Catholic  faith:  and  even 
then,  so  strong  is  her  sense  of  the  dangers  connect- 
ed with  it,  that  she  foriiids  her  i)riest  to  utter  any 
blessing,  or  perfonu  any  sacred  rite,  even  to  make 
the  sign  of  the  cross  or  to  wear  any  vestment  of 
the  sanctuary,  even  a  surplice,  at  such  a  marriage. 

You,  my  dearly  beloved,  if  any  there  are,  who 
are  already  in  the  bonds  of  such  a  marriage, 
•whether  your  rta.sons  for  contracting  it  were  suffi- 
cient or  insufficient  in  tlu;  eyes  of  God — you  have 
now  to  exerc;i.sc  a  holy  diligence  in  projKjrtion  to 
the  difficulties  of  your  condition.  15y  i)raycr  and 
watchfulness,  by  prudent  admoniticms  and  cor- 
rection.s,  by  fervent  enc<iuiiigenu'nt  in  all  go<Kl, 
labor  to  preserve  your  children  from  the  dangers 
to  which  they  are  exposed  :  and  at  the  .sjime  time, 
by  your  own  goo«l  (Christian  life,  by  your  exercise 
of  every  virtue  of  a  gf)od  wife  or  husband,  of  a 
good  father  or  mother,  by  your  fre<pienting  the 
Sacrament.^,  and  by  your  holy  Catholic  spirit,  la- 
bor to  sanctity  your  own  soul,  and  with  the  grace 
of  Go<l  to  win  your  husband  or  your  wife  toGotl's 
holy  Church  and  et<.'rnHl  salvation. 

And  you,  who  arc  not  yet  engaged  in  holy  niat- 
.  riniony,  I  exhort  you,  in  this  as  in  every  thing  else, 
to  conform  lx)th"  to  the  laws  and  the  spirit  of 
God's  holy  Cliurch,  and  to  folU)W  the  examples 
and  the  desires  of  the  ever  Ble8.sed  Mother  of 
Go<l,  who.se  feast  we  are  celebrating.  Do  this, 
and  she  will  take  a  Mother's  interest  in  your  mar- 
riage, and  in  every  concern  of  all  your  life ;  she 
will  obtain  from  her  Son  the  graces  that  you  need; 
.she  will  guard  you  again.st  all  sin,  and  lead  you  by 
the  hand  to  the  blessed  home  of  her  Divine  Son 
in  Heaven. 

"In  me  is  all  hope  of  life  and  virtue.     They 
that  work  by  me  shall  not  siiu" — Amen. 

The  Cry  from  Purgatory. 

O'er  that  sea  of  decpeot  nni;aiMh,  o'er  that  lake  of  burning  pain 
Come  the  mouruful  lauitiutalione,  and  the  clear  and  pl&iuUve 

Htrain 
From  the  dear  ones  gone  before  us,  trom  the  Menda  we  loved 

eo  well. 
In  the  bytjonc  days  of  pleaHure,  ere  they  left  our  side  to  dwell 
In  those  rcgioiiH  of  Uod'x  Justice,  in  that  dark  and  drear  abode 
Of  the  sourii  clear  expiation,  ere  she  flies  to  meet  her  God. 
Give  ear  unto  their  mourning,  hearken  to  their  canc«t  prayer. 
Wafted  on  the  noonday  lightness  floating  on  the  midnight  air, 
Ever  near  us  are  they  sighing,  ever  pleading  in  our  ear, 
Kver  kneeling  by  our  bedside,  ever  begging  us  to  hear 
Their  earnest  supplications,  and  the  burthen  of  their  lay 

Never  changes  its  sad  cadence,  "Pray  for  us, dear  fHends, 
pray." 

Long  and  dreary  ia  oar  exile,  keenest  fire  barns  the  heart. 
Penetrating  each  pulsation,  purifying  every  part. 
And  our  souls  'mid  their  keen  tormeuta,  ever  sing  thoao  plain- 
tive strains. 
Begging  prayers  and  daily  Maaaea,  to  relieve  them  from  their 

pains. 
For  we  know  the  Blood  of  Jesoa,  raised  by  prieat  on  altar 
rood. 

Will  quench  the  fire  of  barnlng  flames  aod  bear  our  goals  to 
God. 


SAIHT-WORSHIP. 

THE   WORHniP  OF  OOD   IN   nw  WORKfl. 


No  one  can  Iks  at  all  familiar  with  the  Holy 
Scriptures  without  being  stnick  with  the  fre- 
quency and  loving  manner  in  which  our  God  calls 
upon  us  to  worship  ilini  in  Ilis  works,  l»th  in  the 
material  universe  and  in  His  Saints.  The  Psalms 
of  David  especially  are  full  of  these  touching 
invitations. 

There  is  a  profound  philosophy,  as  well  as  true 
and  evident  pietj'  in  such  worship.  God  is  in 
His  creatures  as  well  as  they  in  Him.  It  is  He 
who  creates  all  things  from  nothing  by  the  power 
of  His  own  word,  and  all  creatures  exist  by  Him, 
and  in  Him  have  their  being.  The  Pantheist  has 
a  tnith,  a  great  truth,  but  unhappily  he  mis- 
interprets and  misjipplies  it.  His  truth  i.",  that 
GotI  IS  immanent  as  first  cause  in  all  His  works; 
his  error  is  identifying  His  works  with  Himself, 
iu  denying  their  real  substantial  existence. 

God  <loes  not  create  existences  as  man  makes  a 
watch,  which  when  wound  up  may  Jmj  left  to  go 
of  itself  He  remains  always  efticaciously  present 
in  them,  an<l  it  is  His  creative  act  that  calls  and 
continues  them  in  existence,  and  gives  them  their 
life  and  activity.  Hence  the  Apo.stle  tells  as,  "In 
Him  we  live,  and  move,  and  are,"  or  have  our 
being,  which  is  literally  true.  No  creature  has 
its  being  in  itself,  f«)r  any  existence  that  has  its 
being  in  itself,  is  self  existent,  and  therefore  God. 
The  creature  exists  from  God,  and  therefore  has 
its  being  in  God,  or  God  in  its  being.  Nothing 
exists  without  being,  and  as  God  is  the  universal, 
eternal,  imnuitable,  and  only  Being,  every  crea- 
ture does  and  mtist  in  its  degree  participate  of 
Go<l,  and  be  iu  a  participated  sense  divine. 

This  is  the  truth  which  the  Pantheist  misappre- 
hends and  misjjpplies.  The  creature  is  not  God, 
any  more  than  the  act  is  the  actor,  but  in  like 
manner  as  the  act  is  only  by  the  actor,  and  the  actor 
enters  into  the  act,  so  docs  Go«l  enter  into  His 
creature  and  it  exists  only  by  participating  of  His 
being.  I  shall,  when  I  come  to  speak  of  the 
worship  of  the  Saints  in  reference  to  their  own 
IH'rsonal  merits  or  worth,  show  that  creatures  have 
a  substantial  existence  distinguishable,  though  in- 
separable, from  Go<l,  and  are,  as  philosophers  say, 
second  cause,  capable  througli  the  efficacy  of  the 
first  cau.se,  of  acting  from  their  own  central  life 
or  activity.  Here,  how^ever,  I  wish  to  fix  atten- 
tion on  their  intimate  relation  to  God,  and  their 
participation  of  His  essence.  The  Pantheist  is 
right  in  asserting  the  immanence  of  the  creative 
act,  and  so  far  the  identity  of  the  creature  with 
the  Creator,  but  wrong  in  supposing  Hun  directly 
inmianent  as  being,  instead  of  being  immanent 
only  through  the  medium  of  His  creative  act,  or 
in  the  resiK'ct  that  the  actor  enters  into  his  act,  or 
the  act  necessarily  partakes  of  the  essence  of  the 
actor.  He  is  therefore  wrong  in  su])posing  that 
the  creature  has  in  himself,  in  the  secondanr  and 
relative  sense,  no  real  action  or  productive  force. 

By  virtue  of  the  creative  act  of  God  every  crea- 
ture participates  of  the  Divine  Being  or  Essence, 
and  as  God  in  His  Essence  is  Triune,  all  His  crea- 
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tures  in  some  sense  reproduce  or  imitate,  each  in 
its  order  and  degree,  the  Holy  and  IncfTuble  Trin- 
ity. Hence  it  is  that  all  religions  and  all  philoso- 
i)hies  recognize  in  some  form  the  Sacred  Triad. 
It  enters  into  all  things,  into  the  human  mind, 
into  the  human  heart,  and  is  the  real  type  and 
basis  in  reasoning  of  what  logicians  call  syllogism. 
Many  a  syllogism  has  been  constructed  to  demon- 
strate the  impossibility  of  the  Trinity,  l)ut  if  there 
were  no  Trinity,  the  syl  logism  itself  would  be  false ; 
in  like  manner  as  if  there  was  no  God,  there  cmild 
be  no  atheist.  The  creature  partakes  of  and  in 
some  manner  conceals  the  Divine  Essence.  The 
creature,  or  the  participant,  is  not  God,  but  that 
which  is  participated  by  the  creature  is  G<)d,  is 
literally  and  truly  the  Divine  Essence.  As  God 
in  His  very  essence  is  the  being  as  distinguished 
fiom  the  sub.stantive  exi.stence  of  every  creation, 
He  can  be  worshiped  without  idolatry  in  every 
thing  He  has  made.  God  is  everywhere  and  in 
every  thing,  and  nothing  is  without  Him,  and 
everywhere  and  in  every  thing  He  is  God,  and  to 
be  worshiped  as  such. 

Moreover,  we  know  and  can,  till  glorified,  know, 
and  therefore  Avorship  God  only  through  the  me- 
dium of  His  works,  His  works  of  creation  and  rev- 
elation. We  do  not  and  cannot  know  God  ir.  this 
life  as  He  is  in  Himself,  we  can  know  Him  only 
as  He  enters  into  His  works  and  manifests  Himself 
through  them.  His  works  of  nature  and  of  grace, 
and  our  Lord  rebukes  those  who  v orsliip  they 
know  not  what.  All  such  worship  is  sujx;rstition, 
as  Saint  Paul  implies,  when  he  accust's  the  Athe- 
nians of  superstition  in  erecting  an  altar  to  the 
unknmcri  God.  God  seeks  to  be  worshiped  by 
those  who  worship  Him  in  spirit  and  in  truth. 

The  God  manifest  in  creation  and  of  whom  all 
creatures  partici])ate  is  the  one  living  and  true 
God,  and  infinitely  more  than  creatures  manifest, 
but  we  know  Him  only  as  He  manifested  Himself, 
and  only  so  much  of  Him  as  He  manifests  through 
them.  We  know  they  do  not  exhaust  Him,  that 
He  is  beyond  and  above  them,  beyond  and  above 
all  that  the  Gospel  even  reveals  of  Him,  but  in  the 
respect  that  He  transcends  them  He  is  to  us  su- 
perintelligible,  and  we  can  worship  Him  only  as 
He  manifests  Himself  in  and  through  them. 
Through  them, — nature  and  grace, — we  know  He 
is  and  is  infinitely  more  than  they  reveal,  but  it  is 
only  in  them  that  we  as  it  were  touch  Him,  and 
lay  our  heads  on  His  bosom,  or  prostrate  ourselves 
before  Him  and  kiss  His  feet. 
All  things  partake  of  Him,  and  hence  in  all  things 
is  something  sacred  and  divine,  and  this  teaches 
us  that  nothing  is  to  be  contemned  or  despised. 
Something,  if  I  may  speak,  of  God  enters  into 
every  creature,  into  the  animal,  the  plant,  the  min- 
eral, or  as  men  say,  brute  matter.  All  is  instinct 
with  life  and  activity,  and  in  all  life  and  activity 
is  present  the  power  and  goodness,  the  very  be- 
ing of  God,  the  Creator  dnd  Preserver.  Hence 
the  sympathy  of  all  great  Saints  with  the  lower 
creation,  and  the  sort  of  brotherhood  with  man 
which  Saint  Francis  of  Assissium  recognized  in 
animals,  beasts,  birds,  fishes,  and  the  humble 
worm, — a  brotherhood  authorized  by  theprofound- 


est  philosophy  as  well  as  by  the  most  ardent  and 
diflfusive  charity.  In  a  word,  God  is  in  the  worm, 
the  sparrow,  the  lamb,  the  lily,  the  rose,  the  ruby, 
the  diamond,  as  in  man  and  angels,  and  the  true 
lover  of  God  delights  to  trace  Him  in  all  things, 
and  in  all  to  render  Him  homage. 

Out  of  this  profound  truth  that  God  is  every- 
where and  in  every  thing  liave  sprung  all  the 
beautiful  and  graceful  mythologies  of  the  ancient 
Gentile  world.  Tlie  error  of  tho.se  mythologies 
was,  that  they  mistook  the  participant  for  the  par- 
ticipated, or  confounded  the  creature  with  the 
Creator.  Instead  of  seeing  the  one  creative  Di- 
vinity in  every  fountain  and  grove,  they  people 
the  fountain  and  the  grove  with  nymphs  and 
naiads,  dryads,  and  hamodryads,  and  make  every 
existence  a  divinity,  and  worship  the  rivers  and 
the  ocean,  the  winds  and  the  storms,  the  forests 
and  the  mountains,  "  four  footed  beasts  and  creep- 
ing things,"  and  give  to  the  creature,  the  glory  due 
only  to  the  Creator.  The  Gentiles  were  inexcu.sa- 
ble,  they  blinded  themselves,  for  the  true  God 
was  known,  since  the  invisible  things  of  Him,  even 
His  eteiTial  power  and  Godhead,  are  from  the  be- 
ginning of  the  world  clearly  seen,  being  under- 
stood l)y  the  things  that  are  made,  j'et  in  all 
those  mythologies  the  worship  of  nature,  its  vari- 
ous objects,  and  its  generative  and  destiiictive 
forces,  which  gave  birth  to  the  most  obscene  and 
abominaI)le  rites,  were  at  bottom  only  the  persua- 
sion of  the  truth  that  God  is  in  His  works  and  is 
to  be  worshiijed  in  them,  and  the  confusion  of 
the  creature  with  the  Creator.  The  worship  of 
God  in  His  works,  especially  in  His  Saints,  was 
older  than  any  mythology,  as  truth  is  always  older 
than  its  abuse  or  perversion.  At  the  bottom  of 
all  mythologies  and  of  all  idolatries  you  will 
find  Pantheism,  if  you  look  deep  enough. 

Piety,  the  true  religious  spirit,  seeks  God  everj-- 
where  and  in  every  thing,  and  prostrates  itself  in 
worship,  wherever  it  finds  Him.  For  it,  nature, 
as  a  whol(!  and  in  all  its  parts,  is  a  temple  of  the 
Most  High,  filled  with  His  gJietrlnaJi,  or  glory. 
And  in  which  of  His  works  does  He  more  clearly 
reveal  Himself  than  in  His  Saints?  The  Saint  is 
a  far  higher  creation  than  external  nature,  and  a 
single  Saint  is  more  than  the  whole  external  uni- 
verse, for  in  the  Saint  is  completed  the  work  of 
which  nature  is  only  the  initial  part.  The  Saint 
participates  of  God  as  Creator,  Redeemer,  Sancti- 
fier,  and  Glorifier.  He  manifests  God  in  both  His 
works  of  nature  and  of  grace,  in  His  initial  and 
completed  works,  and  is  the  highest  and  most 
perfect  manifestation  of  His  divinity.  How  then, 
without  knowing  Him  in  His  Saints,  are  we 
to  attain  to  our  highest  and  fullest  knowledge  of 
Him?  or  how  without  worshiping  Him  in  His 
Saints,  can  we  give  Him  the  worship  that  is  His 
due,  or  that  fills  and  satisfies  the  heart  of  the 
worshiper  ? 

The  Saint  is  a  man  sanctified,  and  he  is  sanctified 
and  made  a  Saint  by  the  Incarnate  God,  and  the 
humanity, .  hypo.statically  united  to  the  Word  in 
the  incarnation  is  itself,  in  union  wirti  the  Word, 
from  whom  it  is  inseparable,  an  object  of  worship, 
and  we  are  to  worsliip  the  Son  incarnated  as  we 
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worHhip  tho  Father.  Tho  Saint  participates  of 
the  Sou  in  His  humanity  as  it  purticipiitcHof  Hun 
in  His  divinity,  and  thcrd'oru  to  give  a  full  and 
complete  worship  to  the  Sou,  and  to  Oo<l,  we 
must  worship  Him  in  the  Saint,  and  more  especially 
in  her  from  whose  chaste  womb  the  Sucreil  lluman- 
ity  was  taken,  the  Queen  or  most  perfect  of  all 
Saints. 

We  do  not  invoke  the  intercession  of  Saints  be- 
cause they  are  nearer  to  us  than  God,  but  for  a 
reason  which  will  hereafter  be  given.  The  Saints 
are  uot  nearer  to  us  than  Gtxl,  nor  so  near.  They 
are  not  more  coujiMissionate  or  more  readily 
touched  by  our  intirmities,  or  more  disjmsed  to 
aid  us  than  is  God  Hiuiself  They  do  not  and 
cannot  interpose  between  us  and  God,  and  how- 
ever ready  they  may 'be  to  succor  us,  their  readi- 
ness as  their  jwwer  comes  from  God,  and  from 
him  alone.  Nothing  can  be  nearer  to  us  than  God, 
for  in  Him  we  live  and  move  and  have  our  being, 
vieimim,  moremur,  et  gumim.  No  creature  can  be 
more  compa.ssionate  or  ready  to  succor  us  than 
God  Himself,  who  so  loved  us  that  while  Ave  were 
yet  sinners  he  gave  His  only  begotten  Son  to  die 
on  the  cross,  that  we  might  have  eternal  life  and 
not  perish  everlastingly.  He  loves  us  with  an  in- 
finite love,  compassionates  us  with  an  infinite  com- 
passion; no  mother  can  cjire  so  tenderly  for  her 
sucking  child  as  He  cares  for  us,  and  not  even 
Mary  can  so  evidently  desire  our  sidvation  as  He 
does.  We  nmst  never  confound  the  justness  of  a 
practice  with  the  reasons  sometimes  alleged  in 
its  defence. 

The  principle  of  all  Saint-worship  is  primarily 
in  the  fact  that  God  is  really  and  truly  in  His 
works,  in  all  His  work.s,  but  more  especially  in  His 
Saints;  and  He  is  to  be  worshiped  wherever  He 
is,  not  alone  on  Mount  Moriah,  or  on  Blount  Gar- 
izim.  The  only  point  to  be  observetl  is,  that  it  is 
God  in  the  work,  not  the  work  abstracted  from 
Him,  that  must  be  the  real  object  of  worship, 
when  worship  is  taken  in  its  highest  religious 
sense.  The  worship  of  God  in  His  works  in  the 
sense  explained  is  really  the  worship  of  God,  and 
in  no  sense  idolatry,  and  so  long  as  is  clearly  and 
distinctly  preserved  tho  idea  of  creation  it  can 
never  degenerate  into  idolatry.  The  heathens  be- 
came idolators  because  they  lost  the  conception 
of  creation,  and  fell  into  some  form  of  Pantheism, 
and  coufouuded  the  creation  with  the  Creator. 

I  shall,  in  a  future  article,  speak  of  the  relative 
worship  of  the  Saints,  which,  though  it  grows  out 
of  the  worship  of  God  in  His  works,  is  distin- 
guishable from  it.  I  will  only  direct  attention 
now  to  the  new  a.spect  it  gives  to  all  creation, 
when  we  learn  to  connect  them  intimately  with 
the  Creator,  and  to  recognize  the  great  fact  that  He 
is  really  and  truly  in  them,  and  that  in  them  all 
we  may  see  Him,  love  Him,  and  worship  Him.  If 
I  am  right  in  mj  view,  the  coolest  philosophy 
comes  to  defend  and  justify  the  mast  ardent  and 
diffusive  piety,  and  to  prove  that  a  Saint  Francis 
of  Assisium,  in  his  most  extravagant  sympathy 
with  all  created  things,  only  proved  that  his  mind 
and  soul  lived  in  the  medium  of  the  highest  and 
divinest  truth.    All  Thy  works,  O  God,  partake 


of  Thee,  and  in  Thee  are  8acre<l,  holy,  divine, 
glorious,  and  truly  with  Thy  lorelinew  and  glory. 


Notre  Dame  de  Tontos  Graoes. 

'Tis  sweet  to  sit  at  evening  hour. 

When  day's  long  task  is  o'er. 
In  the  quiet  of  Goil's  holy  house, 

'Mid  shadows  old  and  hoar. 
To  watch  the  light  on  Mauy's  face 

Grow  dim  and  fade  away. 
Her  gracious  smile  reflecting  back 

The  last  farewell  of  day. 

And  ever  as  the  shadows  flit 

Around  that  form  of  grace, 
The  lone  heart  loves  to  ponder  on 

Her  goodness  to  our  race. 
Her  mercies  to  enumerate. 

Her  love,  her  tender  care, 
Iler  pitying  kindness  unto  those 

Who  else  might  well  desi)air. 

How  thrills  the  world-worn,  weary  heart 

When  whi.sp'ring  soft  and  low. 
Those  titles  to  Our  Lady  given ! 

In  the  ages  long  ago. 
Those  wortls  of  love,  and  hope  and  pride. 

And  gratitude,  and  trust. 
That  reach'd  her  throne  in  Heaven  above 

From  hearts  that  now  are  dust. 

They  called  her  Help  of  ChrUAiam, 

Our  Jyult/  of  Oood  Aid, 
Motlier  of  Mercy,  Powerful  Virgin^ 

Refuge  of  shmens  made  ; 
Mirror  of  Ju .it  ice,  Gate  of  Heaven, 

Star  of  life's  «tormy  sea. 
Ark  of  the  Covenant,  C'au-se  of  our  Joy, 

Crown  of  all  things  that  be. 

Scat  of  icisdom.  Mystical  Rose, 

Resplendent  House  of  Gold, 
Health  of  the  \cenk.  Most  Faithful  Virgin, 

Treasure  of  love  untold. 
Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary, 

Our  Sweetne«8  and  Our  Hope, 
Star  of  the  Morning,  brightest  orb. 

Of  Heaven's  crystal  cope. 

What  Maky  was  to  them  of  old, 

She  is  to  us  to-day, 
The  beacon-star  that  cheers  our  path 

With  Heaven's  own  silver  ray. 
Our  advocate,  our  anchor  sure. 

The  ladder  by  Jacob  seen, 
On  Bethel's  plain,  when  earth  was  young, 

Ere  empires  yet  had  been. 

Most  venerable,  yet  ever  young. 

Most  mighty,  yet  most  meek, — 
Higher  than  heavenly  thrones  and  pow'rs. 

Yet  lisping  infants  speak 
To  thee  tneir  little  hopes  and  wants. 

And  thou  dost  bend  to  hear ; — 
Oh !  Mary,  Queen  of  Heaven  and  earth. 

Our  Mother  ever  dear  1 

Queen  of  fair  l>te,  of  pity  too, — 
Fair  lUy  wUhottt  stain. 
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Most  pure,  most  chaste,  most  amiable, 

None  sue  to  thee  in  viiin. 
When  eloucls  are  darkest  round  our  imth 

We  turn  to  thy  sweet  face, 
And  there  tind  light  ineffable, 

Oh  !  Lady  of  all  Grace  ! 
RocK-\WAY,  L.  I.,  October,  1865, 

THE  DEAD— Suffering  and  Forsaken. 

[The  following  touching  and  eloquent  pages  are 
from  the  celelirated  preacher  of  Notre  Dame,  in 
Paris,  Father  Felix,  the  worthy  successor  of  La- 
cordaire  and  Ravignan.  As  an  orator  he  is  even 
considered  their  superior.] 

The  great  interest  which  excites  your  charity 
for  the  souls  in  Purgatory  is  undoubtedly  the  in- 
terest you  feel  in  their  sufferings.  In  the  depth 
of  the  human  heart  God  has  placed  kindness ;  ev- 
eiT  suffering  being  is,  to  it,  an  object  of  interest ; 
for  the  characteristic  of  kindness  is,  to  feel  for  all 
sufi'ering. 

But  if,  at  tbe  creation,  God  placed  in  our 
hearts  an  impression  of  His  kindness.  He,  in  like 
manner,  when  the  sin  of  man  disordered  His 
work,  dropped  into  them  the  mysteiy  of  sorrow. 
There  is  not  a  heart  on  earth,  be  appearances  what 
they  may,  that  does  not  silently  carry  this  mys- 
tery of  life,  expressed  by  the  Avord  suffering.  If 
this  word  has  become  tlie  most  eloquent  of  all 
words,  and  the  being  who  suffers  the  most  inter- 
esting of  all  beings,  it  is  because  nothing  that 
ever  existed  has  been  so  well  understood. 
Therefore  it  seems  to  me  that  your  hearts,  being 
already  disposed  to  interest  themselves  in  suffer- 
ing whenever  they  may  meet  it,  have  this  moment 
asked  me,  Avith  religious  emotion,  "  Father,  what 
do  the  brothers  we  have  lost  suffer  in  Purgatory  ? 
Tell  us  ;  for  our  heart,  which  is  interested  because 
it  loves,  longs  not  only  to  Aveej)  but  also  to  com- 
miserate, to  solace  and  to  aid."  What  do  the 
souls  in  Purgatory  suffer  ?  To  this  question  I  reply 
with  one  word,  which  alone  is  sufficient  to  move 
your  souls  and  affect  your  hearts:  Jire,  the  pain  of 
of  fire!  I  need  not  invoke  the  voices  of  au- 
thority which  proclaim  the  pain  of  fire  in  Purga- 
tory :  it  is  the  unanimous  affirmation  of  all  the 
great  Doctors  of  the  Churcli ;  and  Saints  Am- 
brose, Augustin,  Gregory,  Thomas,  and  all  the 
others,  the  enumeration  of  whose  names  would  be 
too  long,  have  but  one  voice  on  this  point.  I 
speak  to  a  pious  audience,  avIio  never  dream  of 
contesting  it,  and  you  will  readily  believe  me  when 
I  say  that  on  this  subject  I  have  interrogated  Chris- 
tian tradition  and  the  Doctors  who  are  the  wit- 
nesses of  it ;  I  have  interrogated  the  faith  and 
instinct  of  Catholic  nations,  the  ever  faithful  and 
living  echoes  of  the  voice  of  God ;  and  from  every 
side  came  the  same  reply,  full  of  salutary  fear  and 
profound  interest  for  you — the  pain  of  fire !  At 
this  moment  I  am  seized  with  a  religious  emo- 
tion, as  I  lean  over  the  edge  of  the  abyss,  and 
hear  the  groanings  from  the  soul  and  the  heart  of 
those  I  love.  I  seem  to  hear  those  plaintive  voices 
crying  to  me  from  the  depths  of  Purgatory,  as 
Dives  from  the  depths  of  hell :  "  I  am  tormented 


in  this  flame :  Cru^ior  in  haeflamma."  And  be- 
fore this  torment,  which  we  can  scarcely  imagine, 
of  which  all  the  sufferings  of  the  earth,  according 
to  the  holy  Fathers,  cannot  give  us  even  a  faint 
idea,  I  feel  impelled  to  ask  you,  who  believe  with 
me  in  the  existence  of  this  fire,  and  who  fear 
not  to  mass  upon  yourselves  these  expiating  flames 
by  your  daily  sins — who  among  you  could  dwell 
in  these  devouring  flames?  Terrible  fire!  whose 
ardor,  it  is  true,  is  not  eternal,  but  whose  intensi- 
ty punishes,  according  to  Saint  Thomas,  like  the 
fire  of  hell.  Quis  poterit  hahitare  de  vohis  cum  igne 
devorante.  Not  by  the  door  of  your  senses,  but,  above 
all,  by  the  door  of  your  hearts,  I  wish  to  penetrate 
with  yoii  to  the  very  depths  of  Purgatory ;  for 
your  heart  is  also  an  abyss  of  suffering,  which  cor- 
responds to  the  abyss  we  wish  to  enter. 

On  earth,  what  causes  greatest  pain  to  the  hu- 
man heart  ?  One  word  will  tell :  forced  sep- 
aration from  what  it  loves.  Interrogate  your  own 
heart  on  the  intimate  mystery  of  its  sufferings ; 
ask  it,  as  David  asked  his  moaning  heart :  Why 
art  thou  sad  and  why  dost  thou  trouble  me? 
Qiuire  tristis  es,  et  quare  conturhns  me?  Listen  to 
its  answer ;  its  every  throb  replies :  I  am  sad  be- 
cause I  sufter,  and  I  suffer  because  I  am  separated ; 
between  me  and  my  love  I  feel  a  barrier  which 
repels  me ;  I  sufter  with  all  the  force  of  a  love 
condemned  to  devour  itself;  I  cany  in  this  love, 
that  gnaws  in  silence,  a  tonnent  which  it  alone 
can  comprehend ;  and  in  this  flame,  far  keener 
than  material  fire,  I  also  cry  CruciorinhncJiammM. 

Survey  the  long  chain  of  suffering  which  or- 
dinarily composes  the  series  of  our  day's,  examine 
the  desolate  region  where  sighs  answ(;r  sighs,  then 
penetrate  to  the  dej^ths  of  humanity  in  order  to 
find  the  deepest  root  of  the  desolations  which  you 
encounter  on  the  surface — beneath  all  sufferings 
and  all  lamentations,  as  we  find  the  substance  below 
the  jihenomena,  you  will  find  the  cause  of  all 
lamentation,  the  explanation  of  all  suffering,  in  a 
love  tormented  by  separation.  What  we  call  the 
groaning  of  the  soul  or  the  sigh  of  the  heart  is 
but  the  Aveeping  A'oice  of  this  love,  calling  a 
union  that  does  not  yet  exist,  regretting  a  past 
union  or  despairing  of  ever  again  finding  a  union 
Avhich  cannot  be  restored.  This  may  assist  you 
to  understand  Avhat  the  souls  of  our  brothers  suf- 
fer in  Purgatory.  They  carried  to  the  other 
world  a  love  of  which  all  the  love  of  earth  is 
scarcely  a  figure,  the  love  of  Jesus  Christ ;  this 
love  became  their  whole  life,  and  at  the  same  time 
their  punishment,  because  they  suffer  a  separation 
that  all  the  separations  of  earth  could  ncA'er  make 
us  comprehend.  Even  here  below,  where  the 
love  of  Jesus  Christ  hides  from  us  the  best  part  of 
the  happiness  He  has  prepared  for  us,  I  have  en- 
countered hearts  all  bleeding  from  the  wound  of 
this  love,  when  Jesus  beloved,  in  the  hour  of  trial, 
seemed  to  hide  Himself  from  their  desires.  Souls 
of  our  brothers,  you  who  know*in  that  other  life 
all  the  mystery  of  suffering  from  Avhich  nothing 
can  now  Avithdraw  your  thoughts — ah  tell  us  by 
sighs  which  we  can  hear  what  it  is  to*love  as  you 
love,  and  to  be  separated  as  you  are  separated  ! 

But  if  the  souls  in  Purgatory  cannot  tell  us  by 
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words  what  tlioy  suflfcr,  you  at  It-nst,  who  know 
the  purgatory  of  this  valley  of  tears,  you,  who  un- 
fl('n*tan»l  better  by  the  realities  of  life,  than  l)y  the 
deHuition.H  of  philosophers,  what  it  is  to  Hu£fer,  ail 
give  unto  truth  the  testimony  of  the  heart !  If  I 
ask  you  what,  upon  eartli,  is  tlie  hest  type  and 
person ifiention  of  suffering,  it  seems  to  me  that 
y<»ur  lieart  itself  would  reply — exile,  the  orphan, 
the  prisoner  and  the  widow ;  these  are,  in  every 
situation  and  under  every  form,  love  violently 
8eparate<l,  and  this  irrepand)le  separation  causes 
a  wound  that  (•:innot  he  lieale(f.  Ah,  you  are 
right;  th«'se  are  in  reality  the  true  sullerers  of 
earth,  and  thes*'  types  of  terrestrial  sufli-ring 
may  aid  us  to  paint  in  our  hearts  the  sufferings  of 
Purgatory. 

The  prisoner  is  suffering  realized.  Prisoners 
understand  this  well.  linprisonn)ent,  when  com- 
plete, solitary,  har>h  an<l  long,  is  a  terrible  tor- 
ture! Alone  with  your  thouglits,  your  love  and 
your  sorrow;  alone,  far  from  the  light,  wIkksc;  rays 
no  longer  visit  you  ;  far  from  men,  who  no  longer 
know  you  ;  far  from  hearts  that  no  longer  pity 
you;  there,  between  four  walls,  with  no  compan- 
ion save  solitude,  darknes.s,  silence  and  weariness, 
— .'suffering,  still  to  suffer,  always  to  suffer, — mea.s- 
uring  the  time  by  sighs,  as  the  pendulum  by  its  os- 
cillations,— O  tell  me,  can  you  comprehend  this 
torture  y 

Listen  to  an  hi.storical  trait,  more  eloquent 
than  a  long  discourse.  A  man  had  sighed  away 
many  years  in  a  well  known  prison.  One  day, 
weary  of  suffering.  Ire  conceived  a  liope  of  release. 
There  was  a  woman  in  those  day.s,  who.se  influence 
was  great  enough  and  her  hand  strong  enough  to 
break  tlie  jjrisoner's  chains  and  set  him  free.  Be- 
hold, says  the  historian,  in  what  eloquent  terms 
the  unhappy  man  made  his  ajipeal :  "Madame, 
the  25th  of  this  month,  1760,  I  have,  suffered  one 
hunilred  thou.sand  hours,  and  there  still  remain 
two  hundred  thousand  hours  for  me  to  suffer." 

I  know  not  whether  the  heart  of  this  woman 
was  sufficiently  hard  to  resist  this  eloquence,  but  it 
seems  to  me  im|K>ssible  for  him  to  express  more 
in  so  few  words:  /  hnre  mijfered  one  hu mired 
thoumnd  hours/  and  tico  hum/red  thousand  Mtill 
remain  to  Hu ff'er  !  He  had  counted  them  all !  Yes, 
as  you  might  count,  one  by  one,  the  ticking  of 
the  cl(K-k  during  the  long  »'eary  night  when  suf- 
fering drives  sleep  away. 

If  such  can  be  the  sufferings  of  prisoners  on 
earth,  what  shall  we  .say  of  prisoners  in  the  in- 
visible world?  Who  will  tell  us  of  the  duration 
of  time  they  suffer?  for  we  do  not  measure  the 
duration  of  time  as  it  passes,  but  as  we  feel  it 
pass ;  and  the  slowness  of  its  passage  increa.ses  in 
proportion  to  the  pains  we  suffer.  This  is 
why,  for  the  souls  in  Purgatory,  minutes  are  long 
days,  days  are  long  years,  and  years  are  ages  that 
seem  unending.  A  Religious,  after  his  death, 
appeared  to  one  of  his  Brothers,  and  revealed 
to  him  that  three  days  passed  in  Purgatory 
seemed  to  him  longer  than  three  thousand  years. 
Another,  having  in  an  extraordinary  state  experi- 
enced the  torture  of  Purgatory,  merely  from 
matins  until  dawn,  felt  persuaded  that  he  suffered 


during  one  hundred  and  fifty  years.  Tluis  these 
prisoners  in  Purgjitory,  far  more  than  earthly 
priwmers,  count  the  long  hours  that  so  slowly  pass, 
and  in  their  sufferings  they  seem  cndlew. 

There  is  another  type  of  suffering,  still  more 
touching.  It  is  the  Aviilow ;  I  mean  the  true  widow ; 
she  who  loved  much,  loved  but  one,  and  loved  for- 
ever! A  broken  life,  a  severed  life,  of  which 
death  has  taken  the  half,  leaving  in  the  torn  por- 
tion on  earth  a  jjrofound  wound  which  Jesus 
Christ  alone  will  be  able  to  heal  in  Heaven.  Ah  ! 
this  widow,  so  afHicted  and  lonely;  this  widow, 
whom  sorrow  clothes  in  mourning  and  darkens 
the  light  of  her  days,  is  (me  of  the  niost  impress- 
ive iuiages  ofsuffering  that  nature  can  give ;  and  the 
artist  who  wishes  to  touch  the  heart  can  prmlucc 
nothing  more  affecting  than  the  widow  mourn- 
ing with  an  inconsolable  sorrow  a  spouse  who 
can  never  be  restored.  Now  if  widowh<H)d  so 
rends  the  heart,  inflicting  wounds  so  shaq)  and 
deej),  what,  I  beseech  you  to  tell  me,  will  be  the 
anguish  of  the  widow  of  Jesus  Chri.st,  the  widow 
of  God?  You  cannot  ignore  that;  the  just  soul  con- 
tracts, even  in  time,  with  Jesus  Christ,  Man-God, 
the  mo.st  real  and  intimate  of  all  nuptials,  so  that 
the  life  of  the  soul  which  has  espouse<l  Jesus 
Christ,  and  the  life  of  Je.sus  Christ  who  has  es- 
poused this  -soul,  are  no  longer  two  lives,  but  one 
single  life;  and  every  Christian  who  understands 
the  mystery  of  this  ilivine  unitm  may  exclaim,  in 
the  easta.sy  of  his  happiness:  "I  live  now,  not  I, 
but  Christ  liveth  in  me  :  Viw  autem  jam  non  ego, 
vicit  cero  in  int  C'hri«ti/)f." 

In  suffering,  there  is  something  sadder  than  .suf- 
fering itself:  abandonment.  To  suffer  and  And 
some  one  to  .symparliize,  to  be  interested,  to  com- 
passi(mate, — this  is  not  the  saddest  suffering;  but 
to  suffer,  and  realize  that  no  one  .shares  our  suf- 
fering by  a  .sentiment,  a  thought,  or  a  tear — to 
suffer  and  And  no  consolation — this  is  torture 
multiplied  by  torture.  This  it  was  that  drew 
from  Job,  seaited  in  his  misery,  and  fnmi  Jeremia)}, 
weeping  over  the  ruins  of  Jerusjdem,  their  most 
mournful  lamentations.  After  the  sighs  from  the 
heart  of  Jesus,  never  was  there  any  to  compare 
with  theirs.  Now  the  most  profound  lamenta- 
tion of  Job  and  Jercmias  was — I  have  sought  a 
con.soler,  and  I  have  not  found  one  :  Qutvuivi  con- 
solnntitn  nu;  et  non  inrcni.  Job  and  Jeremias 
represent  humanity ;  she  also  has  no  comphiint 
more  1  titter  than  the  cry  of  her  abandonment. 
And  this  it  is  that  gives  the  sorrows  of  Purgatory 
a  sovereign  interest  and  the  most  legitimate  com- 
passion ;  their  sorrows  are  the  most  forsaken  of 
all  sorrows ;  they  can  truly  say,  in  the  terrible 
reality  of  their  abandonment :  They  have  lieard 
the  voice  of  my  groaning,  and  among  thenj  there 
is  no  one  to  console  me — Audierunt  quia  ingemiitco 
ego,  et  non  cut  qui  conMoletur  me. 

The  Pagan  poets  say  that  when  the  dead  leave 
this  life,  they  drink,  in  the  waters  of  Lethl!,  for- 
getfulness  of  the  living.  This  is  but  Action  :  be- 
hold the  reality.  It  cannot  bo  expressed  nor 
heard  without  sadness;  nevertheless  it  must  be 
said,  because  there  are  always  some  for  whom  the 
proclamation  of  this  truth  is  salutary — it  is  not 
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the  dead  who  forget  the  living,  but  the  living 
who  forget  the  dead  !  This  is  tlie  sorrowful  and 
remarkable  fact,  which  we  must  first  present  to 
ycnir  charity  and  submit  to  your  meditations  be- 
fore characterizing  and  stigmatizing  it  as  it  de- 
serves. 

Have  you  ever  reflected  on  this  phenomenon, — 
so  desolating  for  our  dear  deceased  brethren,  so 
humiliating  for  \is,—fargetfulnens  of  the  dead? 
For  myself,  I  confess  it  often  inspires  me  with 
the  gravest  and  most  sorrowful  thoughts.  When 
I  reflect  on  the  place  which  the  dead  hold  in  the 
memory  of  the  living,  I  can  but  say  :  Is  it  possible 
we  will  so  soon  be  forgotten !  Alas,  Ave  vainly 
seek  to  deceive  ourselves  on  this  point ;  forgctful- 
ness  is  the  sad  inheritance  which  our  life  be- 
queaths to  our  death.  When  the  face  of  man  dis- 
appears from  oursight,  his  memory  passes  swiftly 
from  our  soul ;  so  swiftly  that  we  forget  even 
those  we  loved  the  most.  This  forgetfulness  we 
cannot  believe  when  the  last  farewell  is  said, 
and  our  soul,  overwhelmed  with  sorrow,  promises 
itself  a  consolation  in  this  immortal  remembrance. 
When  we  hold  in  our  hand  the  hand  of  him  who  is 
leaving  us,  Avhen  his  last  words  to  us  fall  on  our 
ear,  "  At  least  you,  my  brother,  will  never  forget 
me?"  " I  forget yovi !  oh  never !  never !  rather  die 
myself  than  ever  forget  you  ! "  But  alas  for  this 
poor  heart  of  ours!  all  things  pass  from  it;  all, 
even  to  the  sentiments  which  fornt  its  individual 
life.  While  the  stroke  of  death  still  rings  in  our 
ear,  and  our  heart  bleeds  from  the  recent  wounds 
it  inflicted,  Ave  remember.  But  time  marches  on — 
a  fcAV  steps  ;  the  remembrance  and  the  sorrow  be- 
gin to  grow  faint ;  the  train  of  life  brings  other 
relations  and  new  aff"ections.  Time  still  marches 
on,  and  Ave  dream  of  a  new  existence,  Avhere  the 
dead  will  be  no  more  needed ;  a  step  farther,  and 
already  Ave  are  quite  accustomed  to  do  Avithout 
them.  Now,  when  one  is  no  longer  necessary  for  the 
happiness  of  others  here  below,  in  A'ain  may  he 
hope  to  live  in  the  memory ;  and,  under  this  head, 
there  are  many  living  who  are  already  dead. 

Sometimes  the  grass  has  not  grown  over  our 
grave,  and  already  new  friendships  take  root  in 
the  hearts  that  so  bitterly  wept  over  us,  effacing, 
little  by  little,  all  memories,  until  they  finally 
disappear  forever.  Around  your  last  sigh,  per- 
haps, there  Avill  be  the  sound  of  weeping,  re- 
grets, and  praises ;  but  as  the  strokes  of  the  bell 
which  toll  your  reqviem  grow  fainter  and  fainter 
in  the  distance  until  lost  in  silence,  so  the  supreme 
noise  of  your  life,  echoing  in  your  death,  will  soon 
be  heard  no  more.  So  it  is :  while  our  bodies, 
crumbling  to  dust,  are  confounded  with  a  thousand 
other  things  already  pulverized,  our  memory,  lit- 
tle by  little,  is  confounded  with  the  forgotten 
generations ;  then  silence  complete !  and  of  all 
the  sounds  that  come  borne  on  all  the  winds  of 
Heaven  thefe  will  not  be  one  to  tell  that  we  ever 
existed.  Silence  everyAvhere!  even  in  the  lit- 
tle corner  of  the  world  where  we  passed  our  lives 
the  same  silence  reigns.  Alas,  this  is  true ;  there 
even  your  name  will  no  longer  fall  upon  the  ear ; 
never  more  will  it  excite  the  interest  of  your  suc- 
cessors nor  enter  into  their  conversations. 


Do  you  think  I  exaggerate  ?  Ah  !  if  we  could 
recall  to  life  some  of  those  souls  Avho  many  years 
ago  left  us,  carrying  with  them  the  supreme  conso- 
lation of  our  promises  of  everlasting  remem- 
brance ;  or,  rather,  if  God  permitted  them  to  re- 
turn, in  order  to  hear  the  noise  caused  by  the 
sound  of  their  names  in  the  very  place  on  earth 
where  all  their  love  and  hai)piness  Avas  centred — 
what,  I  ask  you,  would  they  hear  ?  Yes ;  if  they 
came,  invisible  witnesses,  to  listen  to  the  voices 
around  your  Avinter  fire-sides,  tell  me  how  many 
times  Avould  they  hear  theirnames  introduced  amid 
the  various  themes  of  your  long  conversations? 
Alas !  after  listening  evening  after  evening  to  these 
discourses,  Avliere  no  mention  is  ever  made  of  them, 
they  would  return  to  the  abyss  Avith  one  additional 
anguish,  and  inconsolable  would  be  their  ciy :  "Ah, 
it  is  past — forever  past !  They  have  all  forgotten 
me ;  not  even  a  remembrance  left  to  bind  me  to 
earth  !  Forgotten  everyAvhere  !  All  my  life  for- 
gotten— not  a  Avord  to  recall  it !  Forgotten  in 
my  name,  which  no  one  mentions ;  forgotten  in 
my  grave,  Avhich  no  one  visits ;  forgotten  in  my 
death,  over  Avhich  no  more  tears  are  shed ;  forgot- 
ten even  at  the  fire-side,  Avherc  no  one  remembers 
me ;  forgotten  in  the  hearts  of  my  friends,  not  one 
of  A\'hom  Aveeps  for  me ;  forgotten  in  the  east,  for- 
gotten in  the  Avest,  forgotten  throughout  the 
Avorld,  forgotten  everywhere !" 

In  spite  of  our  farew^ells  so  full  of  lamentations, 
in  spite  of  our  protestations  so  full  of  tenderness, 
in  spite  of  our  declarations  of  everlasting  remem- 
brance, behold  they  all  end  in  universal  forgetful- 
ness of  the  dead ! 

Ah,  I  knoAV  to  the  universality  of  this  forgetful- 
ness there  are  some  exceptions ;  we  meet  hearts 
carrying  an  ever-bleeding  wound  and  remem- 
brance, a  regret  that  cannot  die,  Avho  make  the 
sorroAV  itself  a  protection  for  the  cherished  mem- 
ory ;  but  tinith  forces  us  to  say  that  these  are  the 
exceptions. 

When  time  has  Avorn  out  the  chain  of  sorrow 
which  unites  us  to  our  brothers  by  our  most  ten- 
der fibres,  neither  our  faith  nor  charity  are  strong 
enough  to  assure  them  of  a  perpetual  remem- 
brance in  our  hearts  or  to  guarantee  our  devoted- 
ness ;  and  we  may  as  a  general  thing  say,  of 
such  a  man,  who  not  Igng  ago  received  so  much 
glory  and  perhaps  so  much  love,  he  has  passed, 
and  even  his  memory  has  not  been  able  to  survive 
him.  For  him  no  one  now  exists  on  earth ;  no 
one  aids  him,  no  one  prays  for  him,  no  one  even 
remembers  him !  No  one  ?  Ah,  I  am  mistaken ; 
there  is  a  heart  on  earth  which  never  forgets, 
which  ever  remembers,  and  prays  without  ceas- 
ing ;  a  heart  ready  every  hour  to  come  to  the  help 
of  the  abandoned  dead:  it  is  the  heart  of  the 
Catholic  Church.  Ah,  she  is  the  mother  of  the 
children  who  combat  on  earth,  mother  also  of  her 
children  who  suffer  in  Purgatory,  and  the  lamen- 
tations of  the  one  and  the  other,  in  her  feeling 
and  compassionate  heart  ever  find  an  echo. 

If  you  doubt  it,  you  have  but  to  \09ik.  at  her,  to 
listen  to  her,  in  these  days  of  universal  requiems, 
when  she  gives  her  children  of  the  two  worlds 
rendezvous  in  her  own  heart — in  this  incompara- 
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hie  festival,  8o  well  nanie«l  by  the  Church  the 
('ommeinorittion  of  All  Souls.  On  this  day  whiit 
mournin<r  in  her  vestments,  what  sighs  in  lier 
voice,  aml^  what"  tears  in  her  heart  I  Now  she 
speaks  to  her  desolate  sons  in  Purgatory  :  lie  eon- 
soled,  my  children  ;  be  consoled.  If  your  friends 
no  longer  pray  for  you,  if  you  are  forgotten  by 
all,  I  shall  always  pniy  for  y«)U,  I  shall  not  forget 
you.  1  am  the  Mother,  and  for  you  I  shall  siK-ak 
to  those  who  forget  the  lamentations  of  my  love. 
I  shall  call  your  bn^thers  and  sisters  into  my 
hou.se,  to  obtain  by  their  tears,  prayers  and  merits 
solace  tor  your  sutferings  and  to  ha.sten  the  day  of 
your  deliverance;  and  when  they  arrive,  I  shall 
send  my  priest  as  an  angel  of  memory  and  con.so- 
lation ;  in  his  heart  1  will  jjlace  my  sorrow  and 
yours;  to  his  voice  I  will  give  my  accents,  and  I 
will  say  to  him — Go,  my  .'»on,  move  by  thy  voice 
the  heaVtsof  thy  living  brothers  for  the  sufferings 
of  thy  dead  brothers.  Sjjcak  loud  in  proj)ortion 
n«  the  silence  is  ])rofound  around  their  toml)s; 
thou  wilt  ])lead  the  cause  of  the  greatest  suffer- 
ings. Speak  loud  ;  fear  not  to  say  to  the  living, 
who  .so  cruelly  forget  their  torments,  what  it  is  to 
abandon  the  dead  ;  tell  them  that  this  voluntary 
forgetfulness  is  inhuman,  uufrateriuil. 

Then,  since  my  mother  commands  the  words, 
severe  though  tlu-y  i>e,  I  nuist  speak  them  to  my 
brethren.  Yes  it  is  inhuman  to  abandon  the 
dead.  For  this  forgetfulness  I  know  you  .seek 
excuses  in  the  preocrupations,  solicitudes  and  dis- 
tractions of  life.  Ailmitthem  all,  yet  I  maintain 
that  in  this  forgetfulness  an<lal)an(h)nment  by  those 
who  believe  with  us  in  the  poNsibility  of  aiding 
them  there  is  s<imething  inhuman.  VVhy,jny  l)n)th- 
ers,  you  ask  me,  why  y  (for  you  arc  not  in.sensible 
to  this  reproach  of  iiduimanity.)  I  have  but  one 
reason  to  give;  i>ecause  these  souls  in  Purgatory, 
so  .suffering  ami  s<i  abandoned,  are  nulically 
powerless  to  aid  themselves.  On  the  earth,  even 
under  our  greatest  trials,  we  have  not  an  .sdea 
of  a  similar  situaticm.  The  miserable  being 
abandoned  by  all  the  world  can  still  tind  some 
resource  in  himself;  if  his  right  hand  is  useless 
he  can  u.se  his  left ;  if  they  both  fail,  his  heart 
yet  remains  as  a  refuge  where  God  is  ever  wait- 
ing for  him.  There  he  can  turn  every  sigh 
into  an  act  of  love,  evciy  pain  into  an  act  of 
sacrifice,  and  all  his  tears  of  time  into  treasures  for 
eternity. 

But  to  suffer,  ever  to  suffer,  and  to  know 
these  sufferings  are  imjwtent;  to  shed  tears 
of  fire,  and  to  feel  that  under  the  burning  rain 
of  these  tears  nothing  can  germinate,  that  suf- 
fering succeeds  suffering  until  the  hour  of  jus- 
tice ;  after  having  c«Hinted  the  moments  and 
weighed  the  tortures,  .still  forced  to  say  (as  a  cap- 
tive who  cannot  advance  the  hour  nor  open  his 
prison,)  I  can  do  nothing,  absolutely  nothing  for 
my  deliverance ! ! 

There  is  a  place  more  deserted  than  all  the 
deserts  of  the  world,  a  rock  more  arid  than  the 
most  arid  rocks,  a  rock  inflamed  with  the  fires  of 
justice,  on  which  our  dead  brethren  have  been 
thrown  by  the  shipwreck  of  life:  there,  standing  on 
that  desolate  shore,  far  away  from  thia  world  which 


they  so  lately  left  in  the  midst  of  our  tears,  with 
arms  e.xtended,'from  the  darkness  around  them  as- 
cends to  us  their  cry  :  Oh  you  who  jwi.ss  on  the  sea 
of  life,  where  not  long  ago  we  sailed  with  you, 
stop  and  see  if  there  is  a  sorrow  like  unto  our 
sorrow,  a  sorrow  .so  cfmipletely  forgotten,  a  8f>r- 
row  more  solitary,  more  aban«loncd :  0  wm  qui 
trntutitin,  (ittftii/itr  rt  riiletf  */  rut  dolor  strut  dolor 
meiiA.  And  who  are  thost-  beings  so  cruelly  almn- 
doned  ?  Were  they  but  njcn,  would  not  this  title 
be  sufficient  to  touch  our  heart  at  the  sight  of 
their  sufiVring?  Hut  tliey  are  our  brothers;  and 
if  to  aban<lon  the  dead  is  inhiuuan,  because  they 
arc  nu-n,  to  al)an<lon  the  dead  who  are  our  broth- 
ers is  unfraternal  ;  for  they  are  our  brothers  in 
the  faith  and  l)y  bhMxl 

Among  all  those  voices  who  groan  so  plaintively 
and  .sorrowfully,  do  you  not  distinguish  «mje 
which  speak  njore  elfK|uently  to  your  heart?  Ah, 
l):ird()n  me  if  by  these  words  I  oj)en  wounds 
which  time  has  not  yet  healed.  God  is  my  wit- 
ness that  in  opening  your  hearts  my  only  wish  is 
to  dniw  from  them  treasures  of  affection,  benefits 
and  aid  for  those  you  love.  Ti-ll  me,  do  you  not 
ri'cogni/e  the  sighing  of  that  voice  ?  Ah  it  is  the 
same  who.se  days  you  would  have  prolonged  at 
the  sacrifice  (jf  your  own;  he  whose  every  moan 
in  the  death-.struggle  was  a  sword  to  your"  heart  ; 
he  whom  you  clasped  in  your  arms  to  save,  as  it 
were,  from  death;  whose  dying  hand  youcla.sped. 
Yes,  that  cold  hand  you  then  pressed  in  yours 
is  now  extended  to  ynu,  all  burning  with  the 
fires  of  justice,  and,  raising  it  aljove  the  flam- 
ing lake  which  devours  him,  he  cries  to  you 
— A  hand,  a  helping  hand,  my  l»rotlier,  and  1  am 
saved.  Where,  then,  are  you  whom  I  have  .so 
often  called  l)y  the  sweet  name  of  brother,  sister, 
friend?  You  sought  to  keep  me  on  earth  with 
you,  and  yet  in  prolonging  my  life  wouhl  you  not 
merely  have  prolonged  my  exile?  But  to-day,  in 
coming  to  my  aid.  see,  you  snatih  me  from  these 
burning  flames;  you  give  me  Heaven,  God,  eter- 
nity. Come,  then,  O  brother,  O  sister,  O  son,  O 
niother — come  with  your  prayers,  come  with  your 
good  work.s,  come  with  your  devotedness.  Soul, 
beloved  of  my  soul,  how  long  have  I  waited  for 
you  ;  I  had  but  you,  and  now  you  come  not !  You 
wish  that,  day  by  day,  hour  by  hour,  minute  by 
minute,  my  love  should  bear  alone  the  weight  of 
justice,  and  you  condemn  me  to  pay  by  ages  of  tor- 
ture what  you  could  acquit  by  a  day  of  sacrifice. 
And  yet  you  loved  me ;  you  wept  at  my  funeral 
and  shed  tears  over  my  grave,  and  to-day  you 
never  dream  of  pouring  over  these  flamcsthe  cool- 
ing streams  of  prayer  or  the  more  .salutary  streams 
of  the  Precious  Bloo<i  daily  shed  to  ojx'n  Heaven. 
What  has  l)ecome  of  your  heart?  Where  is  your 
tendenicss?  Does  the  blood  which  united  as  in 
one  life,  the  love  which  l)ound  us  in  the  same 
happiness,  no  longer  exist  ? 

Ah  Christians,  if  we  knew  that  at  this  mo- 
ment, while  I  am  speaking  to  you,  our  father  or 
our  mother,  our  brother  or  our  friend,  was  burn- 
ing in  flames,  and  that  their  deliverance  rested 
with  us  alone,  would  m'c  not  rush  to  their  assist- 
ance ;  would  we  hesitate  to  bum  our  hands,  or  fear 
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the  scorcliing  of  tlie  fire  ?  No,  a  thousand  times 
no ;  and  if  selfishness  could  check  us  for  a  mo- 
ment, by  what  names  should  we  be  called  ?  I 
swear  to  you  on  my  heart,  the  most  barbarous  man 
in  existence  could  not  hesitate  an  instant. 

Some  years  ago,  in  aneigh boring  country,  a  fright- 
ful crime  was  committed  which  shocked  all  hearts 
and  revolted  nature.  A  young  man,  hardened  by 
crimes,  had  the  barbarity  to  plot  with  an  in- 
famous assjvssin  against  the  life  of  his  own  mother, 
and  when  the  two  monsters  endeavored  to  stran- 
gle her  l)y  throwing  her  into  a  pond  of  muddy 
Avater,  the  unfortunate  woman  struggled  in  the 
water  and  extended  her  arms  toward  her  assassins. 
The  stranger  pushed  her  from  the  bank  to  which 
she  clung ;  but  the  son,  wretch  though  he  was, 
when  he  saw  his  mother  extend  toward  him  those 
arms  that  had  so  often  carried  him,  felt  his  feroc- 
ity vanquished  l)y  nature  ;  he  stretched  forth  his 
hand  to  save  her,  but  his  infamous  accomiDlicc 
plunged  her  again  into  the  water,  where  she  per- 
ished ! 

Pardon  this  barbarous  recital,  but  it  jjaints 
better  than  an  entire  sermon  wliat  it  is  to  volun- 
tarily leave  in  the  abyss  of  anguish  and  the  tor- 
ments of  fire  our  friends,  our  neighbors,  our  rela- 
tions, whom  Ave  could  draw  forth — and  whom 
alas,  perhaps,  we  have  contributed  to  plunge  in 
these  flames  !  IVIy  God !  my  God !  perhaps  we 
have  oui-selves  poured  these  avenging  fires  over 
the  heads  of  those  we  so  dearly  loved  !  Yes,  i)er- 
haps  I  have  plunged  my  brother,  my  friend,  my 
father,  my  mother,  into  that  abyss ;  and  while  I 
so  foolishly  indulge  in  pleasures,  or  repose  upon 
my  soft  bed,  perhaps  they  are  struggling  in  that 
friglitful  lake  of  fire  which  consumes  them,  and 
in  that  still  more  frightful  torment  of  love  which 
devours  them.  They  weep,  they  groan,  they  call 
me,  and  I  have  not  delivered  them !  O  my  friend, 
my  brother,  my  father,  tell  me  what  I  shall  do  to 
save  you?  Must  I  suffer?  must  I  die?  Behold 
me !  yes,  willingly  shall  I  suffer,  or  die  if  necessary, 
to  snatch  you  from  the  torments  of  Purgatory, 
and  by  my  suffermg  and  death  hasten  your  hap- 
piness in  Heaven. 

[This  sennon,  entire,  appears  to  ns  so  beautiful  that  we 
have  deemed  it  would  be  a  treat  for  all  our  reader.-*,  and  con- 
sequently have  prir.ted  it,  in  a  pamphlet  form,  and  hold  it  ready 
for  orders  at  ten  cents  per  single  coi)y,  and  five  cents  by 
wholesale — not  under  twenty  copies.] 


The  Ducliess  of  Strafford. 

It  is  related  of  the  Duchess  of  Strafford  that 
before  her  conversion  to  the  Catholic  religion  she 
frequently  met  Bishop  De  La  Mothe,  of  Amiens. 
His  conversation  and  sermons  made  a  lively  im- 
pression upon  her  soul.  On  one  occasion,  after 
hearing  him  preach  in  the  Ursuline  Convent,  at 
Amiens,  she  felt  an  earnest  desire  to  believe  as 
did  the  preacher  who  so  deeply  edified  her.  But 
she  had  many  doubts  with  regard  to  the  sacrifice 
of  the  Mass  and  Purgatory,  which  she  laid  before 
the  holy  Bishop.  In  place  of  entering  into  any 
argument  or  attacking  any  of  her  prejudices,  he 
replied  with  gravity  and  simplicity':  "Madam, 
you  know  the  Bishop  of  London,  and  you  have 


great  confidence  in  him.  May  I  then  beg  you  to 
transmit  the  following  message  to  him — 'The 
Bishop  of  Amiens  has  just  told  me  something  that 
greatly  astonishes  me — namely,  if  you  can  prove 
that  Saint  Augu.stin  did  not  say  Mass,  nor  did 
not  pray  for  the  dead,  particularly  for  his  mother, 
he  will  himself  become  a  Protestant.'  " 

She  followed  his  advice,  but  the  Bishop  of  Lon- 
don never  replied,  merely  saying  to  the  person 
who  handed  him  the  letter,  that  the  Countess  of 
Strafford  had  Ijreathed  a  contagious  air  and  be- 
come infected  by  it,  and  whatever  he  might  write 
would,  in  all  probability,  not  remedy  the  evil. 

This  silence  of  one  in  whom  she  had  hitherto 
placed  entire  confidence  finished  the  work  of 
grace  in  her  heart,  and  a  short  time  afterwards 
she  made  her  abjuration  in  the  presence  of  the 
Bishop  of  Amiens.  The  Bishop  of  London  was 
wise  in  declining  to  answer.  In  his  Church,  one 
party  wish  to  retrench  nothing  from  the  eternal 
dui-ation  of  hell ;  the  other  party  consider  this 
truth  too  harsh,  too  horrible,  and  they  speculate 
upon  a  hell  which  will  finish  sooner  or  later.  They 
protested  against  the  faith,  becaase  they  wanted 
no  purgatoiy;  now  they  protest  against  each 
other,  because  they  want  nothing  hut  ajmrgatory. 

4» 

The  Queen  of  Purgatory. 

Oh  turn  to  Jesus,  Mother !  turn 

And  call  Him  by  His  tenderest  names ; 
Pray  for  the  Holy  Souls  that  burn 

This  hour  amid  the  cleansing  flames. 
Ah !  they  have  fought  a  gallant  fight ! 

Ir^ death's  cold  arms  they  persevered; 
And,  after  life's  uncheery  night. 

The  harbor  of  their  rest  is  neared. 
In  pains  beyond  all  earthly  pains, 

Favorites  of  Jesus !  there  they  lie. 
Letting  the  fire  wear  out  their  stains, 

And  worshiping  God's  purity. 
Spouses  of  Christ  they  are,  for  He 

Was  wedded  to  them  by  His  Blood ; 
And  angels  o'er  their  destiny 

In  wondering  adoration  brood. 
They  are  the  children  of  thy  tears ; 

Then  hasten.  Mother !  to  their  aid ; 
In  pity  think  each  hour  appeara 
An  age  while  glory  is  delayed. 
See,  how  they  bound  amid  their  fires, 

While  pain  and  love  their  spirits  fill ; 
Then  with  self-crucified  desires 

Utter  sweet  murmurs,  and  lie  still. 
Ah  me  !  the  love  of  Jesus  yearns 
O'er  that  abyss  of  sacred  pain, 
And,  as  He  looks,  His  bosom  burns 
With  Calvary's  dear  thirst  again. 
O  Mary!  let  thy  Son  no  more 

His  lingering  Spouses  thus  expect ; 
God's  children  to  their  God  restore, 

And  to  the  Spirit  His  elect. 
Pray  then,  as  thou  hast  ever  prayed ; 
Angels  and  Souls,  all  look  to  thee ; 
God  waits  thy  prayers,  for  He  hath  made 
Those  prayers  His  law  of  charity. 
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THE  AP0STLE8HIP  OP  PRAYEE. 
Plea  for  the  FaithM  Departed. 

Shall  wo  torgH  them,  ihcy  who,  liniul  In  hand, 

Wiilkcd  thu  Kitinu  patli  oit'ninu'M  tfinpc-Dtuoiis  Mtrandf 

OU,  true  uiid  ti'iidcT  wiu>  ihu  love  we  bori;  thi-ni. 

And  kind  our  iliou;,'lit«,  like  wln>;»  tliat  hovered  o'er  them; 

There  wa«  no  »iicriilce  could  ever  prove 

Too  uteru,  or  too  e.viictini(  for  our  love  : 

No  toil  WM«  too  KfviTf,  loo  rrauj;ht  with  pain, 

Uur  ovniptitiii'tlc  rondnesH  to  rentraln. 

And  tiow,  olnce  deutli  huth  torn  them  from  our  sight, 

O  nay !  ithull  Love  for:,'ei  her  crown  of  liylitr 

8half  no  endeavor  neek  iheir  wautu  to  know, 

No  MUUHlilue  peuetnite  Uieir  land  of  woolr 

For  none  dare  say  that  though  we  loved  Ihem  tme. 

No  pan;,'!*  or  torturcH  pierce  their  bonoms  through  ; 

Since  lew  ho  pure,  an  mount  the  sapphire  road, 

To  l\v,  all  unimpeded,  up  to  Uod. 

Let  llien  no  mawkinh  fear  to  face  the  trutli 

Itob  UK  of  means  whereby  to  prove  our  ruth ; 

No  Hlirinkiug  frvm  the  thou^'ht  of  Knauing  tire, 

Benumb  our  hearts  to  their  «o  Btrouj;  desire, 

Deafen  our  ears  to  their  moiit  piteous  plea. 

And  blind  our  si;;ht  to  helplcbs  a;,'ony. 

Uh  no :  while  in  our  souls  one  sij;h,  one  tear, 

For  those  we  mourn,  inaik  out  the  chan^'ing  year. 

Warm  will  we  uray,  and  weep,  and  bejr  of  lleaveu. 

Their  cliaius  ol  tire  by  Mary  s  love  be  riven. 

I..et  me  not  think  my  brother's  soul  is  bound 

With  active  tortures,  ai;d  keen  flames  around. 

And  yet  refuse  tht;  precious  boon  /  hold 

And  turn  rejnirdlcss,  with  a  heart  stoue-cold  : 

I,  who  may  be  the  cause  wherefore  he  now. 

In  nijjht  and  darkness,  bends  his  mournful  brow— 

I,  whose  li!,'hi  word,  or  siljLfiiling  inilolence. 

Was  the  8\\ift  source  whence  flowed  his  Bad  offence ; 

Whose  faint,  poor  prayer,  and  faithless  want  of  zeal 

I<aid  iMire  the  wounds,  that  had  been  mine  to  heal ; 

Whose  fervent  wish  may  rokch  the  ear  of  Heaven, 

And  moVM  God's  mercy  lliat  ho  be  ibrt'iven  ; 

1,  whose  meek  patience,  and  uninurmurhi;;  &T\t:i^ 

May  prove  a  balm,  a  fountain  of  relief, — 

SImll  yforyet  to  urjre  my  tearful  claim 

Tluit  hi.s  dear  soul  oe  freed  from  living  flame  t 

With  more  tluiu  heartless  levity  ignore 

Thosti  silent  pangs,  whose  eloquence  implore? 

Nay.    While  one  throb  of  truth  still  warms  my  breast. 

The  Sutt'ering  Souls  command  its  constant  teat ! 

With  sweet  commiseration,  night  andxlay. 

The  heart  that  loves,  for  Uiem  shall  weep  and  pray  ; 

And  Saints  and  Martyrs  in  beatitude. 

Their  merita  yield,  to  work  our  brother's  good, — 

We  know  sweet  Mary,  sorrowing  Mother,  l\:\n. 

To  quench  those  flames  in  virtueof  her  tears,— 

And  with  this  knowledge  let  us  never  cease 

To  pray  the  Sutleriug  Souls  may  rest  in  peace. 

The  Heart  of  Jesus  is  our  Life  by  Grace. 

[concluded.] 

Second.  But  in  what  does  this  divine  life  con- 
sist y  It  consists  in  the  ix)wer  of  producing  di- 
vine niovenu'nts  and  acts.  In  tUe  same  manner 
as  this  bill  If  received  from  its  humiin  parents, 
with  rational  life,  the  iK)uer  of  knowing  lational 
truths,  so,  in  becoming  Christian,  it  received  from 
the  Church,  mother  of  its  soul,  the  power  of 
knowing  divine  truths.  These  truths  no  creature 
could  divine  by  natural  means,  because  they  be- 
long to  the  intimate  life  of  God.  8aint  Paul  says, 
"for  what  man  knoweth  the  things  of  a  man  but 
the  spirit  of  man  that  is  in  him  *  So  the  things  also 
of  God,  no  man  knoweth  but  the  Spirit  of  God." 

However  perfect  a  creature  may  be,  it  is  always 
limited,  and  consequently  at  an  inliuite  distance 
from  the  Divine  Es.»^;nee,  which  is  infinite.  In 
creating  it,  Gtxl  placed  it  outside  of  Him,  ex- 
cluded it  from  the  ineffable  commerce  there  is  Ikj- 
tween  the  Three  Divine  Persons,  whose  commu- 
nications constitute  His  intinuite  life.  No  one 
can  naturally  understand  these    mysteries  any 


more  than  he  can  understand  the  Divine  Persons 
them.sclves.  It  is  tlw,  interior  of  God,  where  no 
one  can  penetnite  unless  Gtxl  opens  the  door. 
"No  one  knowt-th  the  Son  but  the  Father,  neither 
doth  any  one  know  the  Father  but  the  Son,  and 
he  to  whom  the  Son  will  reveal  Him."  (Matthew 
xi,  27.)  These  are  the  words  of  Jesus  Christ 
Himsi;lf;  so  when  Peter  showed  by  his  generous 
confession  that  he  j>os.sessed  this  supernatural 
knowlctlge  of  the  Son  (»f  God,  the  Divine  blaster 
says:  Blo'.si'd  art  thou,  Simon  Bar-jona;  because 
flesh  anil  blood  hath  not  revealed  it  to  thee,  but 
My  Father  who  is  in  Heaven.    (Matthew,  xvi,  17.) 

Now,  these  reser\'ed  secrets,  these  secrets  of 
God,  which  an  angel  cannot  divine,  theChri.stian 
balie  in  its  baptism  has  received  the  power  of 
knowing.  To  its  natural  reas<jn  has  just  lieen 
addftl  a  supeniatural  intelligence ;  the  light  of 
God  has  lieen  given  to  it,  and  by  this  light  it 
will  see  tlie  interior  even  of  GikI  ;  it  will  l>eable 
to  know  it  in  the  Trinity  of  His  Pcrstms,  lieru 
lielow,  as  through  a  glass,  in  an  obscure  manner, 
l»ut  later  in  all  the  splendors  of  a  clear  vi.>-ion. 
And  in  the  .««tme  manner  as  it  knows  God  by  His 
own  light,  it  will  love  Him  witii  His  own  love, 
for  the  will  mast  always  march  conjointly  with 
the  intelligence.  At  this  moment  the  divine  fac- 
ulties of  this  child  do  not  act  any  more  than  its 
human  faculties:  but  wait  awhile,  and  you 
will  see  born  in  its  heart  .lentiments  which 
nature  could  never  conceive.  He  will  love 
God  as  a  good  Father;  he  will  fear  Him,  not 
with  a  servile  fear,  but  with  a  fear  truly  filial, 
which  fears  the  offence  much  more  than  the  chas- 
tisement ;  he  will  confide  in  His  paternal  good- 
ness in  the  midst  even  of  the  most  cruel  trials, 
and  to  please  Him  will  joyfully  accomplish  the 
most  painful  sacrifices. 

In  the  heart  of  the  Christian  the.se  divine  fac- 
ulties are  accompanied  by  aml)itions  e«|ually  di- 
vine. "  I  am  thy  reward  exceetling  great."  (Gen- 
esis, XV,  1.)  At  the  sitme  time  He  enkindles  in 
his  heart  desires  which  no  created  hn])piness  can 
sjitisfy.  Divine  Wisdom  destines  every  lieingfor 
a  happiness  equjil  to  his  ciipaeity;  and  it  is  l»c- 
cau.sc  no  being  jKJssesses  naturally  a  tlivine  capac- 
ity that  God  owes  to  no  being  his  individual  hap- 
piness. But  what  He  owes  no  one,  Goil,  by  pure 
liberality,  destines  and  promises  to  the  Christian; 
and  He  gives  him  at  the  .same  time  the  capacity 
to  receive  this  happiness  and  the  power  to  meiit  it. 

What  more  is  needed  for  the  Christian,  to  pos- 
sess a  truly  divine  life  *  Is  it  not  sufficient  that 
he  has  within  him  the  power  of  acquiring  divine 
knowledge,  of  conceiving  divine  love  and  hopes, 
and  of  meriting  and  possessing  the  happiness  of 
Goil  Him-self? 

If  these  gifts  have  really  been  imparted  to  tis, 
we  cannot  doubt  it.  There  is  nothing  figurative 
in  Saint  Peter's  language,  by  thrne  you  may  Ik  made 
partakers  of  the  dicinc  nature.  (2  Peter,  i,  4.) 
These  wonls  are  rigorously  exact.  The  humanity 
of  the  Divine  Saviour  was  made  the  participant 
of  the  word  of  God.  It  subsisted  in  it,  and  made 
with  it  but  one  person.  But  we  have  each  of  us 
an  individual  personality ;   this  is  why  wc  are 
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not  Gods  as  Jesus  Christ  is  God.  That  which  is 
divine  in  us  is  not  our  substance  ;  we  are  partici- 
pants not  of  the  divine  personality  but  of  the  di- 
vine nature.  The  angel  of  the  schools,  Saint 
Thomas,  explains  this  a(huirably:  "The  gift  of 
grace  surpasses  all  the  faculties  of  created  nature, 
because  it  is  a  participation  of  the  divine  nature 
which  surpasses  all  other  nature.  It  is  conse- 
quently wholly  impo.ssil)le  for  a  creature  to  pro- 
duce grace.  Iron  cannot  receive  the  properties 
of  fire  until  it  is  placed  in  the  fire;  in  the 
same  manner,  God  alone  can  deify  the  creature, 
and  admit  him  to  a  participation  of  His  Divine 
nature."     (t.  xi,  p.  112,  a.  1.) 

Long  before  the  angelic  Doctor,  Saint  Cyril  of 
Alaxandria  sjiid,  God  alone  has  power  to  deify 
the  souls  of  the  just,  to  whom  lie  grants,  by  Ilis 
spirit,  a  particii)ation  of  the  dignity  i)ecuUar  to 
Himself.     (Dial,  vii,  adv.  llerm.) 

Let  us  not  then  fear  to  boldly  proclaim  this  doc- 
trine, and  to  nourish  our  souls  with  the  consoling 
dogma.  It  was  never  more  necessary  than  now  to 
sustain  the  courage  of  tiie  Chri.stian  and  repel  the 
attacks  of  our  enemy.  Satan  renews  with  more 
audacity  than  ever  the  attempt  he  made  so  well 
in  the  garden  of  the  terrestrial  Paradise;  he  says 
to  men,  Vuo  sluiJI  he  an  Godx  if  you  shake  off  the 
yr)kc  of  God.  This  suggestion  is  the  most  mon- 
strous of  all  lies.  Why  ?  Becau.se  it  is  the  per- 
version of  the  most  useful  of  all  truths.  The 
falsehood  of  Satan  does  not  consist  in  the  idea 
that  men  may  hoi)e  to  be  like  unto  God,  since  God 
Himself  has  given  him  this  destiny  in  creating  him 
to  His  own  image,  and  connnanding  him  to  be 
j^erfect  as  He  Himself  is  perfect ;  the  crime  con- 
sists in  seeking  to  resemble  God  in  the  revolt 
against  God ;  leaning  on  self  to  elevate  man  to 
God.  This,  in  our  days  as  in  the  first  days  of  the 
world,  is  the  whole  secret  of  Satan's  tactics.  How 
shall  we  unmask  him?  We  have  no  better  means 
than  to  make  known  to  man  his  true  greatness, 
and  to  give  his  inunense  amijition  the  sole  object 
wliich  can  satisfy  it.  This  false  semblance  of  di- 
vinity, with  wliich  Pantheism  dazzles  his  eyes,  is 
nothing  more  tiian  the  destruction  of  his  person- 
ality, his  faculties  and  his  being.  Let  us  op- 
pose to  this  the  real  dkiitization  Avhich  Jesus 
Christ  offers  him,  in  leaving  to  human  nature  its 
complete  integrity,  and  crowning  it  with  the  mag- 
nificent gift  of  the  Divine  Nature.  Then  this 
monstrous  error  will  no  longer  enchain  souls.  The 
vacuum  it  pretends  to  satisfy  will  be  divinely 
filled,  the  aspirations  it  seeks  to  deceive  will  be 
fully  satisfied.  Let  us  render  ourselves  inaccessi- 
ble to  its  seductions  by  penetrating  ourselves 
more  intimately  with  the  truth ;  let  us  appreci- 
ate, as  they  merit,  the  (jifts  that  are  <jicen  %{»  from 
God,  and  we  .shall  not  l)e  tempted  to  run  after 
chimei'as.  May  tlie  eyes  of  our  ItsartH  he  enlightened, 
that  we  may  know  what  is  thf,  lu>j>6  of  our  calling 
and  wlmt  are  the  riclies  of  the  glory  of  Ilis  inherit- 
ance in  the  Saints,  (Eph.  i,  18,)  and  we  shall  find 
it  easy  to  despi.se  all  the  promises  and  menaces  of 
the  world.  As  soon  as  we  clearly  understand  how 
we  are  Gods,  we  shall  have  no  other  fpar  except 
to  return  to  the  nature  of  man. 


The  Apostle  ship  of  Sacrifice  in  a  Child  of 
Thirteen  Years. 

We  have  before  spoken  of  the  Apostleship  of 
Suffering  being  most  powerful  with  the  Heart 
of  Jesus:  meritorious  for  those  who  oflfer  it, 
and  efficacious  for  those  for  whom  it  is  offered. 
The  following  touching  incident  testifies  the  truth 
of  this  assertion : 

Albinia  L ,  aged  thirteen,  together  with  her 

sister,  Mary,  was  placed  at  a  boarding-school  kept 
by  the  Religious  of  the  Holy  Family,  in  the  south 
of  France.  This  child  had  the  most  tender  affec- 
tion for  her  parents,  but  she  loved  God  more ; 
consequently  her  grief  was  very  deep  when  she 
thought  of  the  criminal  indifference  of  her  father 
with  regard  to  the  practices  of  his  holy  religion, 
and  she  constantly  prayed  for  his  conversion. 

"  Let  us  make  a  novena  that  papa  may  go  to 
confession,"  she  said  to  her  sister.  And  when  the 
novena  was  finished  without  obtaining  the  de- 
sired request,  far  from  being  discouraged,  Albinia 
urged  her  sister  Mary,  with  the  greatest  confi- 
dence, to  commence  another. 

At  length,  to  force,  as  it  were,  from  the  Heart 
of  our  Saviour  the  salvation  of  her  beloved  father, 
the  pious  child  conceived  a  heroic  design.  She 
offered  her  life  in  sacrifice,  and  wrote  with  her 
hand  the  following  prayer  which  was  found 
among  her  pai)ers  after  death :  "  My  God,  I  love 
Thee  witii  all  my  heart  and  strength.  O  my  God, 
grant  me  the  grace  of  being  very  good  !  O  my 
God,  I  am  heartily  sorry  for  ever  having  offended 
Thee.  My  God,  grant  me  the  grace  of  dying  for 
my  parents  and  for  their  conversion,  and  let  my 
death  take  place  on  a  Saturday." 

About  this  time,  that  is  to  say,  from  the  17th 
to  the  21st  of  June,  a  retreat  was  given  by  Father 

L to  the  pupils  of  the  institution.     The  pious 

child  made  tiiis  retreat  a  preparation  for  her 
death,  edifying  all  who  saw  her  by  her  spirit  of 
piety  and  recollection.  In  order  that  her  con- 
science might  be  entirely  purified,  she  approached 
the  holy  tribunal  of  confession  three  or  four  times ; 
and  now,  delivered  from  the  slightest  stain,  the 
victim  was  ready  forthe  sacrifice :  it  only  remained 
to  consume  the  holocaust  which  she  had  already 
offered  in  her  heart,  and  then  to  go  and  re- 
ceive the  recompense  in  Heaven.  On  the  29th  of 
July  she  was  seized  with  a  dangerous  illness, 
which  lasted  only  a  few  hours.  As  soon  as  she 
understood  that  God  called  her,  she  asked  for  a 
confessor,  and  when  the  latter  exhorted  her  to 
offer  her  sufferings  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  she  re- 
plied— "I  have  already  offered  all,  through  her,  to 
the  little  Infant  Jesus." 

She  had  indeed  offered  all,  and  Jesus  had  ac- 
cepted all,  even  the  choice  of  the  day  which  the 
heroic  child  had  designated  for  her  death :  tor 
the  29th  of  July,  feast  of  Saint  Martha,  fell  upon 
Saturday  this  year.     And,  in  accepting  all,  Jesus 

had  granted  all.     Mr.  L ,  urged  by  an  interior 

movement  which  he  could  not  explain,  had  gone 
to  confession  and  Holy  Communion  a  ^hort  time 
before  the  death  of  his  daughter,  although  the  lat» 
ter  had  not  the  consolation  of  learning  hei  e  below 
the  realization  of  her  desire. 
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OHILDBEN'S  DEFABTMEKT. 

Intercourse  Between  the  Two  Worlds. 

[For  the  entire  authenticity.of  this  narrative  we 
rely  upon  the  established  ciiaracter  of  the  work 
from  whicli  we  have  translated  it,  the  Aiuiltxta 
Jurin  Poutlficii,  an  autliorized  ecclesiastical  jour- 
nal, pul)lishiil  unilcr  the  highest  sjinction,  in  Home. 
As  it  sets  fortii  t\w  benetits  of  prayers  and  siicriti- 
ces  for  the  tlead,  more  strongly  than  any  words 
of  argument  or  jx-rsuasion  from  those  on  earth, 
we  offer  it  to  the  readers  of  the  Ave  M.vniA,  at 
the  beginning  of  this  mouth  devoted  to  the  souls 
in  Purgatory  : 

In  this  narrative  you  will  encounter  at  every  step 
things  most  singular  in  their  novelty,  and  admi- 
rable in  their  grandeur  and  simplicity.  If  you 
examine  them  with  the  jjropor  dispositions,  they 
will  greatly  a-ssist  you  in  your  spiritual  life.  And 
you  can  have  no  motive  to  doubt  the  truth  of  this 
recital;  the  appariticm  says  nothing  that  contra- 
dicts the  teachings  of  faith  ;  the  young  girl  to 
whom  she  ajjpears  is  simple  and  artless,  etpiaUy  a 
stranger  to  d('cei)tion  and  falseluHHl.  The  narra- 
tijr  has  written  the.se  events  with  the  greatest  care, 
his  conscience  as  a  priest  being  interested  therein. 
In  order  that  his  memory  might  not  deceive  him, 
he  took  the  i)recaution  to  note  every  event  at  the 
time  it  tran.spired.) 

In  the  year  1C40,  three  ladies,  distingui.shed  for 
their  piety,  conducted  a  school  for  young  girls  in 
the  city  of  Lu.xemburg.  Among  the  thirteen  pu- 
pils who  boanled  with  them,  was  one  named  Mary, 
about  sixteen  years  old.  She  was  remarkable  for 
her  innocencT,  nuxlesty  and  simi)licity.  Her  step- 
father, a  i>er8on  of  respectability,  residetl  in  the  lit- 
tle town  of  Jjernca*itell,  on  the  ^Io.sellc,  below 
Treves. 

Three  ye  rs  before  the  epoch  of  thi^  narrative, 
a  sbter  of  1  is  first  wife,  named  Anna,  was  attacked 
by  a  fatal  malady,  and  a  few  days  before  her 
end  she  told  the  young  girl  that  after  her  death 
her  spirit  would  return  to  her,  if  such  a  tiling  were 
permittetl.  This  Anna  was  considered  a  mo.st 
virtuous  person,  one  who  spent  the  greater  part  of 
her  time  in  long  and  fervent  prayers. 

^larj'  affirmed  that  a  .short  time  atler  her  death 
a  spirit  did  appear  to  her,  and  that  she  inunedi- 
ately  had  Masses  offered  for  its  intention.  Hut 
toward  the  close  of  the  year  we  have  mentioned, 
an  interco'irse  in  the  highest  degree  extraordinary 
was  established  between  Alary  antl  the  spirit. 

On  the  eve  of  All  Saints,  after  retiring  to  rest, 
the  young  girl  jxTceived  an  apparition  at  the  ioot 
of  her  bed.  Not  the  slightest  noise  announced  its 
approach.  The  following  night  it  reapi)eared, 
seated  on  a  chair.  The  emotions  of  Mary  on  lM)th 
these  occasions  were  more  of  astonishment  than 
terror.  The  three  following  daj's  she  saw  notb'ng. 
Hut  five  o'cl{K>k  had  just  struck,  on  the  morning 
of  the  fifth  of  November,  when  she  again  saw 
the  ajjparition  seated  on  a  chair  near  her  bed. 
Screaming  with  terror,  .she  hid  her  face  under  the 
pillow,  and  the  supernatural  visitor,  raising  it, 
lightly  touch (;d  her  bead  and  disappeared. 


Oreatly  terrified,  Mary  informed  her  teachers  of 
wliat  ha<l  pa.>iscfl,  and  in  order  to  dispel  her  fears 
they  had  her  bed  moved  from  the  pupils' sleeping 
apartment  into  the  chamlxrr  of  one  of  her  teacherH. 
Nothing  disturbtnl  her  that  night.  The  next 
morning,  alwjiit  eight  o'clock,  while  she  was  in  a 
room  with  the  other  pupils,  the  apimrition  ap- 
peared, but  visible  to  her  ahme.  The  following 
night,  about  half-past  one  o'clock  she  was  awak- 
ened by  the  apparition  shaking  the  covering  of 
her  bed  ;  in  great  alarm  she  nilled  loudly  to  her 
teacher,  who  told  her  not  to  fear,  for  the  spirit 
could  do  her  no  harm,  and  while  the  two  recite<l 
the  Litanies  of  the  Hlessed  Virgin  and  of  the 
Saints,  with  the  Dc.  Prof  and  in,  the  apparition 
knelt,  facing  an  a<ljoining  oratory,  in  which  was 
a  large  and  beautifully  ornamented  statue  of  the 
Hle.s.sed  Virgin. 

The  next  morning,  Mary  and  her  teacher  went 
to  confe.s.sion  and  Holy  (.'ommunion.  When  the 
fonner  left  the  confessional,  she  saw  the  appari- 
tion kneel  by  her  side  and  accompany  her  to  the 
Communion-table,  nor  did  it  flepart  until  .she  pre- 
pared to  leave  the  church.  But  .scarcely  had  she 
re-entered  the  house,  when  lo  it  was  again  by  her 
side,  and  there  it  remained  the  entire  day,  even 
when  she  was  in  the  midst  of  the  other  pupils  or 
at  her  classes.  During  the  catecheti«il  instructions, 
given  by  a  Jesuit  Father,  it  seemed  tti  listen  with 
the  greatest  attention,  without  however  manifest- 
ing its  presence  to  any  one  but  Jlary. 

At  the  close  of  the  instruction,  the  Father  be- 
ing informed  of  the  circum.><tance,  sent  for  Mary 
and  told  her  to  speak  without  fear  to  the  spirit, 
asking  in  the  name  of  God  what  it  wanted.  It 
replie<l,  "The  hour  has  not  arrived  for  me  to 
answer." 

"Why,  then,"  continued  Mary,  "arc  you  here 
to-dav,  since  vour  hour  has  not  come?" 

"Such  is  God's  will." 

At  the  approach  of  night,  Mary  became  very 
much  frightened  when  she  found  that  the  appari- 
tion persisted  in  remaining.  Her  confe.s.«»or 
was  sent  for,  and  the  Hector,  hearing  of  the  cir- 
cumstance, accompanied  him  to  the  Institution. 
They  found  Marj-.  greatly  alarmed,  in  a  room  with 
her  teachers.  On  asking  her  if  she  saw  the  ap- 
parition, she  replied  in  the  affirmative,  indicating 
the  six)t  where  it  was  standing ;  but  the  Fathers 
could  see  nothing  but  an  empty  space,  lit  up,  as 
the  rest  of  the  apartment,  by  the  light  of  a  lamp. 

They  all  knelt  down  and  recited  the  Litany  of 
the  Bles.sed  Virgin  and  other  prayers.  The  Hector 
arose  and  asked  the  spirit,  in  the  name  of  God, 
what  it  wanted.  After  an  instant's  delay  he  re- 
ceived the  sjune  reply: 

"The  hour  has  not  come  for  me  to  give  my 
name." 

To  avoid  imposition,  the  Rector  spoke  in  Latin, 
and  Mary  gave  him  its  answers  in  German.  This 
knowledge  of  Latin,  in  the  soul  of  one  who  on 
earth  knew  nothing  about  it,  might  inspire  some 
doubts;  but  at  a  later  period  it  affirmed  that  its 
angel  guardian  dictated  all  she  ever  sjiid. 

"If,"  said  the  Hector,  "you  need  any  assistance, 
ask  and  it  shall  be  granted." 
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"  I  ask  three  Masses  at  Cherb-Clausen,"  (a  much 
frequented  pilgrimage  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  cel- 
ebrated by  a  great  number  of  miracles,  about 
nine  miles  from  Berncastell).  It  added,  that  dur- 
ing life  it  had  made  a  vow  to  have  three  ^Masses 
said,  but  had  never  spoken  of  it,  not  even  to  the 
priest  who  prepared  licr  for  death. 

The  Rector  asked  if  these  Masses  could  be  said 
in  a  neighboring  chapel,  but  received  no  reply ; 
he  then  commanded  the  spirit  to  cease  tonnenting 
the  young  girl.  It  replied  to  Mary  "  Ic.h  will  die 
Ixin  kid  thini''' — I  shall  do  you  no  harm. 

This  reply  was  far  from  satisfying  the  parties 
present,  and  most  serious  fears  were  entertaine<l 
liuit  tlie  school  would  be  entirely  desertcfl  if  it 
Avere  known  that  the  house  was  haunted  by  a 
spirit.  Again  the  Rector  ordered  it  to  retire  for- 
ever, promising  positively  tliat  the  Masses  should 
be  said. 

"I  nuist  return  while  they  are  saying  the  Masses ; 
.such  is  the  will  of  God." 

This  announcement  greatly  embarrassed  the 
Fathers.  After  ])raying  a  short  time,  the  Rector 
took  a  crucifix  in  his  hand  and  ordered  the  spirit 
to  venerate  the  sacrod  image.  ]\[aiy  informed 
him  that  it  bent  its  knee  and  inclined  its  head. 
They  could  no  longer  douljt  the  reality  nor  the 
Mature  of  the  apjxirition.  It  was  evidently  a 
good  s])irit  on  its  way  to  its  eternal  repose. 
Again  the  Rector  conunanded  it  to  no  longer  tor- 
ment the  young  girl  and  to  cease  its  visits.  It  re- 
ceived the  order  in  silence,  and,  heaving  a  deep 
sigh,  di.sappoared. 

Now,  for  the  first  time  during  the  day,  Mary 
breathed  freely.  She  described  the  apparition  as 
wearing  a  white  veil ;  in  its  hands,  which  were 
clasped,  except  wlien  it  occasionally  struck  its 
breast  with  the  right  hand,  it  held  a  Itlack  rosary, 
and  its  person  was  enveloped  in  a  white  robe  re- 
sembling a  Avinding-slieet.  In  the  presence  of 
the  Fathers  it  ke])t  its  eyes  modestly  cast  down ; 
its  whole  appearance  was  extremely  beautiful. 

On  the  octave  of  All  Saints  a  trusty  messenger 
was  sent  to  Cherb-Clausen  to  have  the  promised 
Masses  said  without  delay,  and  the  Jesuit  Father 
of  whom  we  have  spoken  said  Mass  in  a  little 
chapel  in  the  sul)urbs  of  the  city.  Mary's  teacher 
and  companions  assisted  at  it,  and  offered  their 
Communions  for  the  suffering  soul.  Again  the 
apparition  knelt  at  Mary's  side,  saying,  "Fear 
nothing."  When  she  went  forward  to  receive 
Holy  C'ommunion,  it  went  with  her,  and  only  left 
her  at  the  church  door. 

About  noon,  Mary  was  seated  in  a  room  on  the 
first  floor,  when  it  entered  the  door,  and  approach- 
ing, said — "  Why  are  you  afraid  ?  I  shall  not 
hurt  you  ?  I  am  aimt  Anna  ;  but  do  not  repeat 
this  to  any  one."  (She  was  not  in  reality  her  aunt; 
but  while  living  Mary  was  accustomed  to  give 
her  this  title.)  It  further  added — "  When  those 
three  Masses  are  said,  I  .shall  be  delivered  from 
the  flames,  but  I  cannot  even  then  enter  Heaven  ; 
I  must  still  remain  for  some  time  deprived  of  the 
sight  of  God." 

That  same  night,  Mary  felt  a  weight  pressing 
upon  her  shoulders  and  heard  deep  sighing.     An 


hour  later  she  saw  the  apparition  kneeling  by  her 
bed ;  it  merely  said — "  Fear  not." 

On  Friday,  while  Mary  was  assisting  at  Mass, 
the  apparition  again  appeared.  Agreeably  to  the 
instructions  of  the  Rector,  she  asked  why  it  re- 
turned, after  the  absolute  prohibition  it  received. 
It  replied — "  We  must  not  speak  in  church,  but  I 
shall  return  and  answer  your  question." 

Accordingly,  about  three  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon, while  Mary  was  seated  with  her  compan- 
ions, the  apparition  appeared  and  said — "  I  come 
so  often  because  such  is  the  will  of  God,  and  also 
to  prevent  you  from  forgetting  me.  If  you  did 
not  .see  me  you  would  not  pray  .so  fervently."  Some- 
what reassured,  Mary  asked  if  it  had  received 
any  relief  from  the  prayers  and  Classes  that  had 
been  offered. 

"  Yes,  a  great  relief;  they  delivered  me  from 
many  cruel  torments." 

"And,"  continued  Maiy,  "has  God  been  touched 
by  the  prayers  and  Coninmnions  of  the  pupils?" 

"  A  thousand  times  more,"  was  the  reply,  "than 
if  the  same  good  works  had  been  performed  for 
my  intention  by  twice  the  number  of  learned 
adults.  They  have  acquitted  a  dei^t  I  had  con- 
tracted by  making  a  vow  to  perform  a  pilgrim- 
age, which  I  n(!ver  fulfilled.  And  I  now  be- 
seech you  to  beg  your  step-father  to  give  .some 
alius  to  the  poor  in  my  name.  Should  he  refuse 
this  good  Avork,  my  sojourn  in  Purgatory  will  be 
prolonged." 

"  Why,"  said  Mary,  "  do  you  apply  to  me,  in 
place  of  one  of  your  immediate  relations'/" 

"  Such  is  the  Avill  of  God." 

"When  you  are  in  Heaven,  will  you  pray  forme?" 

"  Not  only  for  you,  but  for  all  who  aid  me  with 
their  prayers." 

On  Saturday  morning,  Mary  ag*ain  saw  the  ap- 
parition at  Mass.  It  reappeared  in  the  afT:er- 
noQU,  while  they  were  arranging  the  chapel.  They 
took  the  statue  of  the  Bles.sed  Virgin  Maiy  from 
its  niche,  and  placed  it  on  the  altar  in  order  to 
change  its  ornaments.  When  the  pious  maidens 
engaged  in  this  office  ki.s.sed  its  feet,  Mary's 
teacher  told  her  to  follow  their  example,  and  to 
offer  this  little  act  of  piety  for  her  client's  inten- 
tion. As  she  complied,  the  ap])ariti<m  came  for- 
ward and  saluted  her  with  a  profound  inclination. 
On  Sunday,  at  Ma.ss,  it  took  its  customary  place 
by  Mary's  side.  Wearied  by  these  extraordinary 
and  frequent  visits,  notwithstanding  all  it  had 
.said,  Mary  felt  her  former  doubts  and  suspicions 
revive.  How,  she  asked  herself,  is  it  possible  this 
spirit  can  come  so  frequently,  and  why  does  it  us- 
ually select  the  church  for  its  visits  ?  Annoyed 
by  these  thoughts,  she  went  out  and  walked  round 
the  chapel ;  the  apparition  followed  her  and  said, 
"  Of  what  were  you  thinking  a  moment  ago  ?  and 
why  are  you  .suri)ri.sed  at  my  selecting  a  holy  place 
for  my  visits?  I  do  so  to  renew  your  fervor,  and 
I  should  even  come  more  frequently  were  I  not 
near  the  person  selected  to  say  the  Mas.ses  I  asked. 
Strange  things  are  said  of  my  visits,  but  it  must  be 
remembered  there  is  a  vast  difference  between  the 
things  of  earth  and  those  of  the  region  in  which 
I  dwell."     (To  be  continued.) 
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Woman  Eehabilitated  by  Devotion  to  Mary. 

Tlie  Vlr;:ln  Mary  Living  in  the  Church.  New  Phlloaonhical 
StiKllcM on ihriHlianity  :  By Au({U»tc Nlcolau ;  4  Vol. ;  Paris, 
Kue  (ill  bnc.  50. 

In  two  of  our  previous  numbers,  (Ten  and  Elev- 
en,) we  gave  remarkable  extracts  fnim  the  celebra- 
ted Padre  Ventura  on  the  rehabilitation  of  woman, 
"as  due  the  Bles,sed  Virgin,"  and  in  this  month, 
when  the  Churcli,  in  her  sacred  offices,  recalls  to 
the  devotion  of  the  faithful,  two  moilels  of  fem- 
inine pract'  and  beauty,  and  masculine  wis<iom 
and  science,  all  emlxwlied  and  j)ortniyed  in  the 
true  womaidy  characters  of  8aints  Cecilia  of  Rome 
and  Catherine  of  Alexandria,  we  riMleem  with 
pleasure  our  ])romi8e  of  returning  to  the  same 
beautiful  subject. 

We  nowhere  intimated,  in  presenting  to  our 
readers  the  elcHjUent  pages  of  the  profouncl  Italian 
thinker,  that  we  treated  them  to  any  thing  new, 
for  we  took  it  for  grantetl  that  the  fact  was  al- 
ready familiar  to  every  one  of  them  ;  but  we  gave 
it  as  an  abstnict  of  eloquence,  which  we  knew 
would  delight  them,  whilst  increasing  their  ven- 
eration and  love  of  our  Holy  Mother.  We  now 
return  to  the  same  subject  with  a  new  name,  the 
famous  Auguate  Nicolas,  who  is  universjilly  ac- 
knowledged as  an  apologist  of  CathoUcity  unsur- 
pa-ssed  by  any  living  writer.  Of  all  the  l)CK)ks 
written  in  our  presttnt  age,  on  the  IJle.s.'^ed  Mother 
of  God,  it  is  admitted  that  the  last  work  of  this 
eloquent  author  Is  the  deepest  and  most  com- 
plete. We  feel  so  much  pleased  with  his  brill- 
iant pages  an«l  irresistible  arguments,  that  we 
should  deem  it  a  blessing  if  any  one  would  give 
the  public  a  fair  translation  of  the.se  admirable 
volumes.  Our  readers  may  judge,  from  a  few  ex- 
tracts, of  the  correctness  of  our  remarks. 

M.  Nicolas  takes  the  same  view  of  woman's  reha- 
bilitation as  Pailre  Ventura,  namely  :  that  Christi- 
anity hascreated  the  woman,  the  virgin,  the  spouse, 
the  mother,  and  the  lady.  Woman's  servitude 
and  degradation  is  a  fact  pervading  all  antiquity; 
it  was  even  a  principle ;  her  freedom  and  every 
iota  of  respect  she  now  possesses  she  owes  to 
Christianity.  Between  these  two  conditions 
there  is  all  the  difference  which  exists  between 
day  and  night.  They  are,  as  it  were,  the  two 
poles,  negative  and  positive — the  one  repelling, 
the  other  attracting. 

As  an  irrecu.sable  evidence  of  the  fact,  it  is  well 
known,  to  any  one  at  all  acquainted  with  history, 
that,  wherever  Christianity  is  not  yet  established, 
woman  still  remains  in  her  degraded  state. 

Christianity  alone  has  changed  it  by  inoculat- 


ing in  the  world  a  new  principle,  alike  creating 
and  vital,  not  taken  from  this  world,  but  from 
al)ove:  when  the  Son  of  the  Most  High  God  was 
made  flesh  in  the  womb  of  Mary,  woman  was  re- 
habilitated in  the  sight  of  Heaven  and  earth  ;  and 
should  not  the  sex  that  gave  the  Redeemer  feel 
most  sen.sibly  the  first  benefit  of  our  Redemption? 
Doul)tless  .lesus  Christ  c«me  to  redeem  l)oth  st-xes, 
but,  ina.smuch,  as  He  cho.se  to  be  the  fruit  of  wo- 
man's womb,  woman  must  find  in  Mary  a  special 
principle  of  rehabilitation.  This  was  only  meet; 
for,  in  the  common  fall  of  the  human  racA',  a  pecu- 
liar stigma  was  attached  to  the  woman,  as  to  the 
original  ctiuse  and  agent  of  the  fatal  calamity. 
She  had  to  be  raised  ag-ain  to  the  level  of  man,  ere 
the  latter  should  l>e  raistMl  to  that  of  Christ,  other- 
wise she  would  have  remained  proportionably  in- 
ferior, in  the  restoration  of  the  human  kind.  It  was 
therefore  but  just  that  woman  should  haveasiK-cial 
part  in  the  reparation,  corresponding  to  the  one  she 
previously  had  in  the  conunission  oft  lie  fault.  This 
IS  precisely  what  took  place  in  Mary,  who  for  this 
is  willed  the  new  Eve;  and  as  all  women  Ijore  the 
pain  of  Eve's  tran.«gr«'ssion,  in  like  manner  they 
all  part(K)k  of  the  bleasing  granted  3Iary. 

Who  knows  what  would  have  lieen  the  condi- 
tion of  woman  had  devotion  to  Mary  not  existed, 
nor  what  it  would  become  if  this  devotion  should 
cease  to  exist*  With  it  would  disappear  the 
Catholic  woman,  who  undoubtedly  gives  a  tone 
to  the  world  at  large,  and  saves  it  from  the  ex- 
treme of  so-called  Woman's  Right^s,  as  well  as  from 
the  justly  entitled  woman's  wn>ngs.  What  would 
be  the  result,  on  morals,  the  family,  society  and 
civilization,  is  most  admirably  elucidated  by  Nico- 
las in  the  first  volume  of  his  Philo.sophical  Studies 
on  Christianity,  wherein  he  i)ortra}'.s,  with  the  pen 
of  a  mjister,  what  was  woman  throughout  the 
world  before  Christianity,  what  she  now  is,  and 
whence  came  the  change. 

All  who  have  studied  t  his  i  mportant  subject  unan- 
imously admit  that  the  indelible  seal  of  legal,  moral 
and  social  degradation  is  impressed  on  woman 
wherever  Christianity  does  not  exist.  "  All  ancient 
legislation,"  says  De  Maistre,  "despised  and  de- 
graded females,  more  or  less  ill-treating  them." 
"  If  there  is  an  incontestable  point,"  says  the  au- 
thor of  the  Influence  of  Christianity  on  the  Civil 
Rights  of  the  Romans,  "  it  is  the  inferiority  in 
which  woman  was  placed  by  the  religion  and  po- 
litical constitutions  of  all  the  nations  of  antiquity. 
In  the  East,  among  the  Assyrians,  in  Persia  and 
India,  and  among  the  barbarians  of  Scythia,  Lybia 
and  Thrace,  woman  was  degraded  by  divorce,  re- 
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pudiation,  polygamy,  and  religious  and  legal  pros- 
titution— the  slave  or  servant  of  man,  the  play- 
thing of  his  caprice,  the  victim  of  his  tyranny,  and 
the  instrument  of  his  pleasures. 

In  Egypt,  tlie  cradle  of  civilization,  she  could 
still  less  pretend  to  the  dignity  of  spouse,  daugh- 
ter or  mother, — of  these  charges  she  had  but  tlie 
burden  and  none  of  the  honors.  What  shall  we 
say  of  the  Greeks '?  "  Doubtless  such  characters  as 
Ipliigenia,  Penelope  and  Andromache,  fictitious 
though  they  be,  infer  certain  dignity ;  but  these 
tyi)es,  embellished  by  all  the  gifts  of  poetry,  only 
display,  in  deeper  colors,  all  that  was  pitiless,  dis- 
honoring and  degrading  for  woman.  Thus,  all 
the  grace  of  Ipliigenia,  all  the  tenderness  of  a 
father,  king  of  kings,  all  the  jealous  love  of  a 
mother,  could  not  siive  the  innocent  virgin  from 
the  knife.  And  what  availed  the  chastity  and 
fidelity  of  Penelope  amid  the  brutality  that  sur- 
rounded her?  Even  Telemachus  himself,  her  son 
and  master,  reconunemled  silence,  as  he  rudely 
sent  her  back  to  the  women's  ajiartments.  The 
beauties  of  the  Christian  muse,  with  which  Eacine 
invested  the  Pagan  wonuin,  should  not  deceive  us ; 
on  the  contrary,  it  ought  rather  exhibit  the  reality 
in  its  true  colors,  for  what  other  tableaux  are  pre- 
sented to  us — not  in  the  real  l)Ut  in  the  ideal  of 
classic  Greece  V  Women  brutally  ravished  froju 
their  families  by  the  Hercules'  and  the  Theseus', 
worthy  sons  of  their  fathers  the  gods,  those  earn- 
Hers  of  the  ancient  Middle  Ages — so  different  from 
those  of  the  Catholic  middle  age,  whose  gloiy 
was  to  honor  and  protect  woman.  But  from  the 
poetic  let  us  turn  to  the  real  life  of  the  Athenian 
female,  which  was  passed  in  the  solitude  of  the 
women's  apartments,  under  a  perpetual  servitude. 
Her  husband  could  dispose  of  her  as  a  portion  of  his 
estate.  Under  the  blow  of  repudiation  she  could 
not  claim  divorce ;  pul>lic  opinion  opposed  it.  Her 
destiny  but  too  well  justified  the  plaint  of  Media 
in  the  tragedy  of  Euripides,  when  she  says ;  'of  all 
living  creatures  endowed  with  intelligence,  we 
females  are  the  most  unhappy.  At  an  enormous 
price  we  jjurchase  a  husband,  the  ahuulute  mnxtrr 
of  our  person,  with  the  risk  of  finding  a  bad  one  ; 
and  if  he  is  such,  what  can  we  do  ?  Divorce  is 
disgraceful  for  a  woman ;  she  cannot  renounce  her 
husband.  What  then  remains  for  us  but  to  die  V 
But  they  did  not  die,  and  when  they  could  not 
abandon  their  husbands  they  abandoned  their  dig- 
nity and  morality  for  all  the  depraved  tastes  which 
such  a  servitude  would  develoj),  in  those  servile 
vices  ridiculed  by  Aristophanes  with  an  exagger- 
ation that  was  but  the  coarse  mirror  of  the  truth. 
"  Yet  Athens  knew  a  character  which  seemed 
to  contradict  this  servile  inferiority,  l)y  the  part 
it  took  in  the  public,  social  and  intellectual 
life  of  the  most  eminent  philosophers  and  illus- 
trious citizens,  the  tyjie  of  which  has  been  pre- 
served, even  to  our  day,  under  the  traits  of  the 
celebrated  Aspasia.  But,  unfortunately,  such  fe- 
males were  neither  spouses,  mothers  nor  daugh- 
ters— scarcely  were  they  women ;  they  were  cour- 
tisanes.  Tlieir  celebrity  was  their  shame.  As  M. 
Dabas  justly  observes,  with  the  privileges  of  their 
condition  they  gathered  sconi,  while  other  women 


gathered  disdain.  In  Sparta  woman  enjoyed  more 
liberty ;  she  was  a  sharer  in  the  exterior  and 
political  life  of  the  citizens :  at  times  she  even 
rivaled  man  in  her  patriotism.  She  was  a  free 
icoiiwn — but  at  what  a  price  V  At  the  price  of  her 
character  and  individual  virtues;  at  the  price  of 
modesty,  chastity,  sensibility  ;  at  the  price  of  her 
womanhood.  The  Spartan  woman  abdicated  her 
sex.  The  virgin,  almost  naked,  disputed  with  the 
Spartan  youth  the  prizes  of  racing  and  wrestling ; 
the  wife  armed  the  husband  for  the  combat,  bid- 
ding him  return  dead  or  victor ;  the  mother  buried 
with  joy  the  son  she  had  lost  in  the  service  of  his 
country,  or  gave  the  death-blow  herself  to  the 
coward.  These  are  heroes,  if  you  will,  and  bar- 
barian heroes — but  they  are  not  women.  Regarded 
in  the  light  of  their  sex,  they  Avere  but  public 
slaves,  destined  to  give  children  to  the  state." 

Hence,  in  all  the  diversity  of  laws  and  customs 
with  regard  to  woman  in  Grecian  civilization,  we 
merely  find  diversity  of  degradation  ;  "  and  such 
was  the  fatality  of  her  destiny  that  her  social  and 
political  elevation  seemed  gained  by  the  price  of 
greater  moral  and  natural  degradation." 

lint  doi's  ]U)t  Koman  civilization  present  us  a 
better  view  of  this  half  of  the  human  race?  In 
the  erudite  pages  of  the  admirable  work  on  Vln- 
Jiueiice  du  (Jhrinfidiiimne  sur  le  droit  civil  des  lio- 
miiim,  the  brilliant  and  learned  author,  M.  Trop- 
long,  c(uisecrates  an  entire  chapter  to  this  subject, 
wherein  he  portrays  all  the  legal  servitude  of  the 
Roman  woman  and  all  the  moral  decadence  which 
resulted  from  it.  In  Rome,  haughty  mistress  of 
the  Avorld,  "  woman  was  i)laced  under  a  perpet- 
ual interdiction.  She  was  in  maim — under  the 
hand  of  man;  not  the  husband  alone,  but  all 
male  relatives  had  this  authority  over  woman ;" 
the  civil  element  enchained  all  her  powers,  her 
actions  and  her  civil  and  social  destiny,  disix).sing 
of  her  as  it  pleased,  arbitrarily  making  and  unmak- 
ing her  unions.  "Never  did  she  interfere  in  the 
government  of  her  family,  still  less  in  commercial 
or  industrious  enterprises  or  public  affairs;  and 
the  family,  in  whose  administration  she  had  no 
part,  formed  a  tribunal  to  which  she  was  called 
to  render  an  account  of  her  conduct,  and  whence 
sentence  of  death  was  often  pronounced  against 
her.  This  interdiction  and  servitude,  prohibit- 
i)ig  all  noble  aims,  forced  the  activity  of  woman 
to  throw  itself  away  on  the  vain  and  pernici- 
ous satisfactions  of  luxury  and  sensuality,  where 
she  finally  lost  all  title  to  a  better  destiny." 

Without  doubt  there  are  some  grand  female 
characters  that  seem  to  contradict  this  judgment. 
"I  know,"  continues  M.  Troplong,  "all  that  there 
is  to  admire  in  Portia  and  the  mother  of  the 
Gracchi,  but  we  must  not  take  these  beautiful 
and  noble  figures  as  the  tj^e  of  Roman  women. 
The  Bacchanalian  conjurations,  the  dark  \)\o\s 
against  chastity  and  the  public  peace,  the  shame- 
less divorces,  all  the  overflowing  of  immorality 
as  painted  by  philosophers,  historians  and  satir- 
ists, that  obliged  Augustus  to  see^^  in  political 
laws  a  remedy  which  family  laws  could  no  longer 
give,  are  the  most  striking  proofs  of  the  general 
state  of  society  in  Rome." 
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In  tho  JewiMh  nation  alone  wo  find  the  exception 
to  this  entire  di'gnidat  ion,  and  tliis  fact  is  the  crown- 
ing prr)of  of  the  as«erti<m  that  ("hristianitv  alone 
has  rehabilitated  woman  from  her  universal  degra- 
dation or  H«Tvitude.  Among  thew  ptMiple  of  (J<h1, 
and  Christians  in  hope,  woman  was  consecrated 
to  a  religious  and  national  mission;  and  if  «j 
many  illustrious  females  have  played  so  imp<irt- 
ant  a  part  in  this  nati<m,  it  was  becausj;  this  peo- 
ple looked  to  its  daughters  for  the  birth  of  the 
salvation  of  the  human  race.  Jewish  history  is 
filled  with  the  grand  parts  which  the  Jewess 
played  in  pul)lic  events  Hnd  the  general  interests 
of  the  nation:  Sarah,  Uelx-ecu,  Uaehel,  Mar}*, 
I)el)om,  Jahel,  Huth,  Anne,  Judith,  Esther,  the 
heroic  mother  of  the  Maeeabees,  and  many  others, 
show  us  woman  elevate<l  to  the  honor  of  influenc- 
ing the  religious  and  politifjil  destinies  of  the  na- 
tion: they  even  saved  them  on  several  occasions, 
and  mcrite<i  that  chant  of  trimnph :  "You  are 
the  glory  of  Jerusalem,  the  joy  of  Israel,  and  the 
honor  of  our  race." 

All  women,  and  the  Jewish  wonmn  in  i)articu- 
lar,  were  honored  in  consideration  of  the  one 
unique  woman  of  whom  they  were  the  figure  :  she 
aloue  who  would  realize  all  their  hopes,  the  one 
woman  who  would  be  blessed  among  all  and  in 
whom  all  women  wouhl  be  blessed ;  the  one  called 
to  be,  for  the  human  race,  what  those  were  for  the 
people  of  God — th<^  cause  of  our  salvation,  the 
glory,  the  joy,  the  honor  of  our  race. 

Such  is,  in  its  phenomenon  and  its  cause,  the 
relative  consideration  which  the  Jewish  fe- 
male enjoyed  in  the  mi<l9t  of  the  universal  degra- 
dation of  her  sex.  I  say  relative,  for  I  am  not 
iguonmt  that  the  medal  has  its  reverse.  This 
honor  which  the  Jewish  woman  enjoyed  would 
have  been  sterile  to  all  other  women  ;  and  it  was 
far  from  being,  for  the  Jewess,  what  "it  has  be- 
come, through  Christianity,  for  the  entire  sex; 
and  we  may  say  that,  compared  to  the  Christian 
woman,  the  Jewess  has  resumed  the  yoke  of  uni- 
versal degradation;  for  do  we  not  even  now  find 
among  the  Jews  jwlygamy,  repudiation  and  di- 
vorce? We  may  boldly  affirm  that  anterior  to 
Christianity,  woman  was  generally  degraded,  dis- 
graced and  unknown  in  her  dignity,  modesty  and 
proper  characteristics  of  womanhood,  as  she  still 
18  in  regions  where  Christianity  does  not  exist: 
mcnjired  in  India  upon  her  hitnlntn(ri)  tonift,  a  xUite 
under  the  Koran  and  a  Iten-ti  of  burden  with  the  Mat- 
age.  Such  has  been  the  universal  fact ;  and  more 
than  a  fact — it  wa.s  a  principle;  and  herein  was 
the  climax  of  her  degradation.  Had  it  been  an 
abuse,  woman  might  have  had  at  least  the  hope  of 
an  amelioration  ;  but  no,  her  position  was  the  de- 
velopment of  a  primitive  anathema,  of  an  estab- 
lished opinion  that  she  merited  it ;  of  a  traditional 
contempt,  a  philosophical  sentence,  a  jihysiologi- 
cal  axiom ;  all  these  combined  to  rivet  the  yc»ke 
of  her  degradation,  and  even  she  herself  finally 
took  the  side  of  justice  again.st  herself  outside  the 
pale  of  Christianity.  We  do  not  believe  that  one 
V.  ord  had  ever  been  said  in  favor  of  woman.  Every 
thing  had  been  contested,  .save  the  moral  inca- 
pacity and  inherent  malice  of  woman. 


"Some  remembrance  of  the  fatal  initiative  she 
had  in  the  drama  of  original  sin  seems  to  have 
l>een  preserved  in  the  traditions  of  all  nations.  In 
(Jrecian  mythology,  lIcHio<l  tells  us  that  Vulcan, 
in  forming  Pamlora,  instea«l  of  a  lilessing  fabrica- 
te«l  a  beautiful  evil,  and  in  repres<'nting  her  open- 
ing the  box  whence  flowed  all  evils;  leaving 
/loftc  alone  remaining  at  the  bott(>m,  he  adds; 
*  From  her  came  that  race  of  females  of  p<;rniciou8 
fruitful  nes.s,  the  grand  tcourge  of  mortals'  etc.  'Wom- 
an, the  accomplice  of  all  evil,  was  given  to  man 
by  the  master  of  the  thunder-bolbf  as  the  most 
fatal  gift.'  'O  w«)nmn,'  exclaimed  the  grave 
.(■Hschylus, 'in-supportable  creature!  sex  hated  by 
the.sagcs,  first  scourge  of  the  familyand  the  state!' 
iSimonides  agrees  with  He.siml,  and  declares  that 
in  erciitinij  lier,  God  tiuide  her  houI  ofmateriaU  bor- 
rowfjl  from  d/Jferent  iiuinutUy 

Plato  wished  that  the  laws  .should  not  lose  sight 
of  woman  for  an  instant,  and,  added  he,  "If  this  is 
not  enforced  they  are  no  longer  the  half  of  the  hu- 
man race,  they  are  more  :  as  much  more  than  half 
in  j)roportion  as  they  have  less  virtue  than  we." 

As  for  the  o])inion  of  Rome  it  was  not  more  favor- 
able. "  Do  you  give  the  rein  to  these  ungovernable 
creatures,"  exclaimed  even  the  moderate  C^'ato,  "and 
then  flatter  yourselves  that  they  will  pla<'e  IxMinds 
to  their  license?"  And  again  he  exclaims:  "They 
want  entire  liberty,  or,  rather,  to  call  things  by 
their  right  name,  they  want  license.  If  they  tri- 
umph to-daj',  what  will  they  not  dare  to-morrow. 
Remember  all  the  laws  our  forefathers  ma«le  to  en- 
chain their  C4\prices ;  with  all  these  fetters  you  can 
S4^^'arcely  control  them.  What  will  it  be  if  you  per- 
mit them  to  attack  your  laws  one  after  the  other,  if 
you  sufl'er  them  to  draw  concession  from  them* 
Will  they  not  Ijeamie  e«jual  to  man  ?  Do  you  think 
you  will  then  be  able  to  support  tliem?  Ah,  they 
will  not  rest  satisfied  as  yourecpials — they  will  be 
your  masters."  As  we  now  say  the  beautiful  sex, 
the  pious  sex,  8(^  in  those  days  they  said  the  giddy, 
the  ambitious  se.\ — incapable  and  inefficient  for 
lal>ors  :  Lnbecilin,  impur  luboribus,  leci«,  umbitioKtut, 
in  contradiction  to  the  majesty  of  men — Afaje<sfait 
tiroruin.  Truly,  women  need  not  turn  the  pages  of 
Pagiin  classics  or  ancient  history  with  any  feelings 
of  pride  in  their  own  sex,  or  admiration  for  their 
tyrannical  ma.sters.  But  alas  we  find  that  even  Di- 
vine Wi.stlom  itself  ca.st  the  stone  at  woman  by 
that  sentence,  too  true,  which  made  the  founda- 
tion of  that  universal  malediction  of  which  she 
was  the  object — "  From  the  woman  came  the  be- 
ginning of  sin;  and  by  her  we  all  died." 

"  Under  what  a  load  of  contempt  and  impreca- 
tions was  not  woman  bowed!  It  is  a  truth  too 
plain  to  be  contested  that  the  laws  of  all  nations 
refused  her  respect  and  dignity,  and  held  her  in 
servitude  under  the  weighty  hand  of  man.  It  was 
the  execution  of  the  sentence  pronounced  by  God 
Himself  in  the  beginning — Because  thou  hast  done 
this  deed  "thou  shalt  be  under  thy  husband's 
power  and  he  shall  have  dominion  over  thee." 

"  Woman  was  truly  that  unfortunate  Ion  whom 
.<Eschj'lus  repre8«,'nts  in  his  mythical  drama  of 
Prometheus — inces.santly  pursued  and  lashed  with 
the  whip  wielded  by  a  divine  hand,  making  all 
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the  countries  through  which  she  ran  re-echo  with 
lier  himeutations.  Alas,  alas !  woe  is  me !  great 
gods !  great  gods !  through  what  countries  am  I 
driven !  Why,  O  son  of  Saturn !  and  for  what 
crime  crushed  under  the  yoke  of  such  sufferings? 
Enough,  enough !  Oh  could  I  but  know  when 
will  be  the  end  of  all  these  woes !" 

And  the  Angel  Gabriel  was  sent  by  God  into 
a  city  of  Galilee,  called  Nazareth,  to  a  virgin 
named  Mary ;  "  And  the  angel  being  come  in,  said 
to  her:  Hail,  full  of  grace,  tlie  Lord  is  with  thee: 
Blessed  art  tliou  among  women.  .  .  Fear  not,  Mai-y ; 
for  tlwu  hast  found  gracs  with  God.  .  .  Th-e  Holy 
Ghost  shall  come  nj}07i  thee  ;  and  tlie  power  ofths  most 
High  shall  overshndoio  thee.  .  .  Thou  shalt  bring 
forth  a  Son  ;  He  shall  he  gre/it,  and  shall  be  called  the 
Son  of  the  Most  High,  and  of  His  Kingdom  there 
sluill  he  no  end.  Mary  said.  Behold  the  hand-maid 
of  the  Lord ;  he  it  done  unto  me  according  to  thy 
word."  And  in  those  days  Mary  went  to  visit  her 
cousin  Saint  Elizabeth.  At  the  sound  of  her  voice, 
Elizabeth,  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost,  cried  out, 
"  Blessed  art  thou  among  women  and  blessed  is 
the  fruit  of  thy  Avomb."  And  Mary  replied  :  "My 
soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord  :  And  my  spirit  hath 
rejoiced  in  God  my  Saviour.  Behold,  fi'om  hence- 
forth all  generations  shall  call  me  blessed."  And 
with  this  song  of  exultation,  woman  arose  from  the 
ban  under  which  she  had  so  long  groaned ;  and  here 
Avas  her  rehabilitation  effected.  In  Mary  the  Angel 
salutes  the  enth-e  sex  :  "  Hail,  full  of  grace, — : 
blessed  art  thou, — thou  hast  found  grace  with 
God."  To  womanhood,  the  praise  "  Blessed  be- 
cause you  have  believed,"  and  the  lamentations  of 
Ion  were  replaced  by  the  chant  of  victory — "  My 
soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord,"  etc. 

Under  the  empire  of  the  Cliristian  faith,  and 
particularly  of  devotion  to  Mary,  what  a  rev- 
olution have  these  great  principles  of  belief  oper- 
ated in  the  social  condition  of  woman !  She  has 
become  the  tie,  and  the  heart  of  the  fixmily  in 
her  triple  office  of  spouse,  mother,  and  daughter. 
And  she  unites  and  insijires  all  its  members  by  the 
most  irresistible  of  all  influences,  to  which  they  im- 
perceptibly submit.  "  In  the  family,  the  man  is  as 
the  hand  which  marks  the  hours,  but  the  woman 
is  the  secret  spring,  which  moves  all  the  wheels. 
The  value  of  the  Avoman  marks  the  value  of  the 
family,  and,  consequently,  the  value  of  society. 
She  most  directly  influences  society,  by  forming 
the  man  in  the  child  and  brother,  and  in  frequently 
reforming  the  spouse  and  the  father.  The  manners, 
the  character  and  the  opinions  of  man  are  often 
the  result  of  his  intercourse  with  woman.  We 
see  the  fable  of  Egeria  realized.  Each  of  us  has 
his  Egeria  in  the  privacy  of  life,  or,  it  may  be,  l)e- 
yond  the  tomb.  Hoav  many  Avomen,  how  many 
wives  and  mothers,  in  domestic  retreat  or  in  their 
graves,  invisible  or  present,  inspire  the  thoughts, 
sentiments,  and  parts  of  the  actors  in  the  drama 
of  life?  Christianity  has  made  three  phases  in 
woman's  life  which  were  entirely  unknown  to 
Pagan  nations:  the  mistress  of  the  house,  the 
Egeria  of  man  and  the  lady  of  the  parlor." 

An  illustrious  writer — the  type  of  elevation  of 
mind,  integrity  of  character  and  nobility  of  soul — 


M.  de  Tocqueville,  writing  to  Madame  Switch- 
ine,  a  lady  distinguished  alike  for  social  and 
intellectual  gifts  and  genuine  piety,  makes  the 
following  assertion:  "Nothing  has  struck  me 
more  forcibly,  during  my  long  experience  in  pub- 
lic affairs,  than  the  influence  therein  wielded  at  all 
times  by  woman;  influence  more  powerful  in 
proportion  as  it  is  indirect.  I  am  convinced  that 
they  give  to  each  nation  a  certain  moral  temper- 
ament, which  is  afterwards  manifested  in  political 
events.  I  could  cite  byname,  and  in  great  numbers, 
examples  to  prove  my  assertion.  I  have  a  hundred 
times,  in  the  course  of  my  life,  seen  weak  men 
show  veritable  jjublic  virtues,  because  they  had 
by  their  side  a  woman  who  sustained  them  in  this 
path — not  by  counseling  any  particular  acts,  but 
in  exercising  a  fortifying  influence  on  their  entire 
character.  Still  more  frequently,  I  must  admit, 
I  have  seen  the  man  endowed  by  nature  with 
generosity,  disinterestedness  and  grandeur  of  soul, 
transformed,  under  interior  and  domestic  influ- 
ences, little  by  little  into  an  ambitious,  base,  or 
vulgar  egotist,  who  in  the  affairs  of  his  country 
thought  only  of  improving  his  own  individual 
position.  And  this  has  been  the  consequence  of 
the  daily  contact  of  a  respectable  female,  a  faith- 
ful spouse,  and  good  mother,  l)ut  in  whom  the 
just  appreciation  of  duty  in  political  affairs  had 
always  been,  I  should  not  say,  opposed,  but 
ignored !" 

We  shall  not  become  the  champion  of  woman 
against  the  severity  of  this  judgment,  which 
seems  to  us  subject  to  a  revision ;  but  from  its 
very  severity  avc  draw  the  general  deduction 
Avhich  we  Avished  to  elucidate  by  this  extract, 
namely,  such  is  the  influence  of  woman  in  modeiii 
society,  that  it  may  he  said,  she  gives  to  emei'y  nation 
a  certain  moral  temperameM,  which  is  immifested 
even  in  tlie  public  and  political  world,  so  much  so 
a's  to  render  her  responsible  for  the  enervation 
of  this  temperament,  l>ecause  she  has  not  realized 
the  importance  of  her  influence. 

Truly,  such  a  responsibility  implies  a  vast 
poAver.  This  very  phenomenon  manifested  itself 
in  the  first  ages  of  Christianity.  "Between  Con- 
stantine  and  Justinian,"  says  the  erudite  author, 
Troploug,  "Ave  find  events  which  show  that 
woman  knew  how  to  elevate  herself  to  the  heights 
of  licr  new  destinies ;  we  find  woman  sustain- 
ing empires,  and  converting  nations.  We  find 
her  in  the  ranks  of  jihilosophy  and  science,  in 
the  most  suljlime  religious  heroism  entering  into 
all  the  acts  which  fonned  the  grand  charm  in  the 
middle  ages.  Woman  marched  at  the  head  of 
her  age,  guiding  great  events ;  appearing  in  the 
first  plan  of  the  histoiy  of  her  country,  Avhich 
she  directed,  agitated  or  pacified."  And  this 
moral  emanation  was  the  effect  of  her  religious 
emanation. 

By  grace,  the  jjlenitude  of  which  in  Mary 
raised  her  sex  from  the  depths  where  Eve's  fault 
had  precipitated  her,  woman  was  rehabilitated, 
from  sin  in  the  religious  order,  contempt  in 
the  social  order,  and  from  servitude  in  the 
legal  order.  Among  other  virtues  Avhich  have 
made  a  new  life  for  her  by  the  side  of  man,  and 
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often  above  him,  we  shall  examine  four — virpni- 
ty,  martyniom,  rliarity  anil  th<;  up<*t(>late ;  virtues 
entirely  new  for  the  ancient  world,  virtues  of 
which  Mary  is  the  brilliant  and  perfect  tyi)e; 
virginity — not  that  negative,  ostentatious,  mer- 
cenary and  temporary  virginity  of  the  vestals, 
of  whom  scarcely  ttven  could  be  found  in  Rome 
when  her  {population  numbered  five  millions,  but 
that  active,  liumlilc,  disinterested  and  perpetual 
virginity,  embniced  for  itself  by  the  union  of  the 
poul  tt>  G(Ki — where  Jesus  is  preferred  to  all  other 
spouses.  Evcrj' Christian  woman — virgin,  spouse 
and  mother — has  been  regenenited  in  Je.sus  Christ, 
as  a  new  flower  of  modesty  and  chastity,  an»ong 
whom  3Iary  is  the  mast  exquisite  production, 
spreading  her  perfume  over  the  entire  sex ;  whence 
woman  has  Ijecome  an  object  of  respect,  almost 
of  devotion,  for  man.  She  has  become  at  the 
same  time  an  object  of  the  most  attmctive  inter- 
est, invested  with  the  charm  of  the  purest  and 
most  victorious  grace,  which  the  Scriptures  call 
the  grace  of  graces — GnUin  mjtcr  gratiam  niulicr 
»aiu:ta  et.  pitdorata.  Dwelling  in  the  society  of 
this  new  Eve,  man  from  a  tyrant  became  the  ser- 
vant and  aivalier;  and  in  the  chain  which  corrup- 
tion had  made  a  l)eautiful  evil,  on  which  he 
wreaked  his  revenge  by  contempt,  he  finds  an  aid 
to  virtue  which  he  exalts  by  his  homage.  And 
in  public  afifairs  the  Christian  woman  yields  an 
eminent  influence  over  the  manners  of  the  society 
whose  homage  she  receives;  in  the  midst  of  a 
world  of  divergent  opinions  and  conflict-s  she  es- 
tablishes a  centre  of  civilization  and  respect;  she 
elevates  the  moral  level,  and  perfumes  with  the 
purity  of  her  influence  the  atmosphere  of  public 
opinion. 

THE  PATRONAGE  OP  THE  BLESSED  VIE- 
GIN  MABY.— 2d  Sunday  of  November. 

In  the  office  of  the  Church  we  find  perpetual 
mention  of  our  Blessed  Mother  during  the  weeks  of 
Advent ;  and  what  more  natural,  that  during  the 
season  of  preparation  for  the  Birth  of  our  Lord, 
we  should  be  reminded  of  the  privileges  of 
His  Mother?  At  the  beginning  we  have  the  Feast 
and  Octave  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  and  the 
Feast  of  the  Expectation  the  week  before  Christ- 
mas. These  are  preceded  by  her  Presentation  in 
the  Temple  and  the  Patronage  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  which  last  festival  is  celebrated  on  Sun- 
day the  12th  of  November.  And  it  seems  to  us 
that  in  our  poverty  this  should  be  especially  our 
own  FetftictU.  In  the  succeeding  one,  we  go  with 
the  Blessed  Maiden  across  the  hills  of  Judea — 
"where  the  holiest  of  memories  pilgrim-like 
throng;" — we  pass  with  her  and  the  saintly 
Joachim  and  Anne  through  the  streets  of  Jerusa- 
lem, and  enter  the  ancient  Holy  of  Holies.  Her 
mission  there  is  not  so  much  to  teach  as  to  learn. 

In  the  next  Festival  we  can  scarcely  glance 
across  the  wide  unmeasured  plain  that  divides 
our  sinfulness  from  her  sinlessness,  and  from  our 
hearts  cry  out — 

ImmarulatK  ConccpHon,  far  above  all  srrarcs  blent  t 
Thou  Hhlnext  like  a  royal  ntur,  on  Gud'tt  Ktornal  BrcMtj; 
We  think  of  thee  and  what  thou  art,  thy  k'^O'  and  thy  state. 
And  ever  from  our  beartx  wo  cry  ImmacuUtc  I  ImmacQlate  i 


But  in  the  Patronage  sbo  opens  wide  her  portals 
of  mercy ;  it  is  the  one  day  set  apart  for  our  own 
special  wants,  when,  from  the  treasury  of  our 
Patroness,  we  may  draw  rich  robes  and  rare  jew- 
els wherewith  to  adorn  ourselves  for  the  coming 
Festivals.  Do  we  yet  even  l>egin  to  realize  what 
is  the  Patronage  of  Mary  ?  Surely  we  do  not,  or 
else  we  would  not  be  so  poor  in  all  spiritual 
things.  Saint  Augustin  tells  us  that  Saint 
Michael,  although  the  Prince  of  all  the  Heavenly 
Court,  always  waits  in  expectation  that  he  may 
have  the  honor  to  go  at  lier  bidding  to  render 
service  to  any  of  her  clients.  Is  she  not  the  Pat- 
roness of  our  own  country,  and  in  an  especial 
manner  the  Patroness  of  each  and  every  one  of 
the  readers  of  the  Ave  Makia  ?  and  therefore  on 
the  day  of  her  Patronage,  we  must  not  forget  God 
has  ct)mmunicated  to  her  His  unspeakable  gifts, 
and  she  di.stributes  according  to  her  good  will  all 
His  gifts  and  graces.  Blessed  De  Mont  tort  says  that 
when  we  read  in  the  writings  of  the  saints  that  in 
Heaven  and  on  earth  everything  Ls  subject  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  they  mean  to  sjiy  that  the  author- 
ity which  God  has  given  her  is  so  great  that  it 
seems  as  if  she  had  the  same  power  as  God,  and 
that  her  prayers  and  petitions  are  so  powerful 
that  His  Majesty  never  resists  the  prayer  of  His 
dear  Mother.  In  the  elocpient  words  ot  Bossuet, 
"the  gifts  of  God  are  without  repentance;  may 
we  not  believe  that  she  who  gave  us  the  Author 
of  grace  will  continue  to  give  grace  to  the  end  ?" 

Let  us,  on  the  Feast  of  the  Patronage,  crowd  as 
eager  clients  around  her  to  whom  God  has  given 
the  keys  of  the  "  cellars  of  Divine  love  and  the 
power  to  enter  into  the  most  sublime  and  secret 
ways  of  perfection,"  and  to  lead  others  by  the  same 
path.s,  and  beg  her  to  enrich  our  poor  heart,  to 
"  despise  not  our  necessities,"  to  show  her  mercy 
and  goodness  to  all  those  we  love,  to  bring  back 
and  lovingly  receive  the  poor  strayed  sinners,  who 
shall  be  converted ;  and  let  us  beg  her  patronage 
for  the  valiant  soldiers  and  faithful  servants  of 
Jesus  Christ  who  are  battling  for  His  interests. 
In  the  words  of  a  saintly  writer,  "God  wishes  His 
Holy  Mother  should  be  at  present  more  known, 
more  loved,  more  honored  than  she  has  ever  been;" 
for  this  reason  we  can  do  nothing  more  pleasing 
to  Him  than  to  fly  to  her  patronage,  ana  praise 
her  aloud  for  the  treasure  she  will  bestow  upon 
us.  Her  clients  should  well  know  the  grandeur 
of  their  Patroness,  and  consecrate  themselves  en- 
tirely to  her;  they  should  know  the  mercies  with 
which  she  abounds,  and  the  need  they  have  of 
her  aid.  Let  us  fly  to  her  patronage,  and  say 
boldly,  with  Saint  Bemanl,  that  "  we  have  need 
of  a  mediator  with  the  Mediator  Himself,  and  that 
it  is  the  divine  Mary  who  is  the  most  capable  of 
filling  that  charitable  office.  It  is  by  her  that 
Jesus  Christ  came,  and  it  is  by  her  that  we  must 
go  to  Him."    Her  petitions  are  never  refused. 

As  humble  clients,  let  us  beg  her  for  a  portion 
of  her  faith,  which  was  the  greatest  of  all  faith 
that  ever  existed  on  earth  ;  greater  than  the  faith 
of  all  the  Patriarchs,  Prophets,  Ai)Ostlea  and  Saints 
put  together :  a  lively  faith  to  do  all,  from  love  of 
God,  a  firm  faith  in  the  midst  of  storms,  and  a 
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courageous  faith  which  will  enable  us  to  do  great 
thin^  for  G  d  and  the  salvation  of  souls.  Let  us 
ask  her,  on  this  day  of  her  Patronage,  for  great 
faith,  that  we  also  may  merit  the  commendation, 
"  Blessed  art  thou  that  hast  believed."  "Ah  when 
will  the  happy  time  come,"  said  a  holy  man 
of  our  own  day,  who  was  all  absorbed  in  Mary, 
"Ah  when  wilf  the  happy  day  come  when  the  di- 
vine Mary  will  be  established  mistress  and 
Queen  of  hearts,  in  order  that  she  may  subject 
them  fully  to  the  empire  of  her  great  and  Holy 
Jesus?  When  will  souls  breathe  Mary,  as  the 
body  breathes  the  air?  When  that  time  comes, 
wonderful  things  will  happen  in  those  lowly  places 
— where  the  Holy  Ghost,  finding  His  dear  spouse 
as  it  were  reproduced  in  souls,  shall  come  with 
abundance  and  fill  them  to  overflowing  with  His 
gifts,  and  particularly  with  the  gift  of  wisdom,  to 
work  miracles  of  gi-ace.  When  will  that  happy  time 
come,  when  souls,  losing  themselves  in  the  abyss 
of  her  interior,  shall  ])ecome  living  copies  of  Mary 
to  love  and  glorify  Jesus."  Ah  if  we  clearly  un- 
derstood the  deep  significance  and  import  of  the 
Festival  of  the  Patronage  of  Mary,  the  time  de- 
sired by  this  saintly  soul  would  not  be  long  de- 
layed Tit  really  seems  established  for  no  other 
end.  No  mystery  of  the  Incarnation  or  Redemp- 
tion is  connected  with  it ;  it  simply  stands  in  the 
calendar  offcasts  as  "The  Patronage  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin ;"  it  is,  as  it  were,  the  reception  day  at  the 
Court  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  on  which  she  in- 
vites all  her  clients  into  the  "holy  of  holies, 
where  saints  are  formed  and  moulded."  What 
might  we  not  become  if  we  but  fully  understood 
the  Patronage  of  the  Mother  of  God,  and  used  it 
as  her  Divine  Son  wishes  us  to  do !  As  if  to  il- 
lustrate this  truth,  the  Church  brings  to  our  ven- 
eration, in  this  the  week  of  her  Patronage,  the 
memory  of  three  Saints,  in  whose  lives  her  power 
is  exhibited  in  the  most  brilliant  colors.  In 
the  third  century  it  is  Saint  Gregory,  w^ho  be- 
came, under  the  patronage  of  the  Seat  of  Wisdom 
and  teacher  of  Doctors,  ThaumaUirgus  or  Worker 
of  Wonders  ;  in  the  thirteenth  century,  the  intel- 
lectually gifted,  the  high-born  lady  and  great 
Saint  Gertrude,  who  by  the  patronage  of  the 
Mother  of  Divine  love,  obtained  the  envied  posi- 
tion of  Mary  Magdalen,  "  sitting  at  the  feet  of 
Jesus  and  hearing  His  words — living,"  as  her  bi- 
ographer remarks,  "  at  home  with  her  Spouse ;"  in 
the  solitude  of  her  cloister  penning  those  breath- 
ings of  Divine  love  that  even  after  the  lapse  of 
six  hundred  years  warm  into  earnest  love  and  life 
the  icy  worldliness  of  our  nineteenth  century. 
And  the  young  noble  Polish  Prince,  Stanislaus, 
the  pearl  of  the  sixteenth  century,  whose  ambi- 
tion soared  even  higher  than  that  of  the  won- 
der-worker of  the  third  century  and  the  sanc- 
tified spouse  of  the  thirteenth,  who  in  the  loving 
freedom  of  his  heart  and  in  the  first  flush  of  his 
youth,  asked  the  favor  of  going  direct  to  her 
celestial  court  to  be  enrolled  forever  a  prince  in 
the  Heavenly  Kingdom.  And  the  prayer  was 
granted.  The  intimate  relationship  of  these  three 
saints  with  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  so  beautiful,  and 
her  patronage  so  strikingly  displayed  in  their  re- 


gard, that  we  cannot  refrain  from  bringing  it  more 
particularly  to  the  attention  of  our  readers,  al- 
though it  is  but  the  common  chapter  in  the  lives 
of  the  saints,  the  same  Mystical  Rose  blooming  in 
all  their  inclosed  gardens.  But  we  never  weary  of 
the  perfume  of  the  rose,  and  until  our  own  gar- 
dens are  better  cultivated  let  us  borrow  bouquets 
from  the  saints. 

Saint  Gregory  is  one  of  the  greatest  and  most 
extraordinary  characters  that  has  ever  appeared  in 
the  Church.  A  Pagan,  of  noble  birth,  he  studied 
the  sciences  in  the  school  of  Origen,  where  he  be- 
came a  convert  to  the  faith.  On  account  of  his 
great  virtues  and  talents,  he  was  afterward  made 
Bishop  of  Neo  Cajsarea,  and  during  the  retreat  he 
made  to  prepare  himself  as  a  teacher  of  the  faith 
in  his  Pagan  diocese  he  was  greatly  embarrassed 
on  the  subject  of  the  mystery  of  the  Trinity,  hav- 
ing received  from  Origen,  for  whom  he  had  the 
greatest  veneration,  certain  doctrines  not  entirely 
conformable  to  the  common  faith  of  Catholics. 
One  night,  while  meditating  on  this  subject,  he 
was  suddenly  suqjrised  by  a  brilliant  light,  in  the 
midst  of  which  he  p(!rceived  a  most  venerable  old 
man,  of  a  sacred  and  almost  divine  beauty,  his 
flowing  locks  surrounded  by  a  halo  of  grace  and 
saintliness.  Frightened  at  this  sight,  Gregoiy 
arose  in  his  bed  and  asked  him  who  he  was  and 
what  was  the  object  of  his  visit.  Tlie  sweet,  gentle 
voice  of  his  visitor  calmed  his  fears,  as  he  an- 
swered, I  am  sent  by  God  to  enlighten  your  doubts 
touching  the  true  doctrine.  As  Gregory  gazed  on 
this  mysterious  and  venerable  person,  with  joy 
mingled  with  astonishment,  the  latter  extended 
his  arm  as  though  to  call  his  attention  to  some- 
thing on  the  opposite  side  of  the  room.  Gregory 
turned,  and  saw  a  vision  resembling  a  female,  but 
far  surpassing  any  thing  human  in  the  beauty  and 
majesty  of  her  appearance.  Seized  with  new  ter- 
ror at  this  sight,  he  turned  away  his  gaze,  not 
knowing  what  to  think  of  this  apparition,  whose 
brilliancy  blinded  his  eyes ;  in  the  midst  of  the 
darkness  of  the  night  from  her  came  the  light 
that  illuminated  the  room,  emanating  from  her  as 
from  a  blazing  flambeau.  Then  he  heard  those 
two  persons  conferring  on  the  doctrine  that  had 
been  the  subject  of  his  perplexities.  The  one 
under  the  appearance  of  a  woman  invited  John 
the  Evangelist  to  discover  and  explain  to  this 
young  man  the  mystery  of  true  faith,  and  John 
replied  that  he  was  ready  to  obey  the  will  of 
the  Mother  of  his  Lord.  Then  the  exposition 
of  the  doctrine  was  made  by  the  two  persons,  in 
the  clearest,  most  precise  and  categorical  manner. 
Such  is  the  recital  of  Saint  Gregory  of  Nyssa, 
who  farther  testifies  that  in  his  time  the  original 
copy  of  this  doctrine,  transmitted  from  Heaven, 
was  preserved  in  the  archives  of  the  Church  of 
Neo  Csesarea.  Would  our  readers  learn  more  of 
what  he  accomplished  under  the  patronage  of  his 
Heavenly  Queen,  let  them  read  his  life,  celebrated 
on  the  17th  of  November.  They  will  find  it  filled 
with  wonders  surpassing  the  wildest  imaginations 
of  poets  and  romancers.  In  his  vast  Pagan  Dio- 
cese he  found  but  seventeen  Christians,  and  at  his 
death  he  left  within  its  limits  but  seventeen  Pagans. 
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And  now  let  us  return  to  Saint  Gertrude,  whose 
life  Father  Falx-r  so  earnestly  invites  all  Chris- 
tians to  study.  Her  festival  falls  on  the  15th  of 
November.  Here  we  arc  almost  lost  amid  the 
many  striking  proofs  revealed  of  the  power  of 
Mary's  patronage.  One  day,  when  Gertnide  was 
invoking  her  with  those  words  of  the  Church, 
.Sfz/ff,  littjinn,  she  saw  our  dear  Mother  incline 
toward  her.  At  the  words  *'  those  eyes  of  mercy," 
our  Lady  gently  touched  her  Son  and  turned  Him 
toward  the  earth,  saying  to  Gertrude:  "These 
(meaning  the  eyes  oi  Jesus)  are  those  merciful 
eyes  of  mine,  which  I  cjin  incline  to  the  salvation 
of  all  who  seek  my  patronage,  from  which  they 
receive   the   richest   fniit  of  eternal   salvation." 

Again  she  was  divinely  instructed,  that  as  often 
as  she  devoutly  invoked  the  patronage  of  Mary, 
by  devoutly  reciting  the  Ave  Maria,  three  ethca- 
cious  streaudets  proceede<l  from  the  Father,  tlie 
ISou  and  tiie  Holy  Ghost,  most  sweetly  jxjnetrating 
the  Blessed  Virgin's  heart ;  then  from  her  heart, 
with  efficacious im]K'tuo8ity,  "they  seek  their  foun- 
tains and  break  at  the  foot  of  God's  throne,  as  a 
sunny  wave  breaks  against  a  rock,  leaving  her 
most  iKJwerful  after  the  Father,  most  wise  after  tlie 
Son  and  most  Ixinignant  after  the  Holy  Spirit.  So, 
with  marvelous  dilectation  they  seek  their  foun- 
tain first,  and  then,  redounding  back,  bright  drops 
of  joy  and  bliss  and  eternal  salvation  are  sprinkled 
over  all  who  invoke  her  protection."  On  anotiier 
occasion,  when  Saint  Gertrude,  in  prayer,  besought 
our  Lord  to  indicate  what  she  should  do  in  order 
to  be  more  agreeable  to  Him,  He  rei)lied  :  Pre- 
tsent  yourself  to  My  Mother,  who  is  on  My  right, 
and  praise  her  with  all  your  faculties.  Gertrude 
immediately  saluted  the  Heavenly  Queen  with  the 
verse  ft/rfl<//#u.«FoZM7rfa/i«,  congratulating  her  on  her 
high  dignity  of  Mother  of  God,  bestjeching  her  to 
ornament  her  heart  with  all  the  different  virtues 
necessary  to  make  it  an  agreeable  sanctuary  for 
the  Divine  Majesty.  The  Blessed  Virgin,  in  ac- 
cepting this  prayer,  seemed  to  incline  as  though 
to  plant  in  the  heart  of  her  daughter  the  flowers 
of  the  different  virtue-s — the  rose  of  charity,  the 
lily  of  purity,  the  violet  of  humility  and  obedi- 
ence, with  a  host  of  others,  showing  how  prompt 
she  is  to  hear  the  prayers  addressed  to  her  and 
how  powerful  to  assist  all  who  place  themselves 
under  her  patronage.  Saint  Gertrude  continued 
her  salutation  in  praising  her  celestial  Patroness 
for  having  always  so  regulated  her  thoughts, 
affections  and  whole  being  as  never  to  have  sad- 
dened her  Divine  Son,  and  she  besought  this  ten- 
der Mother  to  obtain  the  same  grace  tor  her.  Her 
Patroness  received  this  new  prayer,  and  gave  her 
to  understand  that  henceforth  the  movements  of 
her  heart  and  mind  should  be  regulated  according 
to  her  petition.  The  following  day,  as  Gertrude  was 
praying,  the  Blessed  Virgin  appeared  to  her  under 
the  form  of  a  lily  of  dazzling  whiteness,  with 
three  leaves — one  erect,  the  other  two  bent  This 
flower  was  planted  near  the  throne  of  the  Three 
Divine  Persons,  signifying  that  the  Blessed  Virgin 
merited  the  first  title  of  privileged  Lily  of  the 
Holy  Trinity,  because  she  alone  among  all  crea- 
tures worthily  represented  in  her  immaculate  life 


the  virtues  of  the  adorable  Trinity,  the  straiffht  leaf 
prefiguring  the  almighty  jxjwcr  of  God  the  Father, 
the  others  the  wisthim  and  gfxxlnefw  of  the  Son 
and  Holy  Spirit,  which  Mary  so  strongly  resem- 
bled. And  the  Mother  of  God  said  tt>  Gertrude, 
that  to  all  who  saluted  her  as  "white  lily  of  the 
Trinity  and  vermlliion  roseof  heavenlysweetneas" 
she  would  show  by  the  gnu^es  and  favors  she 
would  obtain  for  them  how  mighty  was  her  pat- 
ronage, how  much  she  c*)uld  do  by  the  power  of 
the  Father,  how  many  inventions  she  knew  for 
the  salvation  of  the  human  race  through  the  wis- 
dom of  the  Son,  and  how  full  of  mercy  and 
goodne-ss  was  her  heart  through  the  benignity  of 
the  Holy  Spirit.  And  this  loving  and  mighty 
Patroness  moreover  added,  that  "  whoever  salutes 
me  in  this  manner  njay  rest  assured  that  I  shall 
appear  to  hun  at  the  hour  of  death  in  all  the 
brilliancy  of  my  beauty,  and  I  shall  fill  his  heart 
with  unspeakable  consolations  by  a  foretaste  of 
the  delights  of  Heaven."  The  Saint  followed 
this  counsel,  and  we  know  how,  at  her  death,  her 
soul  was  ravished  by  the  song  of  angels:  "Come, 
oh  come,  Gertrude,  for  the  delights  of  Paradi-s} 
are  pR-pared  for  thee,  and  they  await  thy  coming." 

Ami  now  we  tnm'to  that  last  beautiful  day  in 
the  life  of  the  young  Polish  Count,  Stanislaus, 
who  under  his  Heavenly  Queen's  all-powerful 
patronage  obtained  the  title  to  a  celestial  princi- 
pality, which,  as  a  particular  favor,  he  asked 
should  be  given  him  on  the  day  of  her  Assump- 
tion. In  the  happy  precincts  of  the  Jesuit  Novi- 
tiate, for  which  he  had  generously  abandoned  all 
earthly  grandeur,  his  heart  overflowed  with  love 
for  his  Blessed  Mother ;  and  when  the  month  of 
her  Assumption  commenced,  he  said  to  his  com- 
panions, while  speaking  of  the  approaching  fes- 
tival, "  Oh  what  a  happy  day  for  all  the  Saints 
was  that  on  which  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  re- 
ceived into  Heaven !  I  doubt  not  but  they  all 
celebrate  the  anniversary  of  it  with  extraordinary 
joy,  as  we  do  on  earth,  and  I  hope  myself  to  cele- 
brate the  next  feast  with  them."  His  youth  and 
perfect  health  made  them  smile  at  these  remarks, 
yet  they  saw  that  he  made  all  immediate  prepa- 
ration ;  so  sanguine  was  he  in  the  patronage  of 
his  Mother  for  all  who  invoked  her.  Three  days 
before  the  Assumption,  he  found  himself  slightly 
indisposed,  and  could  not  contain  his  joy,  for  he 
knew  that  his  prayer  was  heard ;  and  at  three 
o'clock  on  the  morning  of  the  feast  the  saintly 
youth  was  blessed  by  the  vision  of  his  powerful 
Patroness,  accompanied  with  many  angels.  She 
came  to  her  living  client  as  he  lay  upon  his  poor 
blanket  upon  the  floor,  and  just  as  the  earthly 
day  was  dawning  she  bore  his  blessed  spirit  into 
the  full  blaze  ol  the  noontide  glory  of  the  As- 
sumption in  Heaven. 

Oh  wonderful  patronage  of  Mary !  Giving  to 
one  all  science,  to  another  all  love,  to  another  the 
entrance  into  Heaven  on  the  day  he  himself  se- 
lected, and  again  uniting  them  all  as  it  were  in 
another.  Truly  she  is  the  Patroness  of  all  ages 
and  all  nationa 

Let  us,  then,  place  ourselves  more  intimately 
than  ever  under  her  patronage,  and  daily  invoke 
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her  in  the  touching  and  beautiful  anthem  of  the 
Church,  Sub  tuum — "  We  fly  to  thy  patronage  O 
holy  Mother  of  God  !  despise  not  our  petitions  in 
our  necessities,  but  deliver  us  from  all  dangers,  O 
ever  glorious  and  Blessed  Virgin !" 

mt 

Our  Lady  of  Babel. 

"A  statne  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  has  been  erected  on  the 
authentic  ruins  of  the  Tower  of  Babel." — Avk  Maria,  No.  17. 

Yes,  place  it  there — that  statue  fair 
Of  earth's  most  gracious  Queen  ; 

That,  from  afar,  her  guiding  star 
By  all  who  come  be  seen ! 

Remove  the  mould,  that  rubbish  old 

Of  nations  dead  and  gone ; 
They  dreamed  in  vain,  to  rear  a  fane 

Enduring  as  the  sun. 

Bring  mortar  now,  and  rock,  I  trow, 

Old  gi'anite  hard  as  steel : 
Our  work  shall  last  till  time  has  passed, 

And  earth's  foundations  reel. 

No  foolish  pride  our  hands  doth  guide, 

As  stone  on  stone  is  raised ; 
"We  work  for  love,  our  faith  to  prove 

In  Mary,  Mother  praised. 

'Tis  well,  so  far ; — but  not  to  mar 

The  beauty  of  this  shrine, 
Bring  marble  briglit,  of  purest  white, 

The  arching  walls  to  line. 
It's  done.     Ah,  well  your  work  shall  tell 

Of  love  to  Mary  mild. 
When  pilgrims  meek  come  here  to  seek 

The  Mother  and  the  Child. 
Speak  softly  now,  and  breathe  a  vow. 

While  on  this  jeweled  throne 
We  raise  at  last  this  charming  cast 

Of  Mary  and  her  Son. 
'Twas  here  our  race  once  met  disgrace, 

Because  of  foolish  pride ; 
But  since  our  Queen,  although  unseen, 

Has  chosen  to  abide 
Upon  this  spot,  we  doubt  it  not 

That  blessings  rich  and  rare 
Will  now  be  found  to  e'er  abound 

Within  this  shrine  so  fair. 
And  now,  O  Maid,  before  whom  fade 

The  stars,  and  lilies  blush : 
Be  pleased  to  hear,  O  Mother  dear, 

The  vows  that  forth  we  gush. 
Forever  thine  we'll  be ;  incline 

Unto  our  aid,  O  Motlier ; 
And  when  we  die,  stand  thou  near  by. 

And  show  us  Christ,  our  Brother. 


Our  Lady's  Statue  crowning  the  Euins  of  Babel. 

From.  VEcho  de  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires  we 
translate  from  the  Rev.  Father  Mary  Joseph,  Car- 
melite missionary,  the  following  interesting  letter 
concerning  the  statue  of  our  Lady  which  his  zeal 
prompted  him  to  carry  across  the  sandy  deserts, 
from  Bagdad  to  the  site  of  the  ruins  of  the  Tower 
of  Babel: 


"Amaka,  on  the  frontiers  of  Persia, 
April  15,  18C5. 

^^ Dear  Associates:  My  sojourn  among  you  has 
left  a  remembrance  that  will  never  be  effaced  from 
my  heart.  I  am  far  from  you  in  body,  but  my 
spirit  rests  near  you  ;  and  I  have  found  strength 
and  courage  in  your  friend.ship  and  fervent  pray- 
ers. I  had  promised  to  keep  you  au  courant  of 
the  Madonna  you  gave  me  for  the  Tower  of  BabeU 
Your  wish  has  been  realized — she  is  there  in  the 
midst  of  the  desert ;  on  the  summit  of  the  Tower 
she  reigns  as  Queen.  By  her  noble  and  majestic 
attitude  she  seems  to  say  to  all  who  pass  by — '  I 
am  the  Lady  of  Victories.  I  am  the  strong  wo- 
man who  crushed  the  serpent's  head ;  I  am  she 
from  whom  grace  and  benedictions  flow  to  all 
nations.' 

"  If  you  remember,  I  told  you  last  year  that  in 
returning  to  France  I  had  crossed  the  desert  in  a 
right  line  from  Bagdad  to  Damascus.  I  was 
obliged  to  jiass  through  the  wild  Bedouins ;  and 
as  they  live  entirely  by  rapine,  my  route  was  en- 
vironed by  constant  danger.  But,  on  my  way 
back,  prudence  compelled  me  to  follow  the  cir- 
cuitous road  of  the  caravans,  as  I  did  not  wish  to 
expose  my  companion  to  the  dangers  I  had  en- 
countered. We  descended  the  Tigris  from  Diarbe- 
kir  to.  Moussoul  and  thence  to  Bagdad.  This  stream, 
so  celebrated  in  the  Holy  Scriptures,  has  its  source 
abotit  seventy -five  miles  above  Diarbekir,  in  the 
mountains  of  Armenia  Minor.  On  its  banks  was 
built  the  ancient  Nineveh.  Mossoul  has  succeeded 
Nineveh,  but  the  latter  was  of  much  greater  di- 
mensions than  the  mfjdern  city ;  her  gigantic 
ruins  cover  an  immense  extent  along  the  banks 
of  the  river. 

"  The  mode  of  navigation  on  the  Tigris  is  pecu- 
liar. Imagine  rafts  composed  of  goat-skin  bot- 
tles, inflated  with  air  and  closely  lashed  together; 
on  these  bottles  rough  boards  are  thrown,  and  the 
raft  is  ready  for  the  passengers.  Some  travelers, 
who  like  a  little  more  comfort  and  care,  erect  a 
tent  upon  the  boards,  equally  as  simple  and  prim- 
itive in  its  design  as  the  vessel  itself  The  art 
of  navigating  these  rafts  or  kalec  is  not  by  any 
means  complicated.  They  are  abandoned,  as  it 
were,  to  the  current  of  the  stream.  One  oarsman 
directs  the  movement,  in  order  to  avoid  the  shoals 
and  sand-bars.  Such  were  the  vessels  which 
transported  us  to  Bagdad,  The  voyage  lasted  six- 
teen days. 

"  The  Christians  of  Bagdad  had  been  informed 
of  our  anticipated  return ;  and  they  were  impa- 
tiently waiting  for  us.  Many  of  them  had  come 
several  miles  up  the  river  to  escort  us  to  the  city, 
and  as  soon  as  they  saw  us  they  made  known  their 
joy  by  greetings  and  waving  of  handkerchiefs.  We 
were  forced  to  land,  and  Avalk  with  them  to  Bag- 
dad. Soon  the  whole  city  was  aware  of  our  ap- 
proach, and  we  were  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of 
Christians  of  every  rite.  Laurence,  our  zealous 
sacristan,  could  not  restrain  his  tears.  After  ex- 
changing a  few  words  with  me,  in  the  enthusiasm 
of  his  joy  he  ran  to  the  convent  to  ring  the  bells. 
During  this  time,  Mr.  Peretie,  of  the  Trench  con- 
sulship, sent  two  of  his  janizaries  to  escort  us 
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thritugh  the  city  to  the  door  of  our  church.  Our 
mnrcli  tlirough  the  «treot»  and  liazanrHof  Bagda<l, 
accompanied  by  such  crowds  of  ('hrihtianH  and 
the  jani/arics  of  the  consul,  rcHomblcd  a  verita- 
ble triumph,  where  joy  shone  upon  every  brow. 

"After  a  few  days  rejjose  I  resumed  my  evening 
instructions  on  the  Bles.Hed  Virgin.  The  account 
of  my  journey  to  France  gave  me  the  occasion  to 
make  them  apj)re<'iate,  by  striking  examples, 
how  generoas  Mary  exhibits  herself  to  those  who 
place  their  confidence  in  her.  When  I  simwed 
our  Christians  the  statue  given  by  the  dear  As- 
sociates of  the  Archconfnitemity,  they  were 
delighted;  and  their.  a.stonishment  was  at  its 
height  when  I  informed  thorn  that  it  was  to 
Imj  placed  upon  the  sununit  of  the  Tower  of  Habel. 
A  novena  was  commenced  for  the  hapi)y  success 
of  my  journey  across  the  sands,  and  I  started  full 
of  confidence.  I  had  not  many  traveling  com- 
panions; the  greater  part  of  my  ('liristians  wished 
to  accompany  me,  but  the  difficulties  of  the  route 
causetl  them  to  reflect  twice  befon-  undertaking  it. 
My  only  companions  were  Mr.  Asfar,  a  rich  mer- 
chant of  Bagdad  and  one  of  our  mo>it  devot<.'d 
Christians,  his  son  Gabriel,  a  youth  of  fifteen, 
and  another  of  our  Christians,  named  Vincent 
Mansour,  who  was  resolved  to  aw-ompany  me  in 
the  capacity  of  a  domcstia  We  ha<l  three  guides, 
and  several  Turkish  soldiers  to  protect  our  party. 

"After  two  days  of  mo.st  fatiguing  traveling 
we  reached  the  little  village  of  Hellah,  situated 
on  the  shores  of  the  Euphrates,  on  the  site  of  the 
Babylon  of  old ;  it  is  built  of  the  ruins  of  the 
ancient  Queen  of  the  East.  We  rested  a  day  at 
Hellah,  and  purcha.sed  the  articles  we  supix).sed 
would  be  neceiisary  for  the  ascent  of  the  Tower. 
Our  purchase  consisted  of  al>out  one  hundred  and 
twenty-five  yards  of  rope  and  several  balls  of 
twine.  The  next  morning,  mounting  our  mules, 
we  left  Hellah,  and,  after  riding  three  hours,  we 
were  rejoiced  at  the  view  of  the  famous  Tower. 
Its  ruins  form  a  little  hill,  from  the  centre  of 
which  ri.ses  a  front  of  the  wall  which  has  resisted 
the  destruction  of  time.  It  was  on  this  remnant 
of  the  Tower  that  I  placed  the  medal  of  my  beads 
last  year,  and  here  I  intended  to  place  the  statue 
of  our  Lady  of  Victories. 

"  We  left  our  baggage  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill, 
_  for  we  could  not  reach  the  foot  of  the  wall  except 
'  by  walking  over  these  ruins,  which  was  no  very 
pleasant  asceu.^ion.  As  mxyn  as  we  reached  it,  my 
first  care  was  to  crawl  along  a  crevice  which  time 
had  nmde  in  the  wall,  iu  order  to  recover  my 
medal.  At  first  I  could  not  find  it,  but  after  a 
little  search  I  discovered  it  under  a  stone.  I  as- 
sure you  I  was  haj)py  to  see  it  again ;  I  could  not 
restrajn  a  cry  of  joy,  and  kissing  it  with  love  I 
oflfercd  to  Mary  a  thousand  thanks,  for  the  visible 
marks  of  protection  she  had  bestoweti  upon  me 
while  crossing  the  desert  and  during  my  sojourn 
in  France. 

"According  to  the  programme  I  gave  you  in 
Paris,  I  oflfered  the  holy  sacrifice  of  the  Mass  for 
you,  my  dear  Associates,  at  the  foot  of  the  Tower, 
before  placing  on  its  summit  the  statue  of  Our 
Lady   of  Victories.      I  commenced  to   arrange 


my  little  portable  chapel  upon  the  ruins,  when  I 
|>erceived  that  in  my  eagemeiw  to  recover  my 
medal  I  had  forgjitten  to  l>ring  the  statue,  which 
was  still  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  with  the  rest  of 
our  baggage.  I  begged  Mansour  to  go  for  it,  while 
I  arranged  the  altar. 

"Here  let  me  relate  an  episode,  which  might 
have  terminated  in  a  very  tragic  manner  for  us, 
but  which  only  servwl  to  wmvince  us  that  our 
journey  was  visibly  protected  by  the  Bles.sed  Vir- 
gin. The  altar  hud  been  a  long  time  finished, 
and  still  Mansour  did  not  return.  We  were  grow- 
ing impatient,  when  we  finally  saw  him,  carrjdng 
the  statue  in  his  hands ;  but  he  was  very  pale, 
and  trembling  at  every  step.  We  saw  at  once 
that  some  accident  must  have  happened  to  him. 
As  soon  as  we  took  the  statue,  he  fell  to  the 
ground  almost  insensible,  and  it  was  some  min- 
utes before  he  couhl  give  us  any  account  of  him- 
self; then  he  said  : 

"'I  went  down  by  the  .same  path  we  oune  up. 
Just  as  I  was  passing  the  precipice,  which  the 
rains  and  time  have  fonut  d  in  the  iiill,  an  enor- 
mous panther  rushed  upm  me,  and  I  know  not 
how  I  am  still  living.  Doubtless  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  whose  statue  1  was  seeking,  saved  me  by 
her  protection.  I  was  so  frightened  that  I  lost  all 
consciousne.s.s,  and  when  I  came  to  my  senses  I 
found  myself  at  the  bottom  of  the  chasm.  Thank 
God,  1  was  only  slightly  hurt;  rousing  myself  I 
hastened  to  the  place  Ave  had  left  the  soldiers,  to 
get  the  statue.  AVhen  I  told  them  what  had  hap- 
pened, one  of  the  guides  seized  his  arms  and  re- 
turned with  me;  but  thinking  he  saw  the  fright- 
ful animal,  he  ran  back.  I  knew  not  whether  to 
follow  him  or  not ;  but  I  determined  to  come  on, 
confiding  in  the  protection  of  Mary,  whose  holy 
statue  I  carried.' 

"Mansour's  tale  frightened  my  two  companions, 
who  wished  imme<liately  to  leave  so  dangerous  a 
place.  I  succeeded  in  reanimating  their  courage 
by  a.s.suring  them  of  the  confidence  we  should  have 
in  the  protection  of  the  Ble.«sed  Virgin.  Mass  was 
then  celebrated  for  all  your  intenti(m.s,  dear  A.S8o- 
ciatesof  the  Archconfraternity.  After  the  Holy  Sac- 
rifice we  commenced  preparations  for  the  ascension. 

"  Last  year  I  diil  not  climb  to  the  very  summit  of 
the  wall.  By  the  aid  of  the  crevice  which  I 
mentioned  alx)ve,  I  only  aseended  one  third  of 
the  height.  But  now  I  was  determined  to  reach 
the  highest  elevation,  in  order  that  the  statue  of 
Mary  might  preside  over  the  entire  desert.  This 
was  not  a  very  eiusy  affair. 

"  By  the  aid  of  a  stone  thrown  by  the  vigorous 
arm  of  one  of  our  soldiers,  we  succeede<l  in  pa.ss- 
ing  over  the  wall  a  cord,  to  which  we  attached 
the  rope  we  had  lx)Ught  at  Hellah  ;  then  we  drew 
the  rope  so  that  an  end  on  each  side  fell  to  the 
ground.  This  first  operation  was  not  without  fa- 
tigue, and  it  was  only  after  two  hours  labor  we 
accomplished  it.  The  next  step  was  to  mount 
the  wall  by  means  of  the  rope,  which  I  had  tied 
in  loops  for  that  purpase.  My  companions  hoisted 
me  up  by  drawing  vigorously  at  the  end  on  the  op- 
posite side.  At  the  moment  of  attempting  it,  Mr. 
Asfar  sought  to  dissuade  me ;  the  height  of  the 
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wall  to  be  scaled  frightened  him ;  besides,  while 
we  were  securing  the  rope,  several  large  stones, 
capable  of  killing  a  man,  had  fallen  from  the  top, 
and  we  observed  that  the  rope  had  already  be- 
come worn  from  being  strained  across  the  sharp 
sides  of  the  stones.  This  last  objection,  I  must 
confess,  somewhat  intimidated  me,  and  the  end 
showed  our  fears  were  not  groundless ;  but  after  a 
long  and  friendly  debate,  I  carried  the  point  for 
the  ascent.  First  I  ornamented  my  head  witli  an 
immense  turl>an,  to  protect  myself  from  the  fall- 
ing stones.  Then,  taking  my  little  statue,  I  seized 
the  rope  and  commenced  climbing  the  wall,  full 
of  confidence  in  Mary.  In  two  minutes  I  was 
standing  erect  on  the  summit,  to  the  great  joy  of 
my  companions.  There,  as  I  have  already  told 
you,  I  blessed,  with  the  statue,  the  four  points  of 
the  desert ;  then  I  souglit  the  most  suitable  posi- 
tion for  its  pedestal.  I  placed  it  in  such  a  man- 
ner that  it  can  only  be  seen  at  a  certain  distance, 
and  as  it  is  very  little  in  comparison  with  the 
great  elevation  of  the  Tower,  you  must  know  it 
is  there,  in  order  to  distinguish  it  from  the  ruins. 
The  Christian  traveler,  who  knows  this  event,  will 
be  al)le  to  salute  her  from  afar — Mary,  upon  the 
Tower  of  Babel — offering  her  his  homage  and  im- 
ploring her  powerful  protection  ;  while  the  dear 
little  Virgin,  hidden  from  view,  will  escape  the 
injuries  of  the  infidel,  who  knows  nothing  of  the 
wonderful  history. 

"  I  must  not  pass  in  silence,  a  singular  circum- 
stance which  occurred  on  the  summit  of  the  Tower. 
At  the  very  time  I  was  installing  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin on  her  new  throne,  I  was  assailed  by  an  in- 
finite number  of  little  flies  or  insects,  coming  from 
I  know  not  where.  They  soon  formed  such  a 
complete  cloud  around  me  that  I  could  scarcely 
see  my  companions  at  the  foot  of  the  wall,  and 
they  assured  me  that  it  was  impossible  to  dis- 
tinguish my  features.  I  wished  to  remain  kneel- 
ing some  time  on  the  Tower,  at  the  feet  of  Our 
Lady  of  Babel,  but  these  little  monsters  actually 
devoured  my  face  and  hands.  I  could  see  them 
coming  from  every  quarter ;  they  flew  in  serried 
ranks,  like  armies  ranged  for  battle,  and  forced 
me  to  descend  with  all  possible  speed,  so  that  I 
forgot  to  take  the  exact  measure  of  the  Tower, 
which  to  the  present  time  has  never  been  done. 
But,  by  means  of  the  rope  which  aided  my  ascent, 
we  were  enabled  to  take  an  approximate  measure. 

"  Let  me  give  you  another  incident  worthy  of 
remark.  When  I  commenced  the  ascension  I  felt 
the  rope  give,  and  I  knew  that  it  was  frail  sup- 
port for  the  weight  of  my  body ;  but  my  confi- 
dence in  Mary  and  my  great  desire  to  realize  my 
project  induced  me  to  brave  the  danger.  I  feel 
sure  this  good  Mother  sustained  me  with  her 
powerful  arm ;  for,  after  my  descent,  in  drawing 
the  rope  over  the  wall  it  became  entangled  among 
the  stones,  and  when  we  made  a  little  eflfort  to 
disengage  it,  it  broke,  and  I  exclaimed,  in  the 
gratitude  of  my  heart :  GI017  to  Mary,  Queen  of 
the  desert !     Glory  to  Our  Lady  of  Victories ! 

"  I  must  not  forget  to  tell  you  that,  before  per- 
manently placing  the  statue  on  the  Tower,  I  raised 
it  in  the  air,  beseeching  the  august  Virgin  to  re- 


member that  Our  Lady  of  the  Desert  is  the 
daughter  of  Our  Lady  of  Victories,  and  besought 
her  to  realize  it  here,  as  in  Paris,  by  numerous 
prodigies  of  mercy.  At  this  moment,  as  I  before 
observed,  I  was  surrounded  with  little  flies.  '  O 
Lady  of  the  Desert,'  I  exclaimed, '  give  me  for  thy 
Son  as  many  .souls  as  there  are  insects  around  me.' 
After  this  prayer,  I  placed  the  little  Virgin  upon 
the  pedestal  I  had  prepared  for  her,  with  her  wee 
turned  toward  the  Subahs,  those  disciples  of 
Saint  John  Baptist  of  whom  I  spoke  to  you  when 
in  Paris  last  year.  It  is  from  the  midst  of  these 
dear  people  I  now  write  to  you.  I  left  Bagdad, 
my  habitual  residence,  a  few  weeks  ago,  for  this 
mission.  In  a  day  or  two  I  shall  go  to  Naouazet, 
a  distance  of  two  days  journey  from  Amara,  where 
the  grand  chief  of  the  Subahs  resides. 

"  Pious  associates  of  the  Archconfraternity,  let 
me  recommend  to  your  feiTent  prayers  the  con- 
version of  the  Subahs.  I  am  full  of  confidence  in 
Mary  and  in  your  prayers,  and  I  hope  one  day  to 
have  glorious  triumphs  to  relate  to  you,  of  which 
may  all  glory  be  rendered  in  advance  to  Our 
Lady  of  Victories  and  Our  Lady  of  the  Tower  of 
Babel.  Father  Mary  Joseph  of  Jesus, 

''Barefooted  Carnulite,  Ap.  3Iissio?iary  of  Bagdad." 

LEGENDS  OP  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 
No.  10.— The  Severed  Hand. 

It  was  the  hour  before  dawn.  Three  men 
walked  in  silence  across  the  public  square  of  Da- 
mascus. Two  of  the  number  carried  a  square 
post ;  the  other  followed  them  with  a  pickax  and 
shovel,  thrown  carelessly  over  his  shoulders.  A 
heavy  hammer  stuck  in  his  girdle,  and  from  his 
left  arm  dangled  a  leathern  bag  containing  a 
handful  of  nails. 

They  stopjjed  on  reaching  the  middle  of  the 
square,  and,  throwing  the  jDost  upon  the  ground, 
commenced  digging  a  hole  in  the  earth.  After  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  of  what  seemed  hard  work 
from  their  heavy  breathing  and  the  drops  of 
perspiration  on  their  brows,  they  stopped,  and, 
leaning  on  their  tools,  one  spoke  to  the  other,  who 
seemed  to  be  the  leader  : 

"  It  is  no  use  to  dig  the  hole  so  deep ;  there  is 
no  wind,  and  the  post  will  stand  straight  without 
any  difficulty  until  sunset." 

As  no  objection  was  made,  they  slid  the  post 
into  the  hole  prepared  for  it,  and  while  one  sus- 
tained it  the  others  threw  in  the  earth,  pres.sed 
it  closely  down,  and  then  piled  stones  around  it 
to  make  it  firm.  The  chief  struck  it  with  his 
pick  and  then  with  both  hands  in  order  to  test  its 
solidity. 

"  An  ox  might  be  nailed  to  it ;  so  there*  is  not 
much  danger  that  it  will  not  hold  a  single  hand." 

"  Well,  we  must  admit  we  gained  our  sequin 
without  much  hard  work." 

"  That  is  true,  good  master ;  and  I  think  you 
have  the  most  profitable  trade  in  the  whole  city." 

"  Well,  yes,  fonnerly  it  was ;  but  now  I  have 
too  much  to  do.  Besides,  the  justice  of  the  Caliph 
makes  use  of  no  other  weapon  these  days  past 
than  the  cimeter ;  and  although  I  can  boast  of 
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being  the  mrwt  skillful  executioner  in  the  whole 
empire,  ytt  I  c-annot  keep  the  l»loo<l  from  flowing 
when  I  cut  ofl"  n  head,  and  it  is  wonderful  how  it 
spoils  one's  clothes.  I  can't  sell  them  for  even  half, 
their  value.  If  I  only  knew  how  to  write,  I  would 
address  a  petition  to  the  Caliph,  begging  him  to  re- 
estnldish  the  use  of  the  cross,  or  even  the  rope," 

While  s|K'aking,  he  drew  from  the  leathern 
satchel  attached  to  his  girdle  a  bloody  hand, 
which  he  firmly  nailed  to  the  \xtst. 

Day  was  jiist  dawning  when  they  separated. 
The  inhabitants  of  the  city,  pa.ssing  to  their  morn- 
ing avocation.s,  perceived  the  newgibl)et;  Init  not 
seeing  a  bmly  hanging  from  it,  as  was  usually  the 
case,  they  njjproaclied  it,  and  looking  at  each  oth- 
er with  horror,  asked  in  low  tones — 

"Whose  hand  am  that  be?" 

The  spots  of  blood  that  stained  it  in  several 
places  only  the  more  clearly  (li.s])layed  its  extraor- 
dinary whitenes.s.  The  nail  had  been  driven 
through  the  centre  of  the  palm,  but  this  ])osthu- 
mous  torture  had  not  crisped  nor  contracted  the 
cold  flesh  that  death  had  already  stifl'ened.  The 
severed  veins  had  carried  off  all  the  l)lood  it  had 
once  contained ;  the  bones  st(wd  out,  cl<>arly  de- 
fined, from  the  dry  and  withered  flesh,  the  nerves 
were  unstrung,  and  the  nails  had  a.Msumed  a  pale 
greenish  hue.  A  rare  fine  down  was  barely  per- 
ceptible ujxm  the  long  and  beautifully  formed 
fingers.  Manual  labor  had  never  deformed  its 
symmetry  nor  hardened  its  softness ;  it  bore  no 
trace  of  toil  nor  scar  of  war;  around  the  third 
finger  the  trace  of  a  ring  was  apparent,  the  jewel 
itself  having  probably  been  torn  from  it  by  the 
cupidity  of  the  executioner.  This  hand  assuredly 
belonged  to  no  mechanic  or  plebeian.  It  could 
have  only  belonged  to  a  dignitary  of  high  degree ; 
one  who  had  lived  in  rejjose  and  luxury.  Such 
were  the  remarks  made  aloud  by  all,  and  again 
they  asked  each  other — 

"  Whose  hand  can  it  possibly  bo?" 

Some  said,  "  It  must  be  the  hand  of  the  chief 
eunuch,  who,  perchance,  has  rashly  opened  the 
door  of  the  seraglio  for  some  one  who  had  no  right 
to  enter." 

Others  thought  that  it  must  belong  to  some 
Vizier,  who  had  betrayed  the  secrets  of  the  divan. 

•'  Ah,"  replied  another,  "  did  you  not  hear  that 
a  messenger  from  the  Emperor  of  Constantinople 
arrived  last  night?  Perhaps  the  language  he 
used  was  too  insolent,  and  the  glorious  Caliph 
had  him  chastised  on  the  spot." 

Many  others  affirmed  that  they  had  seen  the 
herald. 

"  Poor  man,"  exclaimed  several,  in  tones  of 
compassion  ;  "  he  only  repeated  the  words  of  his 
master." 

"  This  hand,"  exclaimed  a  new-comer,  "  is  the 
hand  of  the  Christian  Vizier,  John.  I  have  just 
heard  so  from  his  own  domestics." 

"The  Christian  John  I  Woe  unto  us,  if  what 
thou  sayest  be  true  !  John,  the  father  and  the  nurse 
of  the  poor,  and  the  defender  of  the  true  faith.?" 

"  Ah,  yes ;  and  he  sought  for  the  ruin  of  Islam, 
and  entered  into  a  conspiracy  to  deliver  up  our 
city  to  the  Greeks." 


The  poor  man  who  had  undertaken  John's  de- 
fence checked  a  sigh,  and  meri.*ly  replied  : 

"What !  he  deliver  the  city  into  the  hands  of 
the  Isjiurian, — against  whom  he  has  battled  in  all 
his  learned  writings?  Alas  for  the  Christians 
who  respec-t  and  revere  holy  images :  the  domin- 
ion of  the  prince  of  believers  has  l>een  more  leni- 
ent to  them  than  that  of  the  Ic-onoclast  Kmperor. 
Wherefore,  then,  could  come  the  idle  tale  that  the 
saintly  Vizier  could  (roncert  treawm  with  thb 
great  enemy  of  his  faith  y"  *  •  ♦ 

Leo  the  Isaurian  then  occupie<l  the  throne  of 
Constantinople.  An  ardent  fanatic  in  the  Icon- 
oclastic heresy,  he  used  ever)'  means  to  obtjiin  its 
success.  An  avowed  enemy  of  Christian  art,  he 
placed  his  glory,  not  in  the  winning  of  battles  nor 
in  the  raising  of  monuments,  but  in  the  destruc- 
tion of  images  and  statues.  Instead  of  checking 
the  advancing  Saracen,  he  overthrew  the  marble 
shrines  of  the  saints;  and  instead  of  the  titles  of 
"victor"  and  "conqueror,"  which  are  the  ambition 
of  most  princes,  he  has  merited  from  jxisterity  no 
other  .surname  than  tluit  of  "  image-breaker."  One 
voice  alone  embittered  the  pride  of  his  .sacrilegious 
laurels ;  it  was  the  voice  of  Saint  John  Damas<'ene, 
crying  out,  from  the  midst  of  infidels,  in  defence  of 
the  ancestral  faith  and  the  constant  traditions  of 
the  primitive  Church. 

John  was  not  a  Bishop;  but  in  those  ages,  when 
the  care  of  sivlvation  predominated  over  all  other 
cjires,  laymen  themselves  .studied  the  sacred 
sciences ;  and  John,  who  had  been  brought  up  by 
a  learned  Italian  monk,  named  Cosnum,  wrote  sev- 
eral letters  to  preserve  the  faithful  in  the  tnie 
doctrine,  and  composed  works  which  have  been 
handed  down  to  us,  in  favor  of  the  worship  ami 
honor  and  respect  which  the  Church  on  earth 
owes  and  gives  to  the  Church  in  Heaven.  These 
books,  full  of  correct  reasoning  and  profound 
knowledge,  gave  a  formidable  blow  to  heresy,  and 
above  all,  irritated  the  Emperor  Leo,  who  had 
made  himself  its  protector  and  champion. 

Leo,  overcome  with  shame  and  spite,  could  not 
refute  the  reasoning  of  the  pious  writer,  and 
thought  only  of  revenge.  But  John  was  beyond 
his  reach.  Born  of  a  Christian  family,  whose 
riches,  antiquity,  and  fame  gave  it  the  first  rank 
in  the  city  of  Danuiscu.s,  he  found  that  his  friend- 
ship was  sought  by  the  Caliph.  After  a  long  re- 
sistance he  had  yielded  to  the  enti-eaties  of  the 
Saracen,  that  he  might  the  better  protect  the  small 
number  of  Christians  whom  the  disciples  of  Ma- 
homet had  spared.  Summoned  to  the  council  of 
the  Prince,  his  virtues,  his  riches,  his  talents,  in  a 
short  time  gained  for  hiin  pre-eminence.  His 
fame  but  increased  under  the  shadow  of  the  Ca- 
liph's favor,  and  he  seemed  above  the  violence  of 
the  storms  of  fortune  when  an  infernal  plot  sud- 
denly plunged  him  into  the  depths  of  disgrace. 

The  Isaurian,  continually  meditating  revenge 
upon  the  faithful  who  had  taken  up  the  pen 
against  his  heresy,  was  not  ashamed  to  have  re- 
course to  a  most  infamous  scheme,  worthy  of  the 
vilest  of  reprobates.  lie  had  among  his  courtiers 
a  scrivener,  remarkably  skillful  in  counterfeiting 
every  kind  of  handwriting.    Leo  sent  for  him. 
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and  showing  bim  a  long  letter  from  John  of  Da- 
mascus, said  to  him :  "  Hast  thou  really  the  skill 
of  which  thou  boastest,  and  canst  thou  imitate 
this  handwriting  ?" 

"  Nothing  is  easier,"  answered  the  counterfeiter, 
after  having  examined  the  papyrus.  The  hand  is 
firm,  neat  and  free,  and  almost  all  the  characters 
of  the  alphabet  are  here.  Is  it  a  codicil  or  a  will 
that  is  to  be  made  ?  I  will  answer  for  it  that  the 
writer  of  this  page  will  mistrust  his  own  self" 

"  I  want  neither  a  codicil  nor  a  will,  but  a  let- 
ter that  I  will  dictate  to  you." 

This  letter  was  composed  as  if  John,  turning 
against  the  Caliph  the  authority  he  held  from 
him,  proposed  to  the  Emperor  Leo  to  deliver  up 
to  him  the  city  of  Damascus,  on  condition  that 
he  sent  an  army  to  drive  out  the  Saracens.  Whilst 
the  counterfeiter  transcribed  this  master-piece  of 
lying,  the  Emperor  impatiently  bent  over  him, 
and  followed  the  progress  of  the  work.  When 
the  scribe  had  finished,  Leo  took  the  papyrus. 
The  imitation  was  so  perfect  that  he  could  not 
restrain  an  exclamation  of  satisfaction,  and  he 
doubted  not  of  the  success  of  his  knavery.  Then 
he  composed  and  wrote  with  his  own  hand  a 
wicked  letter  to  the  Caliph.  He  pretended  to  be 
indignant  at  John's  black  ingratitude  to  one  from 
whom  he  had  received  such  favors,  and  he  de- 
nounced a  treason  of  which  honor  and  justice  for- 
bade him  to  take  advantage.  He  inveighed  in 
strong  terms  against  the  treachery  of  the  minister, 
and  with  well  feigned  horror  scorned  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  it.     (To  be  continued.) 
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But  her  penance  hardly  half  was  o'er, 
When  she  heard  behind  her,  near  the  door, 
A  sound  so  low  it  scarce  was  a  sigh. 
And  a  fainter  footfall  on  the  floor ! 
She  glanced  around — what  doth  she  espy. 
To  change  her  mien  from  meek  to  wild  ? 

There  shines  the  shape  of  a  little  child. 
With  a  strange  light  gleaming  in  his  eye — 
He  seems  not  more  than  five  summers  old ; 
And  never  a  fairer  visage  smiled, 
Enringed  with  locks  of  a  richer  gold. 
His  raiment,  a  single  robe  of  white. 
Falls  down  no  lower  than  his  knees. 
With  jewels  bedight  that  beam  so  bright. 
The  lamp  looks  dim  compared  to  these ! 
Though  beautiful  his  face  and  hair. 
They  have  a  quaintly  foreign  air ; 
And  his  garments  smell  of  perfumed  trees, 
That  bloom  beyond  the  Indian  seas! 
Strange  is  his  svspect,  strange  his  dress ; 
And  stranger  still  his  wealth  of  tress, 
Like  a  woman's  in  its  loveliness ! 
While  every  wavy,  wandering  curl 
Is  decked  with  a  wreath  inclosing  a  pearl, 
Glittering  and  glowing  amid  his  hair, 
As  if  hidden  moonbeams  nestled  there ! 
The  sign  of  the  cross  the  maiden  makes, 
As  a  startled  backward  step  she  takes. 
"Queen  of  the  angels!  befriend  me  now !" 
She  falters;  "and  whence,  and  who  art  thou?" 


"  I  come  from  a  clime  across  the  main," 
He  said  in  a  voice  so  sad  and  sweet. 
That  it  seemed  like  a  song  of  the  summer  rain, 
•  Or  the  chime  of  a  music-murmuring  brain. 
When  the  seraphs  of  sleep  in  their  concert  meet ! 
"Warned  by  a  wond'rous  dream  I  come, 
Stealing  away  from  a  royal  home. 
Par  in  the  East  where  the  sun  first  shines, 
Tipping  the  tops  of  Asian  pines 
With  a  splendor  that  turns  the  dew  on  their  stems 
To  a  radiant  rain  of  dripping  gems ; 
I  come  to  travel  with  thee  to  the  shrines 
Of  the  holy  ones  near  a  Hebrew  sea. 
For  thus  the  angel  of  dreams  bade  me !"      [look, 
"  Wilt  thou  swear  it  ?"  she  asked  with  a  wildered 
And  her  heart  with  a  sudden  tremor  shook; 
"  Wilt  thou  swear  it  upon  this  blessed  book  ?" 
"I  may  not  swear,"  was  the  quick  reply, 
"  But  I  tell  thee  a  token  thou  canst  not  deny — 
The  cruel  penance  thou  doest  here. 
Eight  summers  ago  did  first  begin. 
On  the  dreary  night  of  a  dreadful  year; 
I  will  not  mention  the  deed  of  fear! 
But  thou  mournest  for  a  mother's  sin, 
And  prayest  the  angels  to  let  her  in ! 
And  it  is  thy  purpose  anon  to  flee. 
And  journey  by  land  and  journey  by  sea, 
To  the  holy  shrines  of  Palestine ; 
Let  me  thy  fellow-traveler  be. 
Since  such  is  the  will  of  the  Heavenly  Queen !" 
"So  let  it  be,"  said  Seraphine ; 
"  It  is  well — and  I  will  go  with  thee !" 
Then  the  costly  jewels  and  gauds  she  tore 
Prom  her  person,  and  strewed  them  along  the  floor, 
Crying,  "  Off — off!     I  shall  need  you  no  more ; 
Ye  tinsel  trinkets  of  folly  and  j)ride. 
Befitting  the  grace  of  an  earthly  bride. 
Yet  unmeet  for  one  who  must  wed  with  Him 
That  reigns  o'er  the  star-eyed  Seraphim !" 
But  the  iron  scourge  to  her  lips  she  pressed, 
And  hid  it  with  care  beneath  her  vest! 

They  passed  from  the  castle,  the  maid  and  the  boy, 

From  the  garden  too  by  a  private  gate ; 

Her  heart  was  full  of  a  nameless  joy 

To  think  she  had  flown  from  the  fearful  fate. 

Which  the  morrow  to  her  would  have  surely  brought 

In  that  bridal  abhorred  by  her  every  thought ! 

They  wandered  on  through  the  woods  afar, 

And  a  heavy  dew  on  their  garments  lay ; 

Until  they  knew  by  a  rising  star. 

That  it  lacked  but  an  hour  more  of  day. 

Then  a  sudden  terror  seized  the  child. 

And  he  shrieked,  "  There's  a  demon  in  the  way !" 

His  lips  grew  jjallid,  his  looks  were  wild, 

But  not  another  word  would  he  say 

Than  this — "  There's  a  demon  in  the  way ! 

I  hear  the  bell  that  tolls  in  hell. 

And  we  shall  be  the  demon's  prey !" 

Aloud  the  maiden  prayed, 
"  Queen  of  the  Angels !  be  our  aid !" 
And  she  took  the  pale  boy  by  the  hand ; 
But  it  seared  her  flesh  like  a  flaming  brand ! 
Alas — alas,  for  the  maiden  good!  * 

For  the  fire  passed  into  her  blood ! 
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And  fluslicil  her  face  with  a  purple  flno<l, 
And  flushed  like  li^htuing  thmu^di  her  bruin; 
And  tliere  fthme  with  the  boy  in  the  wood, 
She  stiw  8uch  a  horrible,  howling  bro«)d 
Of  phantoms,  as  never  cursed  one  so  good 

Before;  nor  will  again! 
"  Ila !  hu  !  thou  art  niine  !"  exclaimed  the  boy. 
And  hi»  eyes  shot  lurid  sparks  of  joy  I 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  thou  art  mine 

In  shadow  and  shine. 

For  joy  or  woe, 

AlK)ve  and  below, 

While  planets  shine, 

Or  waters  flow 

To  the  bitter  brine ! 

1  hear  the  bell 

That  tolls  in  hell. 
And  it  says  thou  art  forever  mine  ! 
Thou  art  mine  by  the  brand  of  the  burning  hand ! 
Come  away — away,  to  our  j)alace  grand  !" 
Swifter  than  soaring  eagles  skim 
The  sky,  they  both  began  to  move 
O'er  cliff  and  chasm,  o'er  glade  and  grove — 
She  a)uld  not  choose  but  follow  him  ! 
AIx)ve  the  pines  of  the  Apenines, 
Over  the  scalps  of  the  hoary  Alps, 

Across  the  ocean. 

With  furious  motion. 
And  afar  to  the  sand  of  a  desert  land, 
They  flew — she  drawn  by  the  burning  hand ! 
Until  they  paused  on  a  lonely  shore 
Wliich  foot  had  seldom  pressed  before. 
Where  they  heard  a  sullen  billow  roar ; 
And  he  knocked  at  the  door  of  a  palace  grand ! 
The  door  no  echo  gave  to  the  rap. 
But  anon  with  the  sound  of  a  thunder-clap, 
It  opened  to  let  the  wanderers  in. 
And  closed  behind  them  with  a  din 
Of  harsh  explosion,  cruel,  accurst. 
As  if  a  thousand  cannon  had  burst ! 
Ha  I  what  a  vision  is  this  in  the  hall ! 
It  seems  like  a  royal  festival ; 
Where  the  actors  that  move  in  the  gorgeous  scenes, 
Are  groups  of  Eastern  kings  and  queens  ! 
They  all  are  arrayed  in  robes  of  silk 
As  white  as  the  cream  of  morning  milk, 
But  flowing  loosely  and  unconflned. 
With  a  length  of  train  that  sweei)s  behind. 
But  rustleth  not  to  the  stately  shake 
Of  steps  which  never  an  echo  wake  ! 
They  march  in  parties  of  three  by  three, 
Around  the  hall,  though  so  silently. 
That  the  sound  of  a  pin-fall  might  be  heard, 
From  the  place  of  impinging,  some  rods  away ; 
For  they  speak  not — whisper  not  even — a  word, 
But  converse  with  theireycs — large,  luminous  eyes, 
That  bum  .with  a  quick  intennittont  ray. 
Pulsing  with  light  which  flashes  and  flics — 
The  light  of  a  dream  that  within  them  lies! 
Beautiful! — beautiful  to  behold. 
Is  the  wealth  of  tress  down  their  shoulders  rolled, 
Like  the  curling  clouds  of  a  sunset's  gold  ! 
But  their  faces  are  pallid — as  pallid  quite 
As  the  cheek  of  a  con^se,  before  the  blight 
Of  decay  hath  blasted  all  grace  to  the  sight 


Of  friends  who  still  cling  to  the  image  fair 

Of  their  love — loth  to  credit  the  truth  of  despair. 

That  the  lightof  their  life  shall  be  nevermore  tlierc ! 

As  the  boy  and  the  maiden  emerged  thro'  the  door, 
All  thejjartiesdelayed  their  nmrch  round  the  floor. 
And  haileil  them  with  liows  of  |>olite  courtesy 
Meet  for  king  an<l  his  queen  of  tlje  highest  degree; 
And  then  resumeil  their  unceasing  tread 
Of  that  movement  as  nois(>K-ss  as  sleep  of  the  dead ! 

[to    be   CUNTINVEO.j 

Weekly  Ohroniole. 

CoMeeration  of  the  Right  Itev.  BUhop  of  AUnmy — 

FeaKt  of  the  Nuticify  of  Our  Jiltjmed   hiJy  in 

Rome — CtnninenMration  of  CaM*:ljidardo  Murtyra 

— Funeral  Service  for  the  Repune  of  tfie  Soul  of 

Oen.  lAiinoriciere. 

On  Sunday,  October  15,  the  city  of  Albany,  for 
the  first  time  in  its  history,  was  the  scene  of  the 
consecrution  of  a  J'relate  of  the  Holy  Roman 
Catholic  Church,  in  the  person  of  the  Right  Rev. 
John  J.  Conroy,  late  Admini.stnitor  of  the  Di(X-ese. 
It  will  be  rememl)ered  that  the  Most  Rev.  Arch- 
bishop was  translated  from  the  Ditxiese  of  Albany 
to  the  JIetro|x)litan  See  of  New  York,  made  va- 
cant by  the  death  of  Archbi.shop  Huglies,  leaving 
Albany  without  a  Bishop.  This  want  has  now 
been  filled  by  the  consecration  of  the  late  Bish- 
op's late  Vicar  General.  The  Bulls  for  Bishop 
Conroy's  consecmtion  arrive<i  sometime  ago,  an<i, 
on  Sunday,  October  15,  he  was  raised  to  the  dig- 
nity of  a  Prelate  of  the  Church,  witli  all  the 
splendor  and  solemnity  of  the  Roman  Ritual. 

Long  before  the  hour  a])p()inte<l  for  tlie  im- 
pressive ceremonies  to  Cf)mmence,  the  magnificent 
Cathedral  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  wjuj 
crowtled  to  its  utmost  capacity.  Not  only  did 
Albany  and  Troy  contribute  their  quotas  to  fill 
this  immen.He  building,  but  New  York  city  and 
the  towns  of  Western  New  Y'ork  furnished  their 
share,  to  witness,  for  the  first  time,  a  Bishop  con- 
secrated within  its  walls. 

There  were  two  Archbishops,  thirteen  Bi-shops, 
and  nearly  two  hundred  Priests  assisting  at  the 
ceremonies. — N.  Y.  Tablet. 

We  tru.st  that  the  eloquent  sermon  preached  on 
the  ocaision,  by  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Purcell, 
will  be  widely  circulated  and  read  by  Catholics  for 
edification,  and  by  Prote.stants  for  instruction. 

Our  limits  confine  us  to  the  exordium  and  per- 
oration of  this  admirable  discourse: 

"The  splendor  and  significjince  of  this  day's 
ceremonial  permit  not  the  thought  of  the  Chris- 
tian mind  to  be  limited  by  the  horizon  of  earth, 
or  time.  They  lift  the  soul  from  the  hierarchy  of 
the  Church  to  the  hierarchy  of  Heaven,  where  the 
angelic  hosts,  from  lowest  to  highest  circles,  sur- 
round the  Eternal  throne ;  and  to  the  firmament, 
the  pavement,  so  to  speak,  of  the  Celestial  Court, 
where  God  hath  plawd  the  greater  and  the  lesser 
lights  and  star  differing  from  star  in  brightness, 
but  all  illustrating  the  Divine  magnificence,  and 
obedient  each,  in  its  place  and  sphere,  to  the  or- 
der which  the  all-wise  Creator  originally  estab- 
lished.    So  is  it  in  the  Church,  which  is  made 
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after  the  pattern  of  Heavenly  things,  for  the  Au- 
thor of  both  is  tlic  same. 

"  The  Pope,  or  Bishop  of  Rome,  is  Supreme 
Ruler  of  God's  Kingdom  on  earth.     Cardinals, 
Patriarchs,  Archbishops,  Bishops,  Priests,  of  vari- 
ous grades,  Deacons,  Sub-deacons,  Acolyths,  Exor- 
cists,  Lectors,    Ostiarii,    Clerics,   encompass  the 
Apostolic  Chair  and  Altar,  and  unite  in  their  ap- 
propriate functions  in  rendering  to  the  Sovereign 
Majesty  of  Jehovah  the  suljlime  worship  by  which 
alone  He  can  ))e  worthily  glorified.  *     *     *  This 
is  the  faith,  Right  Rev.  Father,  which  you  have 
all  your   life  professed,  and  this  day  solemnly 
sworn  to  teach.     *     *     *     Of  the  virtues  required 
of  thee,  thou  hast  illustrious  examples  in  the  or- 
der to  which  thou  art  now  exalted.    *     *     *  Nor 
need  we  look  to  foreign  lands  and  former  ages  for 
models  of  episcopal  sanctity.  Thank  God  w(^  have 
had  them  in  the  young  American  Church.     Thir- 
ty-five of  our  deceased  Prelates  are,  I  trust,  at  this 
moment  looking  down  approvingl}',  from  their 
bright  thrones  above,  on  this  august  assemblage. 
We  can  say,  in  the  language  of  Ecclesiasticus,  that 
through  them  the  Lord  hath  wrought  great  glory 
from   the  beginning.     ]\Ien   of  great  ])o\ver  and 
wisdom,  who  ruled  over  the  present  people  and 
instructed    them   in   most   holy  words.     Mea  of 
mercy,  whose  godly  deeds  have  not  failed.    Their 
children  for  their  sakes  remain.     Their  seed  and 
their  glory  shall  not  be  forsaken  forever.     Their 
bodies  are  buried  in  peace,  and  their  name  livetli 
unto  generation  and  generation.     As  Paul  was 
brought  up  at  the  feet  of  Gamaliel,  you  were, 
Right  Rev.  Father,  like  your  venerated  and  be- 
loved Metropolitan,  imbued  with  the  spirit   of 
Christian  and  sacerdotal  piety  in  a  school  found- 
ed by  some  of  these  saintly  teachens.     You  are  an 
alumnus,  and  after  seven  years  of  study,  a  grad- 
uate of  Mount  St.  Mary's,  which  they  created  in  a 
wilderness.     There  they  struck,  with  a  rod,  like 
that  of  Moses,  the  rock  whence  streams  of  grace 
have  flowed  to  many,  even  distant,  portions  of 
the  immense  territory  of  the  United  States.    From 
them  you  learned  to  fear  no  contradiction,  to  be 
arrested  by  no  obstacles,  to  spare  no  anxieties  in 
building  one  of  the  noblest  temples  to  religion  in 
this  free   land,  where  the   voluntary   principle, 
guided  by  her  most  worthy  ministers,  has  achieved 
such  wonders.     And  still  more  beautiful  are  the 
temples  which  you  have  dedicated  in  the  souls  of 
men,  sanctified  by  your  faithful,  zealous,  prudent 
ministry  of  three  and  twenty  years.     It  was  while 
you   were  thus  engaged,  that  the  voice  of  the 
Apostle  was  heard  by  the  prelates  of  this  eccle- 
siastical province :    "  Let  the  ]n'iest  who  presides 
well,  be  reputed  worthy  of  double  honor.     (Tim., 
V,  57.)     Tliey  unanimously  presented  you  to  the 
Holy  Father  for  Bishop  of  this  fair  See  of  Albany. 
Therefore  has  the  Vicar  of  Christ  commanded  that 
the  mitre  should  be   placed   on   your  anointed 
head,  the  crosier  in  your  hand,  the  ring  on  your 
finger ;  and  your  name  henceforth  and  forever  en- 
rolled among  those  who,  in  the  episcopal  order, 
have  served  God  faithfully  from  the  beginning, 
and  won  for  themselves  a   deathless  name  on 
earth,  and  an  unfading  crown  of  glory  in  Heaven. 


Feast  of  the  Nativitt  op  Oun  Blessed 
Lady. — On  the  8th  of  September,  the  Festival  of 
the  Nativity  of  the  Glorious  Mother  of  God,  a 
Papal  Chapel  was  held  in  Saint  Mary's  del  Pop- 
olo,  Rome.  His  Eminence,  Cardinal  Sacconi, 
Titular  of  that  church,  officiated  pontifically  at 
tlie  Mass  in  presence  of  the  Sacred  College  and 
of  the  several  Colleges  of  the  Prelature.  In  the 
evening,  as  on  the  eve,  a  great  number  of  houses 
were  illuminated  in  honor  of  the  Queen  of  Heaven, 
as  also  most  of  the  images  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
exposed  in  the  streets,  according  to  the  ancient 
custom  of  the  Roman  people.  The  churches  ded- 
icated to  God  under  the  title  of  the  Mother  of  God, 
were  crowded  by  the  faithful  during  the  exer- 
cises of  the  jSTovena  preceding  the  day  of  the  feast. 

This  week  Rome  has  been  chiefly  employed  in 
honoring  and  commemorating,  with  due  Catholic 
charity,  her  brave  defenders,  who  continue  so  well 
the  tradition  of  those  Roman  .soldiers  of  old  from 
whose  ranks  came  the  greatest  number  of  the 
martyrs  and  saints  of  the  Church.  On  September 
18,  at  10  a.  m.,  the  anniversarj'  service  for  the 
victims  of  Piedmontese  treachery  at  Castelfidardo, 
took  ]ilace  in  the  great  church  of  San  Carlo,  at 
the  Corso.  A  detachment  of  each  corps  of  the  Pa- 
pal army,  and  a  large  number  of  olficers,  were 
present  at  this  devout  and  compassionate  memento 
of  their  faithful  comrades. 

The  approaches  of  the  ancient  church  of  the 
Ara  Creli,  on  the  Capitol,  was  crowded  by  ec- 
clesiastical and  militaiy  dignitaries  of  all  ranks, 
and  an  innnense  number  of  citizen.s,  who  came  to 
be  present  at  the  funeral  service  celebrated  there 
for  the  repose  of  the  .soul  of  the  great  Lamoriciere. 
An  admiral)le  order  of  the  day  from  Mgr.  de  Me- 
rode,  as  Minister  f)f  Arms,  had  announced  to  the 
Papal  troops  the  death  of  their  Commander-in- 
Chief,  "illustrious  among  the  generals  of  the  age 
by  his  valor,  his  virtue,  and  his  spotless  reputa- 
tion," who  was  "struck,  but  not  surprised  by 
death."  It  was  a  wonderful  sight  to  behold  the 
one  hundred  and  twenty-four  marble  steps  which 
lead  from  the  piazza  to  the  entrance  of  that  won- 
derful old  basilica  of  the  Ara  Coeli,  lined  on  both 
sides  by  the  former  soldiers  of  the  great  Catholic 
champion,  who  had  been  especially  selected  to 
represent  each  corps  on  that  sad  but  consoling  oc- 
casion. As  the  veiled  standard  of  each  battalion 
was  carried  up  this  long  ascent,  preceded  by  its 
band,  and  escorted  by  some  of  its  soldiers,  I  could 
not  but  think  of  those  words  of  the  psalm,  "Lceta- 
tus  sum" — ^^Illuc  enim  a»ceiidcrurtt,  trihus  Domini, 
testimonium  larael  ad  coiijitendum  nomini  Domini." 
"Well  might  the  inscription  on  the  church  front 
assert  that  Lamoriciere's  glorious  defeat  in  the  de- 
fence of  the  rights  of  the  Holy  See  liad  won  for 
him  a  nobler  name  than  his  previous  triumphs. 
The  General's  telling  motto,  "  Spes  m^'a  Deus^''  was 
repeated  throughout  the  black  and  gold  hangings 
inside  the  church  around  his  bier,  which  was  laid 
down  on  the  pavement  itself  of  the  church,  as  is 
the  custom  of  Rome  for  her  Princes. — hon.  Tablet. 


It  is  vanity  to  seek  after  riches  which  must 
perish,  and  to  trust  in  them. 
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CHILDREN'S  DEPARTMEirT. 
Interoourse  Between  the  Two  Worlds. 

[Cuiitiuued.] 

It  exhorted  her  nev'er  to  tell  a  falsehood  ;  for,  it 
continued,  even  the  slightest  are  punished  in  Pur- 
gatory. 

On  iMonday  morning,  the  twelfth  day  since  its 
first  appearance,  it  c«nie  to  the  chapel  again  at 
the  hour  for  >[ass.  Mary  said  to  it — "  My  con- 
fessor hids  me  ask  if  you  are  delivered  from  the 
flames  of  Purgatory,  and  also  if  you  will  consent 
U>  an  interview  with  the  Jesuit  Fathers?" 

She  replied — "I  am  not  entirely  delivered, 
hut  my  suffering  is  now  comparatively  trifling; 
and  if  God  so  ordains,  I  shall  willingly  appear 
before  the  Jesuit  Fathers."  AV'ith  thesti  words  it 
anxse,  advanced  toward  the  .sanctuary,  and,  kneel- 
ing, adored  the  Sacred  Host,  which  the  i)riest  at 
that  mf)ment  elevated  ;  then  she  returned  to  the 
young  girl,  an«i  said — "I  must  go  to  Cherb-Clau- 
sen.  They  are  saying  Mass  for  me  there  at 
this  moment."  As  it  disappeared,  Mary's  con- 
fes.sor  arrived  for  the  ])urpose  of  saying  his 
Mass.  lie  had  intended  t«  (piestion  the  spir- 
it, and  interpreted  unfavorably  its  departure  at 
the  moment  of  his  entrance.  He  was  almost 
certain  that  the  promisi'd  Masses  had  been  said 
the  preceding  Saturday,  and  this  iiicreased  his 
unfavorable  opinion.  But  it  was  ascertained  that 
the  s^nrit  had  spoken  the  truth,  for  the  messenger 
returned  that  eveniqg  from  Cherb-Clausen,  say- 
ing that  only  two  Mas.ses  had  been  offered  on 
Saturday,  on  account  of  the  greater  part  of  the 
Keligious  being  absent  at  the  vintage,  and  the 
third  Mass  had  in  reality  been  po.stponed  until 
Monday. 

On  Tuesday  morning,  as  Mary  entered  the 
chaix?l,  she  was  met  at  the  door  by  tht;  apparition, 
who  came  forward,  with  extended  arms,  as  if  it 
■would  embrace  her.  Its  face  shone  with  such  ex- 
traordinary brilliancy  that  the  eyes  of  the  young 
girl  were  dazzled,  and,  in  speaking  of  the  change, 
she  compareil  it  to  the  difference  of  the  firmament 
when  covered  with  clotuls,  and  the  same  sky  when 
pure  and  serene.  The  apparition  followed  Mary 
into  the  chapel,  and.  after  renewing  its  thanks, 
continued — "Now  I  am  free  from  all  torments; 
the  Mass  yesterday  morning  accomplished  my  de- 
liverance. I  now  wait  in  the  ve.xtibule  of  Heaven, 
for  I  am  not  yet  worthy  to  penetrate  into  the 
abotie  of  bliss — and  the  reason  is,  that  during  life 
I  did  not  desire  with  sutticient  ardor  to  see  the 
Face  of  God.  He  has  determined  the  time  of  my 
sfyouni.  You  will  see  me  again  a  short  time  be- 
fore I  leave  it,  and  al.so  on  the  day  of  my  entrance 
into  Heaven. 

It  recommended  the  young  girl  not  to  make 
vows  imprudently,  nor  without  the  determination 
to  accomplish  them,  adding  that  the  three  Masses 
it  had  promised  and  afterwards  neglected  ha<i 
been  the  cause  of  its  long  .styoum  in  Purgatory. 
It  exhorted  her  to  have  great  devotion  to  the 
BlcsMcd  Virgin  ;  three  time*  the  Are  Maria  recited 
daify  would  obtain  for  her  the  aid  of  Mary  at  the 
hour  of  death.     In  conclusion,  it  informed  her 


that  its  angel  guardian  had  iniipircd  all  it  ever 
Siiid  during  their  supernatural  intercourse,  and 
had  daily  interceded  for  it  before  Go«l.  At  the 
elevation  of  the  Sacred  Host  it  ajiproached  the 
altar,  and  remained  until  the  en<l  of  Mas.s,  in  a 
posture  of  profound  adoration.  Then,  approach- 
ing Mary,  it  begged  her  to  ha.sten  by  her  prayers 
the  time  of  its  present  probati(m.  Saluting  her, 
it  arose  in  the  air  and  vanished  through  a  side 
window. 

Some  days  afterward,  Mary,  being  somewhat 
indispo8e<l,  the  almost  natural  consecjuence  of  the 
exciting  days  through  which  she  had  passe*!,  was 
rather  negligent  in  offering  her  j)rayers  for  her 
client.  Sue  distinctly  heanl  its  voice  saying,  "I 
am  forced  to  return,  because  you  have  beconu-  neg- 
ligent at  your  prayers.  You  l)egin  to  neglect  me  : 
of  this  I  am  iiifonueil  by  my  angel  guardian. 
Oil  I  beseech  you  to  redouble  your  fervor,  in  or- 
der that  I  may  .soon  enter  into  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven." 

Mary  nflirmed  she  had  never  heard  a  prayer  to 
equal  in  fervor  the  one  that  accompanied  these 
word.s. 

In  the  afternoon  of  the  twenty-eighth  of  No- 
vember, while  ;Mary  was  saying  her  l>ea<ls,  she 
suddenly  felt  a  heavy  weight  on  her  riglit  shoul- 
der. "  Jesus,  Mary !"  she  exclaimed,  and  the  voice 
replied,  "  Have  I  not  already  warned  you  not  to 
pronounce  lightly  the  Holy  Name  of  our  Saviour?" 
She  continued,  "God  has  permitted  me  to  return, 
and  I  sliall  not  cease  to  impoitune  you  until  my 
probation  is  finished.  Every  goml  work,  of  what- 
ever nature  it  be,  that  is  offered  for  my  intention 
will  be  to  me  a  great  relief"  And  when  Mary 
commenced  saying  five  times  the  Piiter  and  Ace, 
with  lier  arms  extended,  she  felt  that  stnne  one 
behind  .supported  her  arms,  as  though  to  spare  her 
all  fatigue. 

It  would  be  too  tedious  to  detail  all  its  visits, 
we  shall  therefore  content  ourselves  with  noticing 
the  i)rin(!ipal  ones. 

On  the  first  of  Decemljer  it  returned  several 
times  during  the  day,  so  that  the  old  doubts  and 
apprehensions  were  renewed  in  the  Institution. 
Mary  c«imniandtHl  it  in  the  name  of  God  to  retire, 
and  reproached  its  imijortunity. 

"God  .sends  me,"  replied  the  apparition  ;  "not- 
withstanding, I  siiall  ob?y  you  by  retiring,  yet  I 
shall  soon  Return." 

On  another  occasion  she  again  reproached  it  for 
its  frequent  visits,  .saying:  " They  cease  not,  day 
or  night ;  neither  in  church  nor  out  of  church. 
Many  persons  are  displeased  at  these  proceedings; 
it  seems  to  them  that  under  all  this  there  must  l>e 
some  workings  of  the  spirit  of  darkness." 

"I  know  all  they  .say,"  was  the  rei)ly.  "  I  know, 
far  better  than  you  do,  the  many  twlish  things 
that  are  said  of  me.  Nevertheless,  in  all  I  do  I 
act  by  the  order  of  God  ;  neither  I  nor  any  one  in 
the  world  can  curb  His  will.  I  admit  I  seem  im- 
portunate, but  a  day  will  come  when  you  will  re- 
ceive great  consolation  in  exchange  for  all  I  now 
cost  you,  if  not  in  this  world  certainly  in  the  next; 
and  in  the  hour  of  your  agonj',  you  may  count 
ui)on  my  assistance."   It  also  exhorted  her  to  medi- 
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tate  frequently  on  the  sorrowful  and  glorious  mys- 
teries of  the  life  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  on  the 
Ave  wounds  of  our  Saviour,  and  concluded  by  say- 
ing that  the  time  of  its  remaining  in  the  vesti- 
bule of  Heaven  had  at  first  been  tixed  for  eight 
months  and  a  week,  but  the  prayers  and  Masses  of 
the  preceding  days  had  greatly  shortened  the  term. 

At  one  of  its  visits  it  told  Mary  that  during 
life  it  had  vowed  to  make  barefooted  a  pilgrimage 
to  Saint  Mcitthias',  near  Treves,  to  remain  there 
three  days,  and  have  Mass  celebrated  on  those 
days.  This  vow  had  been  made  thoughtlessly  and 
witiiout  any  motive,  and  had  never  been  accom- 
plished, and  from  the  punishment  due  the  non- 
fulfillment it  had  been  released  by  the  Commu- 
nions of  the  pupils.  It  continued  :  "  If  they  had 
not  prayed  for  me,  you,  Mary,  would  have  been 
charged  to  acquit  it.  Would  you  have  consented 
to  make  the  pilgrimage?" 

On  her  reply  in  the  affirmative,  the  apparition 
pressed  her  arm  affectionately,  saying — "  You  are 
indeed  a  true  friend ;  do  not  fear  that  I  will  ever 
forget  you.  Wlien  in  God's  presence,  I  shall  tes- 
tify my  gratitude  to  you  and  all  others  who  at 
this  time  give  me  j)r()ofs  of  their  charity.  Pay 
great  attention  to  all  1  tell  you,  neither  adding  nor 
retrenching ;  for  one  day  you  and  many  others 
will  draw  great  profit  from  it." 

According  to  tlie  advice  of  her  confessor,  Mary 
asked  the  apparition  if  God  would  not  permit  it 
to  be  seen  l)y  others  in  order  to  convince  the  in- 
credulous '? 

"  God  will  never  permit  it,"  was  the  reply. 

Henceforth  the  visits  of  the  apparition  were  re- 
newed every  day.  On  one  occasion  it  told  Mary 
to  have  great  zeal  in  aiding  the  souls  in  Purga- 
tory, and  to  regiard  the  work  as  one  of  the  best 
she  could  perform ;  on  another  it  rebuked  her 
sharply  for  lightly  pronouncing  the  name  of  God. 
Again  it  told  her  to  cherish  a  lively  and  most 
tender  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  and 
to  frequently  invoke  her  aid  for  the  poor  suti'ering 
souls.  Mary's  confessor  carefully  collected,  day  by 
day,  all  the  facts  as  they  occurred.  He  asked 
Mary  to  ascertain  from  the  apparition  if  any  error 
had  slipped  into  the  narrative  ;  it  replied,  "I  was 
near  him  when  he  noted  them,  and  if  there  liad 
been  any  errors  I  should  have  warned  you. of  them." 

On  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  it 
exhil^ited  the  signs  of  most  lively  joy  in  all  its 
movements.  It  was  seen  going  and  coming,  some- 
times in  one  place,  sometimes  in  another;  its  eveiy 
movement  betraying  the  ardent  desire  which 
pressed.it  to  fly  to  the  abode  of  bliss.  At  one 
time  it  was  seen  descending  rapidly  through  the 
air,  and  the  rays  of  light  which  environed  it 
were  so  brilliant  that  Mary  in  a  measure  was 
blinded  by  them,  so  that  she  could  not  distinguish 
the  persons  in  the  room.  When  the  other  chil- 
dren were  informed  of  this  beautiful  sight,  they 
artlessly  exhibited  their  joy  and  desire  to  see 
it.  "Where  is  she?  where  is  she?"  they  cried. 
Mary  pointed  to  the  spot,  and  they  ran  with  out- 
stretched arms,  as  if  to  touch  and  clasp  the  spirit, 
which  vanished  only  to  return  slowly  and 
majestically. 


Mary's  confessor  judged  from  these  visits  that 
the  moment  of  its  final  departure  approached ;  he 
therefore  suggested  to  Mary  to  speak  as  follows 
on  its  next  appearance :  First,  to  thank  it,  and  its 
angel  guardian,  for  all  the  joyful  visits  and  salu- 
tary advice  it  had  given  her,  and  to  beseech  it 
to  adore  God  in  Heaven  in  her  name,  and  in  the 
names  of  all  who  had  aided  it,  by  their  prayers 
and  good  works,  and  to  salute  the  Blessed  Virgin 
Mary  for  them.  Second,  to  ask  (if  it  be  permit- 
ted man  to  know)  what  is  the  vestibule  of  Heaven, 
where  it  is  situated,  and  if  it  contains  a  great 
many  souls?  Tliird,  to  beseech  it  to  appear  to 
some  other  person,  in  order  to  give  more  weight 
to  this  mysterious  history,  and  to  procure  by  this 
means  the  conversion  of  a  greater  number  of  souls. 
Fourth,  to  ask  it  in  punislmient  for  what  crimes 
God  permitted  His  Church  to  be  afflicted  by  such 
heavy  trials.  (The  confes.sor  thought  it  might 
oljtain  information  on  this  point  from  its  angel 
guardian.)  Finally,  to  beseech  it  to  discover  to 
her  whatever  else  it  might  be  useful  for  her  to 
know  for  the  salvation  of  others. 

These  points  were  carefully  written  down,  and 
on  its  next  visit  Marj'  made  them  known  to  it.  To 
the  first  it  replied :  "  It  is  rather  my  place  to  re- 
turn you  a  thousand  thanks ;  I  owe  you  a  great  debt 
of  gratitude,  for  your  prayers  have  delivered  me 
from  two  very  cruel  torments."  Here  it  made  a  pro- 
found inclination,  and  continued :  "  By  the  help 
of  your  prayers,  I  was  released  from  Purgatory, 
and  now  I  am  on  the  point  of  leaving  the  vesti- 
bule of  Heaven.  I  had  still  a  long  time  to  pa.ss 
in  this  place,  if  God  by  a  special  favor  had  not 
permitted  me  to  return  to  this  world  and  obtain 
your  assistance.  When  before  the  throne  of  God, 
i  shall  not  forget  all  I  owe  you.  1  shall  also  re- 
member your  father  and  mother,  as  well  as  all 
others  who  have  even  devoutly  recited  a  Pater  and 
Ave  for  me." 

To  the  second,  it  replied:  "It  is  not  permitted 
for  me  to  say,  nor  for  you  to  know,  what  is  the 
vestibule  of  Heaven,  nor  where  it  is  situated.  All 
I  can  say  is,  that  the  only  pain  there  suffered  is 
privation  of  the  sight  of  God.  This  privation  is 
a  sharp  torment.  Many  souls  are  in  this  place, 
and  they  cease  not  to  implore  the  Divine  mercy 
to  admit  them  into  His  presence." 

To  the  third,  it  answered:  "For  a  long  time  I 
have  felt  a  great  desire  to  show  myself  to  some 
other  persons,  or  at  least  to  give  them  some  sign 
of  my  presence;  I  have  often  asked  this  grace 
from  my  guardian  angel,  who  submitted  the  re- 
quest to  God,  but  as  yet  it  has  not  been  granted. 
I  know  all  that  has  been  said  and  thought  of  me; 
I  am  aware  that  a  great  many  regard  me  as  a 
spirit  of  darkness :  the  intelligence  of  man  is 
feeble  and  inclined  to  suspect  evil.  While  I  now 
speak,  my  guardian  angel  is  at  my  side,  and  I 
say  nothing  but  what  he  suggests ;  of  myself  I 
have  not  the  power  to  say  a  word." 

We  must  here  note  that  the  request  addressed 
to  God,  through  the  guardian  angel,«was  partly 
granted  ;  for  the  two  following  days  the  voice  of 
the  spirit  was  heard  by  several  of  the  pupils. ' 
[to  bk  continued.] 
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The  wnrshij)  of  God  in  Jlis  works,  therefore  in 
Hia  Saiuts,  is  the  worship  of  Go<l  Himself,  and  is 
distingiiishal)le  from  the  Cultm  Sanct<>riim,or  wor- 
ship, not  of  Gotl  in  His  Saints,  but  of  the  Saints 
themselves,  practiced  by  t'atholics  and  authorized 
by  tlie  Churcli.— the  worsliip  which  Protestants 
object  to  as  idolatry,  pretending  that  it  gives  to 
the  creature  the  lunnage  that  is  due  to  the  Creator. 
The  objection  would  be  valid,  if  we  offered  to  the 
Saint  the  supreme  religious  worship  which  we 
offer  to  God  in  the  Saint,  or  if  we  worshiped  them 
as  God.  This,  however,  is  not  the  fact,  as  has  al- 
ready been  asserted,  and  as  will  nifire  fully  appear 
in  its  place.  It  suffices  here  to  show  that  the  crea- 
ture, especially  the  Saint,  has  worth  deserving  of 
honor  or  worship. 

The  basis  of  the  worship  of  Saints  is  the  fact 
that  they  have  real  worth,  and  worth,  wherever 
it  is  found,  deserves  to  be  recognized  and  honored, 
and  to  recognize  and  to  honor  worth  is  to  worship. 
The  question  as  to  the  propriety  of  Saint-worship 
resolves  itself  therefore  into  the  question  as  to 
personal  worth  or  merit  of  the  Saint.  Has  the 
Saint  so  far  a  hand  in  his  sanctity  or  worth  that 
it  may  be  called  his*  The  question  so  stated  tells 
us  at  once  why  these  sectarians  who  deny  free  will, 
or  a.ssert  irresistible  grace,  make  man  purely  pas- 
sive not  personally  active  in  the  work  of  sanctifi- 
cation,  must,  to  be  consistent  with  themselves, 
reject  all  Saint-worship  as  idolatry,  or  as  giving 
to  the  creature  what  is  due  to  God  alone. 

To  resolve  the  question  fully  we  mu.st  revert 
again  to  the  creative  act  of  God.  The  vital  im- 
p(mance  of  the  primal  fact  that  God  is  creator  of 
Heaven  and  earth,  and  all  things  therein,  visible 
and  invisible,  is  not  sufficiently  felt  even  by  many 
who  call  themselves  Christian.*!,  and  perhaps  noth- 
ing is  better  fitted  to  keep  it  fresh  in  the  memory, 
and  to  impress  it  deeply  on  the  heart,  than  this 
very  practice  of  Saint- worship,  so  often  objected 
to  as  tending  to  obscure  it,  for  in  losing  sight  of 
the  ability  of  the  creature  to  act  and  merit,  we 
lose  sight  of  the  creation  itself,  an«l  fall,  conscious- 
ly or  unconsciously,  into  Pantheism. 

It  is  not  unworthy  of  remark  here,  that  the  prin- 
cipal thingthatdistinguishcdthe  Israeliti-sh  iK'ople 
from  the  surroimding  nation.*,  was  precisely  the 
aiwertion  of  God  as  the  creator  of  every  thing  that 
exists  as  in  any  sense  distinguishable  from  Himself. 
The  Gentiles  never  wholly  lost  sight  of  the  Unity 
of  God,  and  underlying  and  hovering  over  all 
ancient  mythologies    is    the  great  truth  of  the 


Divine  Unity ;  but  all  nations  except  the  Israel- 
ites had  lost  the  tnulition  of  creation.  F^ven  in 
Plato  and  Aristotle,  the  noblest  represont.-ttives  of 
Gentile  wisdom,  you  find  no  trace  of  it.  The 
great  Gentile  apostasy  w:is  not  primarily  in  deny- 
ing the  Unity  of  God,  as  so  many  suppose,  but 
in  denying  His  creative  act.  Hence  Moses  begins 
the  Gcne-nis,  Ijy  as-nerting  God  as  creator,  and  he 
tolls  his  people,  the  litenil  truth,  that  there  is  no  na- 
tion so  great,  whose  gods  are  .so  nigh  them  as  their 
God  is  to  their  petitions.  The  gods  the  Heathen 
worshiped  were  not  creators,  nor  held  to  be  such. 

The  modern  aposta<»y  is,  at  bottom,  the  same 
with  the  ancient  Gentile  apostasy.  Its  es.S(>ntial 
denial  is  the  denial  of  creation,  which  is  the 
essence  of  Pantheism,  as  that  of  Atheism  is  the 
denial  of  God  not  only  as  creator,  but  as  being. 
There  can  be  no  doubt,  to  the  philosophic  mind, 
that  the  germs  of  the  Pantheistic  denial  were 
contained  from^the  lirst  in  what  are  cailled  the 
Doctrines  of  the  Reformation,  especially  in  the 
doctrine  of  the  Reformers  regarding  grace,  free 
will,  and  human  merit.  For  my  part,  1  am  more 
stnick  with  Luther's  bad  philosophy  than  I  am 
with  his  bad  theology,  and  it  is  some  relief  to 
find  that  sp  wretched  a  philosopher  held  the 
Scholastic^  as  well  as  the  Councils  of  the  Church 
in  contempt.  Protestantism  is  to-day  little  else 
than  a  tradition  or  a  prejudice,  but  in  its  original 
and  essential  character,  it  involved  the  denial  of 
all  second  causes,  at  least  in  the  order  of  Grace, 
and  hence  we  find  the  really  thiwking  men  among 
Prote-stants  either  tending  to  return  to  the  Church, 
or  pushing  on  towards  the  Pa^heism  to  which 
all  heresy  in  every  age  or  nati(^nnevitably  tends. 

It  is  therefore  of  the  greate.<«mix>rtance  to  the 
cause  of  truth,  sound  theology  and  philosophy, 
that  we  revive  and  keep  fresh  in  our  minds  and 
hearts  the  first  verse  of  Genesis,  and  the  first  article 
of  the  Creed. 

I  have  defended  the  worship  of  God  in  His 
works  l)y  showing  that  He  remains  as  first  cause  in 
them,  and  that  they  exist  only  as  they  participate 
through  His  creative  act,  of  His  being.  All  wor- 
ship, all  religion  is  founded  in  the  relation  which 
subsi.Kts  by  virtue  of  this  creative  act  between  God 
and  His  creatures.  Religion  is  the  bond  between 
man  and  God,  that  which  binds  man  to  God, 
and  there  is  no  bond  but  the  creative  act  of 
which  the  worship  of  God  is  the  recognition. 
Deny  that  bond  and  religion  would  have  no  real 
basis,  and  worship  would  have  no  reas4in  in  the  na- 
ture of  things,  but  would  be  artificial,  arbitrary 
and  false. 
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But  the  immanence  of  God  in  His  works  as 
their  first  cause  is  not  the  only  fact  taught  us  by 
the  creative  act;  nor  is  the  fact  that  God  in  His 
works  is  the  one  living,  eternal,  and  immutahle 
God  the  only  thing  it  imports  us  to  consider.  We 
learn,  indeed,  thus  far,  that  God  is  nigh  unto 
every  one  of  us,  and  that  it  is  in  Hira  that  we 
live,  and  move,  and  have  our  being;  but,  if  we 
consider  it  well,  we  learn  also  that  we  do  live 
and  move,  do  really  and  truly  exist  in  Him.  God 
creates  us,  but  He  creates  us  real,  substantial  ex- 
istences, inseparable  but  distinct  from  Himself, 
not  indeed  indei^endent  existences,  when  once 
created  of  sufficiency  for  ourselves,  as  Epicureans, 
Deists,  and  not  a  few  modern  savans,  who  exclude 
God  from  the  world,  and  disconnect  Providence 
from  the  creative  act,  absurdly  maintain,  but 
still  real  substantial  existences,  which,  as  ui^held 
by  Him,  aj'e  capable  of  acting  from  our  own 
centre  as  second  causes,  or  in  th(;  order  of  second 
causes  capable  of  copying  or  imitating  His  crea- 
tive act,  and  producing  elfects  of  our  own. 

All  created  things,  from  the  highest  to  the 
lowest,  are  active,  and  really  exist  only  so  far  as 
active.  There  is  no  absolute  passivity  in  nature. 
AVhatever  is  purely  passive  is  null.  God,  say  the 
theologians,  is  most  pure  act.  Actus  jnirinsimus ; 
He  is  act  in  His  very  essence,  and  nothing  exists 
save  in  so  far  as  through  the  creative  act  it  par- 
ticipates of  His  essence.  All  that  exists,  even 
what  we  call  brute  matter,  is  essentially  active, 
instinct  with  life,  and,  in  the  order  and  degree  of  its 
life,  resembles  or  represents  the  living  and  eternal 
God.  All  that  exists,  then,  is  worthy  of  honor  as  re- 
sembling or  representing  God,  the  object  of  supreme 
worship — of  honor,  not  as  God,  but  as  bearing  in 
some  sense  and  degree  the  likeness  of  God — as 
we  treat  with  respect  the  image  or  picture  of  a 
dear  and  honored  friend.  All  creatures,  in  that 
they  in  their  several  manners  represent  or  rcsem- 
bleGod,  have  a  certain  worth  and  are  entitled 
to  some  degree  of  worship.  Even  the  lower  crea- 
tion is  not  wholly  ignoble  or  worthless,  and,  if 
made  to  be  subservient  to  man,  he  is  to  use  it 
with  thankfulness,  and  not  abuse  it. 

The  forms  and  degrees  of  life  and  activity  are 
different  in  the  different  orders  of  creation. 
Some  creati;res  are  simply  activities,  and  manifest 
their  activity  only  \yj  way  of  resistance  to  the 
activity  of  others.  Some  act  blindly,  as  minerals 
and  plants  that  grow,  the  water  that  flows,  the 
winds  that  blow,  the  lightning  that  rends  the 
oak,  the  storms  that  sweep  over  the  land,  rouse  up 
the  ocean,  and  lash  its  waves  to  fury.  These  act 
to  an  end  which  they  see  not,  and  will  not,  and 
move  by  what  are  called  physical  laws ;  others 
from  instinct  as  men  say  to  hide  their  ignorance, 
but  a*  we  may  say,  from  simple  intelligence,  to  an 
end,  ad  Jimm,  as,  at  least,  the  higher  classes  of 
animals;  and  others  still,  including  man  and  all 
existences  above  him,  if  such  there  are,  act  not 
only  from  intelligence,  but  also  from  reason,  for 
the  sake  of  the  end,  propter  finrni.^  not  merely  ad, 
finem. 

The  characteristic  of  man,  or  that  which  dis- 
tinguishes him  from  the  mere  animal,  I  take  it,  is 


reason,  not  simply  intelligence,  for  I  am  unable 
to  deny  every  degree  and  form  of  intelligence 
to  such  animals,  for  instance,  as  the  dog,  the 
horse,  or  the  elephant,  to  say  nothing  of  the  beaver, 
the  rat,  the  bee,  and  the  ant.  The  scholastics  and 
the  theologians  generally  define  man  to  be  a  "  ra- 
tional animal,"  animal  phis  reason.  Reason  is  the 
moral  faculty  and  includes  both  intellect  and  will, 
sees  and  wills  the  end,  and  acts  freely  for  it. 
The  characteristic  of  man  is  not,  I  should  say, 
activity,  life,  sensation,  intelligence,  which  he 
has  in  common  with  animals,  but  reason,  the 
moral  faculty,  by  virtue  of  which  he  is  a  moral 
existence,  capable  of  moral  action. 

Moral  existences,  or  existences  endowed  with 
reason,  are  created  in  the  image  and  likene&s  of 
God,  in  a  much  higher  sense  than  others  are.  God 
is  intelligent,  intelligence  itself,  and  acts  not  only 
intelligently,  l)ut  rationally,  for  the  sake  of  an 
end,  and  an  end  supremely  good.  Both  as  first 
cause  and  as  final  cause  He  acts  not  only  ration- 
ally, but  freely.  He  freely  wills  the  end,  a-nd 
freely  creates  for  it.  He  is  not  forced  to  create  by 
any  external  or  internal  necessity,  because  He  is 
independent,  eternally  complete  in  Himself,  and 
sufficient  for  Himself.  He  is  not  forced  to  create 
as  an  internal  necessity  of  His  own  nature,  as 
Cousin  maintains,  nor  to  fill  up,  complete,  or  act- 
ualize His  being,  as  Hezel,  confounding  the  pro- 
cession of  the  three  persons  in  the  Godhead  with 
creation  (id  extra,  contends.  He  cannot,  indeed, 
annihilate  or  contradict  His  own  being,  and  if  He 
acts  externally  at  all  must  act  as  He  is,  as  the 
Apostle  assures  us,  when  he  asserts  that  "it  is  im- 
possible for  God  to  lie."  But  He  is  free  to  act  or 
not  to  act,  and  to  act  as  He  will,  restrained  by  no 
internal  necessity,  and  hedged  in  by  no  real  or 
imaginary  laws  of  nature. 

This  freedom  of  God,  which  Gentile  philosophy 
never  understood,  and  which  so-called  modern 
science  so  rashly  impugns,  is  the  archetype  anfl 
ground  of  all  human  freedom,  and  of  this  free- 
dom all  moral  existences  participate  through  the 
creative  act.  The  denial  of  the  Divine  freedom  in 
creating  is  the  denial  of  creation  itself,  and  the 
denial  of  all  moral  existence.  The  assertion  of 
that  freedom  asserts  that  God  may,  if  He  chooses, 
create  moral  existences,  or  creatures  capable  of 
acting  freely  under  a  moral  law,  and  therefore  of 
having  a  moral  merit  or  demerit  of  their  own. 
That  He  has  created  man  such  an  existence,  we 
know  from  the  general  assent  of  mankind,  from 
divine  revelation,  and  from  our  own  consciousness, 
especially  our  own  consciences  accusing  or  else 
excusing  us,  and  which  we  can  no  more  doubt  than 
we  can  our  own  existence.  Man,  then,  has  a  moral 
nature,  and  is  personally  responsible  for  actions. 

This  moral  likeness  to  God,  in  which  man  is 
created,  and  which  renders  him  not  only  active  as 
all  creatures  are,  not  only  intelligently  active  as 
many  other  creatures  are,  but  morally  active,  and 
capable  of  imitating  the  Divine  Model  in  the  moral 
order,  is  itself,  on  the  principle  already  established, 
deserving  of  honor  and  respect,  for  the  sole  reason 
that  it  is  a  likeness,  however  faint,  of  the  Creator 
Himself,  of  some  sort  or  degree  of  worship. 
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But  this  is  not  all,  nor  the  special  ground  of 
Saint-worship.     Gml  is  as  creator  tu-tivrly  present 
in  nil  His  w(trks,  hut  present  as  creating  them, 
enahling  them  in  the  order  of  second  cnusts  to  act, 
cn'utiiigiind  sustaining  them  :wtlu' subject  of  their 
own  acts,  hut  not  present  as  their  direct  subject,  as 
Calvin  assumes,  when  he  makes  God  the  author  of 
sin.    God  works  in  us,  giving  us  the  power  to  will 
and  U>  do;  l)ut  tlie  actual  willing  and  doing  is  our 
own,  both  in  the  order  of  nature  and  of  grace. 
Our  Lord  says,  indeed,  "without  me  ye  cun  do 
.  nothing."aud  Saint  Paul  says,  it  is  no  longer  I  that 
do  it,  but  the  grace  of  Go(l  that  dwelleth  in  me; 
yet  though  we  can  do  nothing  without  Chri.^t,  it 
does  not  follow  that  what  we  do  by  Him  and  for 
Him  is  not  our  doing ;  and  though  it  is  graw  that 
does  it,  it  is  grace  that  dwelleth  in  /«/■,  and  doej? 
it  by  elevating  me  al)ove  my  natural  self,  and  giv- 
ing me  more  than  my  natural  power  to  do,  but; 
not  therefore  does  it  follow  that  grace  does  it 
without  the  participation  of  my  own  activity,  or 
the  concurrence  of  my  will.     The  grace  in  relation 
to  the  sujK'rnatural  end  of  man  creates  and  sus- 
tains the  sulycct  as  actor  in  the  order  of  second 
causes,  enables  a  man  to  do  what,  without  it,  would 
infinitely  exceed  his  powers;  but,  as  in  the  natural 
or  initial  order,  the  doing  Is  his  own,  and  his  the 
merit  and  the  reward,  or  the  demerit  and  the 
penalty. 

The  contrary  doctrine  taught  by  the  Reformers 
involves  precisely  the  same  error  in  the  Christian 
order  or  the  regeneration  that  the  denial  of  crea- 
tion does  in  the  natural  or  initial  order.  It  denies 
that  the  soul  is  an  actor  in  the  work  of  her  own 
sanctiiicatiou,  or  in  sanctirication  the  existence  of 
second  causes.  It  is  simj)ly  Pantheism,  and  denies 
the  creative  act  by  denying  that  any  thing  is  cre- 
ated. In  the  natural  order  I  am  nothing  but  what 
God  makes  me,  yet  I  am  something,  bcftause  He 
makes  me  something, — an  actor  in  the  order  of 
second  causes,  because  He  makes  me  s\?ch.  In  the 
order  of  grace,  the  regeneration,  or  the  new  cre- 
ation, as  Saint  Paul  culls  it,  I  am  nothing  but 
what  grace,  or  Christ,  my  Redeemer  and  Saviour, 
makes  me ;  yet  am  I,  as  in  the  natuml  order,  some- 
thing, an  actor,  because  lie  so  makes  me.  The 
new  creation  is  not  merited,  nor  was  the  first ; 
each  is  the  free  act,  the  gratuitous  gitl  of  God  ; 
and  in  neither  is  my  freedom  as  secondary  cause 
impaired,  but  really  susUiined  and  confirmed  by 
the  very  fact  that  on  the  part  of  God  the  act  is 
free  and  the  gitt  gratuitous.  I  am  what  I  am  by 
the  grace  of  God,  but  I  am  none  the  less  for  that ; 
I  am  able  to  merit  only  by  virtue  of  His  gratuitous 
gifts,  but  that  does  not  deprive  me  of  the  ability 
to  merit,  because  those  gilts  are  precisely  what 
gives  me  that  ability. 

Now  it  is  on  this  ability  to  act  and  to  merit 
that  the  propriety  of  the  worship  of  the  Saints 
rests.  That  worship  implies  that  God  has  crea- 
ted men  substantial  existences,  has  created  crea- 
tures as  second  caus<'s,  and  men  as  moral  actors, 
and  therefore  prevents  us  from  losing  sight  of  the 
fact  of  creation,  and  falling  into  Pantheism, as  al.so 
from  confounding  the  creation  with  the  Creator. 
It  is  one  of  our  best  practical  safeguanls  against 


the  ancient  Gentile  as  the  modem  Protestant  apos- 
tasy, for  the  reason  and  ground  of  the  worship 
force  the  worshiper  to  keep  in  mind  the  distinc- 
tion between  the  Saint  as  creature  and  God  ait 
creator;  and  whenever  we  find  any  one  otfended 
at  the  worship  of  the  Saints,  c»iK'cially  of  Mary, 
the  Queenof  all  Saints,  we  have  reason  to  fear  that 
hisconception  of  God  as  creator  is  growing  obscure, 
and  that  there  is  danger  tliat  he  may  join  in  the 
falling  away,  and  make  shipwreck  alike  of  his 
faith  and  of  his  soul. 

Rut  I  must  reserve  the  further  consideration  of 
the  subject  for  a  future  article. 

*» 

Our  Lady's  Presentation.— November  21. 

Day  breaks  on  temple-roofs  and  towers: 
The  city  sleeps,  the  palms  are  still; 
The  fairest  far  of  earth's  fair  flowers 

Mounts  Sion's  sacred  hill. 
O  wondrt)Us  babe !  U  child  of  grace! 
The  Holy  Trinity's  delight! 
Sweetly  renewing  man's  lost  race, 
How  fair  thou  art,  how  bright ! 
Not  all  the  vast  angelic  choirs. 
That  worship  round  the  eternal  throne, 
With  all  their  love  can  match  the  fires 

Of  thy  one  heart  alone. 
Since  God  created  land  and  sea, 
No  love  had  been  so  like  divine ; 
For  none  was  ever  like  to  thee. 

Nor  worsliip  like  to  thine. 
Angels  in  Heaven,  and  souls  on  earth. 
Thousands  of  years  their  songs  may  raise, 
Nor  equal  thee,  for  thine  was  worth 

All  their  united  praise. 
Not  only  was  thy  heart  above 
All  Heaven  and  earth  could  e'er  attain,-»- 
Thou  gavest  it  with  so  much  love, 

'Twa.s  worth  as  much  again. 
O  Maiden  most  immaculate  ! 
Make  me  to  choose  thy  better  part, 
And  give,  my  Lord,  with  love  as  great. 

An  undivided  heart. 
Would  that  my  heart,  dear  Lord !  were  true, 
Royal,  and  undefiletl,  and  whole. 
Like  hers  from  whom  Thy  sweet  love  took 

The  Rlo<xi  to  save  my  soul. 
If  here  our  hearts  grudge  aught  to  Thee, — 
In  that  bright  land  iK'j'ond  the  grave. 
We'll  worship  Thee  with  souls  act  free, 
And  give  as  Mary  gave. 

As  flowers  to  the  sun  their  faces  bend, 

So,  Mother,  to  thee  my  prayers  I  send  ; 

My  pray'r  I  .s«'nd,  O  Mother !  to  thee, — 

Queen  of  Jlercy  have  pity  on  me. 

Have  mercy,  sweet  Virgin  I  for  in  my  nerd 

I  am  tortured  with  anguish  and  pain  and  dread ; 

In  pity  look  down  on  my  lonely  grief. 

To  Jesus,  thy  Son,  pray  for  my  relief 

If  He  send  me  comfort,  or  send  me  woe, 

Still  with  equal  praise  shall  this  heart  o'erflow: 

To  Him  shall  I  turn  throughout  nil  my  ways — 

As  Jericho's  rose  to  the  sun's  bright  rays. 
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SAINT  OEOILIA— November  22. 

When,  in  our  last  number,  we  exprespcd  our  ad- 
miration of  the  "  New  Philosophical  Studies  "  of 
Mr.  Auguste  Nicolas  on  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mar}% 
and  our  unbounded  joy,  at  the  flood  of  light  which 
he  has  poured  on  a  subject  so  dear  to  our  soul,  Ave 
had  not  yet  seen  the  magnificent  testimonies  of  com- 
mendation with  which  the  gifted  apologist  had  al- 
ready been  honored  in  Europe.  "  Blessed  is  the 
Christian," says Mgr.  de  Segur,  "who  lias  received 
from  God  the  talent  to  write  such  pages.  The 
author  who  has  published  this  admirable  book  on 
the  Virgin  Mary  has  written  one  of  the  most  re- 
markable and  most  complete  works  ever  composed 
on  this  beautiful  and  difficult  subject.  It  isa  resume 
of  whatsoever  is  most  elevated,  most  touching  and 
most  instructive  on  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God.  The 
title  itself  is  exquisitely  appropriate;  this  great 
work  is  not  a  book  of  piety,  but  one  of  deep  Chris- 
tian philosophy,  full  of  light  and  life,  and  yet  in 
another  sense  it  is  a  groundwork  of  piety, — I  mean 
of  strong  and  comprehensive  piety.  Truth  indeed 
begets  holiness,  as  the  ray  of  the  sun  scuds  forth, 
with  light,  the  heat  of  life.  After  readingthe  New 
Philosophical  Studies  on  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary, 
one  feels  better,  more  Christian,  more  Catholic, 
more  strictly  bound  to  Jesus  Christ,  to  His  Holy 
Mother  and  to  His  Church."  We  liave  no  room 
for  the  other  brilliant  encomiums  bestowed  on  the 
same  learned  and  invaluable  work. 

After  such  well-merited  praise,  our  readers  will 
be  prepared  to  see  the  name  of  Nicolas  frequently 
invoked  in  our  pages.  On  the  subject  alone  of 
woman's  rehabilitation  by  Mary,  than  which  we 
scarcely  imagine  any  thing  of  greater  actual  in- 
terest, we  find  in  the  New  Philosophical  Studies 
such  brilliant  conceptions  of  the  truth,  such  clear 
and  irresistible  arguments,  such  conclusive  proofs, 
placing  the  thesis  itself  in  such  bold  relief  and  above 
further  doubt,  that  we  would  feel  quite  at  a  loss 
where  to  find  any  thing  which  a  woman — we 
shall  not  say  pious  and  fervent,  but  simply  jealous 
of  the  honor  of  her  sex — should  read  with  greater 
gratification.  We  must  not  be  understood  as  in- 
sinuating here  any  indifierence  on  our  part,  but, 
as  Chateaubriand  says  somewhere,  if  it  were  per- 
mitted to  assert  that  Christianity  has  benefit- 
ed one  sex  more  than  the  other,  there  should  be 
no  hesitation  in  ascribing  the  greater  share  to 
woman. 

But  in  the  pictures  of  woman's  servitude  outside 
the  pale  of  Christianity — as  given  in  these  New 
Philosophical  Studies — it  seems  to  us  the  talented 
author  sketched  too  lightly  the  deepest,  darkest 
and  sadde.^it  of  them  all — -the  only  one  that  would 
appear  to  ofter  a  real  obstacle  to  the  progress  of 
Christianity.  For,  in  the  paintings  we  have 
already  displayed  from  this  true  artist,  we  saw 
how  woman  groaned  under  her  bondage  and  ser- 
vitude,— then  what  would  be  more  natural  than 
that  she  would  hail  the  deliverer  who  came  to 
break  her  chains? 

But  in  the  tableau  we  now  wish  to  present 
our  readers — Christianity  according  to  nature, 
appears  to  forge  new  chains  for  those  who  had 
learned  to  love  a  servitude,  and  to  believe,  in  their 


delusion,  that  it  was  liberty  the  Roman  lady  had 
found,  in  that  life  of  sensuous  enjoyment  where 
she  squandered  with  lavish  hand  the  wealth  that 
Roman  cohorts  brought  from  conquered  provinces. 
She  had  skillfully  masked  all  the  naturally  odious 
features  of  her  degradation :  the  chains  of  her 
servitude  she  had  converted  into  bracelets  of 
rarest  gems;  her  days  were  passed  in  the  soft 
eflfeminacy  of  gorgeous  palaces,  or  in  those 
voluptuous  baths  to  which  she  was  borne  in 
her  fragrant  rose  couch,  canopied  with  richest 
damask  of  Tyrian  dye.  No  desire  of  sense  was 
left  ungratifled,  and  how  successfully  she  had* 
learned  to  rule  her  haughty  master  the  pages  of 
history  well  attest.  Cato's  prophecy — "  They  will 
no  sooner  be  your  equals  than  they  will  become 
your  masters" — was  fully  realized  in  her  success- 
ful revolt  against  servitude.  A  Cato  in  the  forum 
or  an  Augustus  on  the  throne  would  in  the  end 
have  re-riveted  the  chains  of  domestic  servitude, 
but  before  that  day  arrived  she  herself  had  volun- 
tarily renounced  her  false  liberty,  and  rendered 
the  forging  of  new  fetters  impossible,  by  rangmg 
herself  under  the  banners  of  Christianity. 

It  was  in  the  very  full  tide  of  all  the  folly  and 
corruption  of  the  Roman  woman,  at  the  very  mo- 
ment when  her  revolt  against  her  tyrant  was  most 
victorious,  when  her  passions  alone  were  her 
masters,  that  the  low  sweet  hymn  of  joy  and  ex- 
ultation went  up  from  the  hills  of  Judea;  its 
echo  came  —  clear,  distinct,  and  with  celestial 
harmony — across  the  Roman  provinces ;  over  the 
gates  of  the  Eternal  City  it  passed,  awakening 
soft,  heavenly  music  in  the  veiy  halls  of  the 
Caesars  :  "  My  soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord.  And 
my  spirit  hath  rejoiced  in  God  my  Saviour." 

Strange  power  of  those  magic  words !  They 
fell  upon  the  ear  of  the  vain  and  luxurious  Roman 
lady,  and  awoke  great  and  noble  powers,  enkin- 
dling unearthly,  unheard-of  fire  in  her  soul.  Her 
jeweled  diadem  was  cast  aside  for  the  aureola  of 
virginity  and  martyrdom,  her  wealth  built  church- 
es and  fed  the  poor,  her  precious  perfumes  were 
replaced  by  the  odor  of  good  works  ;  and  as  she 
also  magnified  the  Lord  in  her  life,  so  have  suc- 
ceeding generations  called  her  blessed.  Oh  what 
admirable  imitators  of  our  Blessed  Mother  arose 
from  the  vast  and  surging  sea  of  Pagan  pollution! 
By  her  good  work  the  Christian  woman  purified 
the  Eternal  City  from  its  deep  moral  degradation. 

It  was  a  wonderful  spectacle !  From  the  midst 
of  effeminacy,  luxury,  voluptuousness,  frivolity 
and  corruption  came  those  grand  martyrs  of  the 
faith.  From  amoug  those  women  so  weak  by  na- 
ture, so  enervated  by  luxury,  so  passionately  de- 
voted to  all  the  frivolities  and  corruptions  of  life, 
came  the  Theclas,  the  Flavias,  the  Susannas  and 
the  Theodoras — all  endowed  with  rare  gifts  of 
mind  and  body,  versed  in  philosophy  and  belles- 
lettres  and  enjoying  vast  estates. 

Conspicuous  in  this  brilliant  galaxy  stands  the 
glorious  Saint  Cecilia.  Her  family  ranked  among 
the  most  distinguished  patrician*  of  Rome  ;  her 
home  was  the  abode  of  eveiy  luxury  which  even 
that  voluptuous  age  could  produce. 

Although  her  parents  were  Pagans,  yet  Cecilia 
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from  her  childhood  waa  a  Christian.  How  this 
happened,  we  know  not ;  the  acts  of  her  martyr- 
dom ffive  no  details  on  this  point,  8imi)ly  stating 
that  from  her  yonth  she  was  carefully  instructed 
in  the  faith  l>y  Pope  Saint  Urban  I.  How  well 
she  profited  by  his  instructions  is  wonderfully 
displayed  in  her  at^er  life. 

God,  liaving  destined  our  Saint  to  play  an  im- 
portant part  in  Ilia  Church,  had  endowed  her 
with  every  personal  advantage  and  intellectual 
gift.  She  was  universally  admired  for  her  ex- 
traordinary talents,  nobility  of  soul,  energy  of 
character  and  rare  pcreojial  Iwauty.  At  an  early 
age  she  applied  herself,  with  signal  success,  to 
the  study  ot  philosophy  and  belles-lettres. 

But  we  aH^know  Saint  Cecilia,  as  artists  best 
love  to  paint  her,  seated  at  the  organ, — her  dark 
upraised  eyes  beaming  with  inspiration,  wearing 
that  look  which  speaks  of  Heaven  and  the  will  to 
die  for  it — the  look  that  announces  the  miracle  of 
a^Divine  Power  which  endows  delicate  females 
with  the  "  victory  of  martyrdom  and  virginal  sac- 
rifice." Such  is  the  rapt,  celestial  expression 
with  which  painters  have  made  us  familiar,  in 
those  dear  blessed  martyrs  of  yore ;  particularly 
is  it  portrayed  in  Saint  Cecilia,  and  we  almo.st 
listen  involuntarily  to  hear  the  notes  of  celestial 
harmony  burst  from  the  half-opened  lips.  Late 
researches  have  made  it  doubtful  that  she  really 
touched  the  organ. 

Her  heart,  even  in  early  youth,  burned  •with  the 
desire  of  martyrdom,  and  she  regarded  with  a  sort 
of  envy  those  of  her  sex  who  had  preceded  her  in 
this  royal  road,  during  the  first  persecutions  of  the 
Christians.  She  had  learned  to  estimate  time  and 
eternity  at  their  true  value ;  she  loved  her  Lord 
with  an  undivided  heart ;  she  knew  that  it  was 
only  in  Heaven  she  could  see  Him  in  His  beauty 
and  rest  near  Him  forever,  and  that  the  brightest 
days  on  earth  were  but  to  her  a  long'  and  weary 
exile.  In  all  this.  Saint  -Cecilia  merely /eft  what 
all  Christians  profess  to  believe. 

But  martyrdom  seemed  afar  off.  The  Church 
was  apparently  secure — Alexander  Severus,  who  at 
that  eTX)ch  wore  the  imperial  purple,  being  favor- 
ably disposed  toward  the  Christians  in  his  empire. 
Then,  as  the  prospect  of  a  speedy  martyrdom 
seemed  faint,  Cecilia  in  the  fervor  of  her  love  vowed 
ever  to  live  a  cha-ste  virgin.  In  consequence  of  the 
favorwith  which  the  Emperor  regarded  Christians, 
the  parents  of  Cecilia  permitted  her  to  practice  her 
faith.  But  her  relatives  were  all  Pagans,  and  in  their 
midst  she  was  more  lonely  than  she  would  have  been 
under  the  bright  stars  of  Heaven  in  a  desert  land, 
for  there  her  heart  would  have  been  free  at  every 
moment  of  the  day  to  pour  itself  out  in  hymns 
and  prayers  of  fervent  love  and  devotion.  Her 
parents  were  proud  of  their  beautiful  and  gifted 
child,  and  while  allowing  her  to  be  a  Chnstian, 
nevertheless  they  wished  her  to  appear  in  the 
world  she  so  brilliantly  adorned. 

While  yielding,  in  a  certain  sense,  to  their 
wishes,  she  redoubled  her  fervor.  During  the 
time  left  at  her  disposal,  she  passed  long,  happy 
hours  in  fervent  prayer  and  works  of  mercy,  visit- 
ing and  consoling  the  poor  and  suffering,  and  in 


studying  the  holy  (JospcU,  which  ihe  always  car- 
ried in  the  fohls  of  her  dress. 

About  this  time,  a  partial  persecution  broke  out. 
Alexander  S<*veru8  was  a  strange  compound  of 
Christian  virtues  and  Pagan  belief.  In  his  private 
oratory,  where  he  loved  to  say  long  prayers,  he 
had  the  image  of  our  Lord,  placed  with  those 
of  the  heathen  gods.  Although  most  favorably 
dispo-sed  toward  Christians,  yet  he  had  a  weak 
mind;  and  hisgovernors,  who  hated  Christianity, 
took  advantage  of  this  trait  to  inflict  martyrdom 
upon  those  who  fell  under  their  power. 

During  a  temporary  absence  of  the  Emperor, 
Almachiu.s,  the  Governor  of  Bome,  a  bitter  enemy 
of  Christianity,  began  a  persecution  in  which 
about  five  thou.sand  perished.  Poi)e  Urban  was 
obliged  to  fly  from  his  See,  not  through  fear  of 
martyrdom,  which  he  subsequently  gained  in  this 
same  persecution,  but  he  consented  to  prolong  his 
life  by  secretly  leaving  the  city,  in  order  to  be 
near  the  timid  and  wavering,  to  encourage  and 
strengthen  them  in  their  faith. 

The  high  position  of  Saint  Cecilia's  family 
seemed  to  shield  her  from  a  persecution  that  all 
supposed  would  end  with  the  return  of  the  Em- 
peror. Although  she  had  led,  as  far  as  in  her 
power,  a  secluded  life,  yet  she  was  celebrated 
throughout  the  city ;  her  alliance  was  sought  by 
the  proudest  patrician  families,  and  when  the 
young  nobleman.  Valerian,  rich  in  wealth  and 
every  courtly  grace*  offered  her  his  hand,  Cecilia's 
parents  commanded  her  to  accept  it.  She  told 
them  of  her  solemn  vow  to  God ;  but  they  only 
laughed  at  it,  regarding  it  as  a  silly  youthful 
fancy,  that  would  pass  with  age,  and  they  ended 
by  insisting  upon  her  obedience  to  their  wishes. 
In  her  great  distress  she  humbly  and  fervently  be- 
sought God  to  preserve  her  pure  and  spotless,  as  His 
own  spouse,  and  she  earnestly  invoked  the  Mother 
of  God,  Queen  of  Virgins,  to  come  to  the  assistance 
of  her  weak  and  suffering  child.  She  fasted,  and 
mortified  her  flesh  with  hair-shirt  and  disciplines. 
She  remained  in  her  private  oratory,  praying 
inccs-santly  day  and  night;  and  the  nearer  the 
dreaded  day  approached  the  more  she  increased 
her  devotions. 

One  night  her  sorrowful  heart  was  rejoiced  by 
a  vision,  in  which  her  Blessed  Lord  revealed  to 
her  that  Ho  had  accepted  her  vow,  and  taken  her 
to  be  His  own  chaste  spouse ;  in  proof  of  which 
His  wonderful  goodness  placed  an  angel  at  her 
side,  ever  to  guard  and  protect  her ;  but  He  told 
her  that  she  must  not  hope  to  wear  her  crown 
without  a  combat,  and  if  she  would  be  His  bride 
she  must  cast  aside  all  fear  of  man,  and  be  pre- 
pared, if  necessary,  even  to  shed  her  blood.  To 
one  who  so  ardently  desired  martyrdom  this  was 
truly  a  joyful  announcement.  Then,  strong  in  the 
love  of  her  invisible  Spouse,  and  guarded  by  the 
angel,  who  always  remained  at  her  side,  visible  to 
her  alone,  Cecilia  saw,  undisturbed,  the  wedding- 
day  arrive.  Quietly  she  permitted  her  tire-wom- 
an to  array  her  in  rich  and  costly  robes,  her  lipe 
the  while  moving  in  prayer,  and  her  heart  in  con- 
stant communion  with  her  Heavenly  Bridegroom. 
Under  her  robes  of  silk  and  gold  she  wore  her  hair 
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shirt,  covered  with  shai"p  iron  points,  the  precions 
insignia  of  ber  crucified  Lord.  Amid  the  loud 
Pagiin  bridal  chorus  her  heart  was  joined  to  the 
choirs  of  angels  in  chanting  the  psahn  of  David  : 
"Preserve  nie  pure  and  undefiled  in  body  and 
soul,  O  Lord,  for  in  Tliee  have  I  hoped ;  let  nie 
not  be  confounded."  It  is  in  memory  of  this  con- 
cert with  the  heavenly  spirit.^  that  Cecilia  is  hon- 
ored as  the  patroness  of  sacred  music. 

After  the  close  of  the  ceremony,  when  Cecilia 
was  left  alone  with  Valerian,  she  stood  for  a  mo- 
ment absorbed  in  prayer ;  then,  with  the  bright 
fire  of  ini^piration  beaming  from  her  eyes,  siie 
turned  and  in  gentle  tones  addressed  her  spouse  : 
"  Excellent  and  beloved  young  man  :  I  have  a  se- 
cret to  confide  to  thee,  provided  thou  promisest  to 
strictly  guard  it."  Valerian  having  promised,  she 
continued  :  "  I  have  for  my  friend  an  angel  of  God, 
who  watches  over  me  with  the  greatest  solicitude. 
If  he  sees  that  thou  actest  in  the  slightest  manner 
through  motives  of  sensual  love,  his  wrath  will  be 
enkindled  against  thee  and  destroy  tiiee  in  the 
fiovver  of  thy  brilliant  youth.  If,  on  the  contrary, 
he  i)erceives  that  thou  lovest.me  with  a  sincere  ami 
pure  atiection,  laithfuUy  guarding  my  virginity 
intact,  thou  wilt  share  with  me  his  love,  and  he 
will  nmltiply  his  favors  in  thy  behalf." 

"If  thou  wishest  me  to  believe  thy  words,"  re- 
plied Valerian,  "  I  must  be  permitted  to  see  this 
angel;  and  v.- hen  I  am  fully  satisfied  tliat  he  is 
truly  a  messenger  from  God,  I  shall  do  as  thou 
wishest.  But,  if  I  iind  that  thou  lovest  another 
man,  with  my  sword  1  shall  take  the  lives  of  both." 

The  virgin  answered :  "If  thou  foUowest  my  coun- 
sels, and  couseutest  to  be  baptized  in  the  waters  of 
the  fountain  that  gushes  to  eternal  life — if  thou  wilt 
believe  in  the  one  true  and  living  God,  who  reigns 
in  Heaven,  then  wilt  thou  behold  the  angel  who 
guards  me."  Cecilia  then  told  him  to  seek  Pope 
Urban,  in  the  Catacombs,  and  rdfceive  baptism  from 
his  hands. 

Valerian  implicitly  followed  her  instractions. 
Through  the  darkness  of  the  night,  out  along  the  de- 
serted Appian  Way  lie  sought  the  retreat  of  thfe 
saintly  Pope,  and  explained  the  object  of  his  visit. 
The  venerable  Pontifl",  transjjorted  with  joy,  fell 
upon  his  knees,  and  raising  his  eyes  to  Heaven 
exclaimed  :  "  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  the  source  of  all 
chaste  desires !  receive  the  fruit  of  the  holy  seed 
which  Thou  Thyself  hast  sown  in  the  heart  of 
Cecilia.  Good  tthepherd  of  the  sheep.  Thy  ser- 
vant Cecilia  has  fulfilled  the  mission  which  Thou 
gavest  her,  and  the  husband  who  came  to  her  with 
the  fierce  spirit  of  a  Joaring  lion,  she  has  led  back 
to  Thee,  O  Lord,  gentle  as  the  gentlest  lamb.  If 
Valerian  did  not  already  believe,  he  would  not 
have  come  hither.  Open  his  heart,  O  Lord!  that 
he  may  believe  more  perfectly  in  Thee,  and  may 
renounce  the  devil  and  all  his  works." 

While  Urban  was  praying,  suddenly  there  stood 
before  them  a  venerable  old  man,  clothed  in  daz- 
zling white  robes,  holding  in  his  hand  a  book 
written  in  letters  of  gold.  It  was  Paul,  the  Apos- 
tle of  nations.  At  this  sight.  Valerian  fell  on 
the  ground  as  if  he  were  dead  ;  but  Paul  gently 
raised  him  and  said — 


"Head  the  words  of  this  book,  and  believe; 
then  wilt  thou  merit  to  behold  the  angel  whom  tlie 
m<5st  faithful  virgin,  Cecilia,  has  promised  to  show 
thee." 

Valerian  raised  his  eyes  and  read  aloud — "  One 
Lord,  one  faith,  one  baptism,  (me  God  and  Father 
of  all,  who  is  above  all,  through  all  and  in  us  all." 

When  he  had  ended,  Paul  continued:  "Dost 
thou  believe  that  it  is  so  ?" 

Valerian  answered:  "I  believe  that  there  is 
nothing  more  true  under  the  heavens;  nothing 
which  should  be  more  firmly  believed." 

llereuijon  the  Apostle  disappeared,  and  Vale- 
rian received  baptism.  He  returned  home,  clothed 
in  the  white  baptismal  robe.  He  found  Cecilia 
in  prayer,  and  by  her  side  he  saw  a  beautiful  an- 
gel of  God,  clothed  in  brightness,  his  face  shining 
with  extraordinary  splendor,  and  brilliant  wings 
of  the  richest  colors.  The  blessed  spirit  held  two 
garlands  of  choicest  lilies  and  roses :  one  he  placed 
upon  the  head  of  Cecilia,  the  other  upon  that  of 
Valerian,  saying — 

"  I  have  brought  these  crowns  from  the  garden 
of  Heaven ;  preserve  them  fresh  by  the  purity  of 
your  hearts  and  the  sanctity  of  your  bodies.  They 
will  never  wither,  nor  lose  their  sweet  perfume ; 
but  no  one  can  see  them  except  those  who  love 
chastity  as  you  love  it.  And,  Valerian,  becau.se  you 
have  granted  the  chaste  request  of  your  wife,  God 
has  sent  me  to  tell  you  that  He  will  grant  what' 
ever  you  will  ask  of  Him." 

Valerian,  filled  with  joy  and  surprise,  begged 
for  the  conversion  of  his  brother,  Tiberius. 

At  hearing  this  the  angel's  face  beamed  with 
the  pure  joy  that  blessed  spirits  ever  feel  on  the 
conversion  of  a  sinner :  he  replied — "  Thou  hast 
begged  that  which  Jesus  Christ  is  more  willing  to 
grantthanthouarttoask;  andasthy  heart  has  been 
drawn  to  Him  by  His  servant  Cecilia,  so  wilt  thou 
win  the  heart  of  thy  brother,  and  before  long  you 
will  both  sufl'er  martyrdom."  The  angel  then 
disappeared,  leaving  Cecilia  and  Valerian  alone. 
[to  be  continued.] 

THE  HOUSE  OF  UAZAEETH. 

Some  months  ago,  a  popular  preacher,  the  Prot- 
estant Episcopal  Bibhoj)  of  a  certain  district  not  very 
many  miles  from  here,  delivered  a  very  eloquent 
discourse  on  the  life  led  by  Jesus,  Mary  and  Jo- 
seph in  their  humble  dwelling  at  Nazareth.  He 
expatiated  on  the  sublimity  of  virtue  they  dis- 
played, on  the  beauty  of  the  domestic  life  thus 
carried  out,  in  poverty,  industry  and  hidden  worth. 
The  sermon  was  "a  success,"  and  the  congregation 
discussed  its  merits  with  unusual  admiration  of 
the  preacher's  talents.  Suddenly  a  lady  inter- 
jjosed  with  this  expression,  which  put  an  abrupt 
termination  to  the  discussion :  "  Yes,"  she  said, 
"  but  true  as  all  this  may  be,  nay,  doubtless  is,  if 

this  Holy  Family  were  now  living  here  in  D , 

in  precisely  the  same  style,  they  would  not  be 
among  the  persons  the  Bishop  visits :  they  would 
be  too  low  for  him  to  take  notice  of."  The  bolt 
struck  home ;  the  fashionable  exclusives  changed 
the  subject;  their  conscience  told  tlftm  the  accu- 
sation was  true ;  their  circle  did  not  worship  liu- 
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mility  and  modest  industry:  had  they  visited 
Jesus  and  Mary  at  all,  it  would  liave  been  a  om- 
dfJtefUJtion  on  (fwir  part,  for  wliich  they  would 
have  oxpectctl  nppUtuae. 

Alas !  poor  world  ! !  But  we,  arc  wc  doing  any 
thing  better?  Let  us  consider:  and  first,  what 
was  the  house  of  Nazareth  ? 

Mary  bgfork  tue  Annunciation. 

The  house  of  Nazareth  I  the  abode  of  Mary,  the 
sinlesss  oni\  who  from  the  beginning  was  the 
chosen  one  of  God.  Mary,  second  P^ve,  whose  soul 
was  a  new  creation,  uniting  every  possililc  perfec- 
tion ;  whose  will,  perfectly  united  to  the  will  of 
God  from  the  time  of  her  conception,  was  keenly 
alive  to  all  spiritual  influences,  to  all  sympa- 
thetic hanuonies;  her  body  made  fit  to  be  the  liv- 
ing temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost  from  the  first  in- 
stant ot  its  existence,  expanding  beneath  the 
influence  of  the  indwelling  God,  exhaling  truth, 
beauty  and  love  at  every  pon>,  surrounding  itself 
with  an  atmosphere  of  Heaven  which  repelled  all 
influences  tainted  with  the  sin  of  Eve;  general 
intelligence,  loving  intellect,  aspirative  affection, 
uniting  all  the  first  bright.  Heaven-inbreathed 
perfections  of  the  first  humanity,  with  the  solidity 
of  a  virtue  far  transcending  innocence :  a  virtue  the 
first  fruit  of  knowledge,  the  knowledge  of  good 
and  evil ;  sinless  one,  who  nevertheless  mourned 
for  sin  as  no  other  creature  ever  mourned  before; 
loving  one,  and  beloved  one  of  God,  union  with 
whose  great  purposes  was  thy  life;  to  know  whom 
was  thy  sole  study,  to  love  whom  thy  8f)le  object, 
as  to  serve  Him  was  thy  joy,  thy  gladness,  and 
thy  Heaven  on  earth.  O  Mary,  how  shall  we  speak 
of  thee?  When  fresh  and  bright  and  glorious 
the  new  Lord  of  the  Creation  stood  in  the  earthly 
Paradise,  the  Son  of  God!  all  perfections  blend- 
ing hannoniously  in  His  princely  person  :  intelli- 
gence, harmony,  sublimity  and  beauty  intermixed, 
weaving  a  golden  tissue  to  waft  perpetual  fra- 
grance unto  Heaven; — even  then  one  joy  was 
wanting,  love  for  thee !  Eve  came,  thy  forerun- 
ner ere  she  fell !  For  beauteous  in  her  form 
was  tender  Eve.  The  fw!p  most  meet  for  man :  to 
raise  his  soul  above  the  lonUhip  of  the  earth,  which 
gratified  his  sen.se  of  power ;  to  point  to  beauty,  har- 
mony divine,  that  dwelt  above  the  spheres,  of  which 
this  world,  even  in  Eden,  was  but  a  mystic  veil. 
Her  innate  tenderness,  her  mystic  love,  pointed 
to  higher  beings  than  she  saw.  The  »oul  of  melody 
dwelt  in  her  voice ;  her  gait  was  full  of  loveliness, 
of  grace,  and  ever  sought  she  for  a  higher  life. 
To  trace  the  source  of  all  things ;  God  to  know,  as 
He  exists  in  matter  and  in  mind,  as  He  pervades 
all  space  and  rules  all  time,  and  as  He  shows  Him- 
self to  spirits  high  in  essence,  bright  and  pure  and 
beautiful ;  and  then  to  learn  the  meaning  of  that 
mystic  word,  the  "evil"  apple  of  the  specious 
tree  :  these  ponderings  bewildered  her  high  brain. 
The  tempter  saw  his  opportunity ;  he  watched  the 
unguarded  moment  but  too  well  I  The  mother  of 
the  living  brought  us  death  !  Too  keen,  too  eager 
a  desire  for  good — desire  unhallowed  while  by 
Gkjd'8  high  will  not  to  be  manifested  yet  on  earth — 
hath  brought  us  Death  I  O  God  !  Thy  Will  be 
done  !     Man  cannot,  must  not,  dare  not  hope  for 


good  where  God  forljids,  where  God  walks  not 
before  and  beckons  onward.  Matter  indifferent 
in  self  is  as  an  instrument  in  God's  high  hand  to 
test  and  prove  the  ol»edicnce  of  His  sons;  olwdi- 
ence  l)uilt  on  love — the  highest  gift  that  man  can 
offer  to  his  Father,  God. 

O  Mary ;  second  Eve  !  Higher  tlmn  Eve,  even 
in  earthly  beauty !  and  reparatrix  of  that  fault 
sublime,  which  gave  us  virtue  instead  of  inno- 
cence, and  waked  the  unconscious  soul  to  know 
of  God,  His  mercy,  His  long-suffering,  and  his 
love,  transcending  even  a  mother's  heartfelt  tcn- 
derneas  for  her  own  helpless  offspring.  Mary, 
thou  chosen  spouse  of  the  Most  High,  whom  glory 
overshadowed ;  within  whose  soul  each  instinct 
grew  divine  from  constant  commune  with  the 
Holy  Ghost;  beneath  whose  gaze  the  rolls  of 
prophecy  unfolded  clear  as  in  a  mirror's  face  their 
mysticmeanings  and  their  wondrous  lore.  Whose 
understanding,  opened  by  the  Lord  of  all  intelli- 
gence, drank  the  full  sense  of  Scripture,  and  in- 
quaffed  the  holy  inspiration  of  the  page  that  spoke 
of  man's  redemption  from  his  sin. 

O  Mary,  ever  pondering  in  thy  heart  truths  too 
sublime  for  common  sense  to  reach ;  who  studied 
man,  as  he  appears  to  God  ;  Mary,  who  mourned 
for  sin  through  love  to  Him  who  hateth  sin,  who 
once  (O  mystery !)  said :  I  have  repented  I  crea- 
ted man !  Ah  why  ?  save  that  corrupted  hath  al| 
flesh  its  way,  and  God's  pure  image  in  man's  gifted 
soul  hath  lost  its  semblance:  "Ye  are  Grod's"  no 
more !  And  Mary  mourns  o'er  sins  she  shareth  not. 
Oh, love!  the  highest  attribute  of  Deity!  Oh, 
love,  the  brightest,  noblest  gift  of  God  to  man ; 
expansive  in  its  essence,  flowing  out  with  burning 
zeal  to  purify  the  earth  from  dross  and  slime,  and 
to  transmute  base  metal  into  gold.  Love,  restless 
love,  that  ever  seekest  love,  that  canst  not  joy 
alone,  nor  separate  bliss  can.st  know,  that  ever 
welling  out  in  sympathy,  flndest  bliss  alone  in  thus 
conferring  bliss!  Love  coming  down  from  Heav- 
en in  wavy  light,  and  purity  and  joy  for  ever  new, 
the  triune  gift  that  seekest  to  fill  the  heart  with 
God's  own  warmth  of  ecstasy  and  bliss,  who  ever 
felt  that  sweet  enkindling  glow  as  Mary  felt  thy 
thrill  throughout  her  frame.  And  yet  a  sorrow, 
a  deep,  deep  sorrow,  often  pervaded  her  being. 

Angels'  melodies  were  near  her, 
Oft  entrancing  all  her  frame. 

Yet  was  there  a  sorrmo  dearer — 
For  from  lote  that  sorrow  came. 

She,  the  destined  bride  of  Heaven, 
Through  the  "Spirit"  viewed  the  world; 

Saw  the  souls  from  virtue  riven. 
Saw  the  flag  of  sin  unfurled. 

And  a  mighty  sorrow  bowed  her, 
Mastering  all  her  mighty  soul; 

Sorrow  with  which  love  endowed  her — 
Love  of  God  beyond  control. 

Sorrow  for  His  outraged  glory — 
Sorrow  for  her  brother's  sin — 

Sorrow  for  man's  guilty  story, 
Since  that  story  did  begin. 

Angel's  harpings  were  unheeded 
When  that  sorrow  filled  her  sense: 

Tears  and  prayers  for  pardon  pleaded 
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With  the  dread  Omniptence ! 
Prayers  with  hope !     The  promise  given, 

Brightly  shone  with  glorious  ray! 
"  O  come  Messias,  come  from  Heaven  ; 
Chase  tliese  clouds  of  sin  away." 
Can  there  be  love  without  sorrow — deep,  deep 
sorrow  if  the  object  we  love  be  insulted,  injured 
or  ignored  :  and  who  in  this  sad  sin-ridden  world 
is  more  insulted,  more  injured,  more  ignored  than 
its  great  Creator?  Men  know  it  not,  men  feel  it 
not ;  God  is  foreign  to  them,  a  being  apart,  of 
whom  they  know  little  and  would  know  less  if 
they  dan  d :  He  is  one  whom  they  fear  to  lose  sight 
of  altogether,  yet  venture  not  to  seek ;  they  have 
an  indeiinite,  undefined  feeling  that  to  live  closer 
to  God  would  involve  renunciation  of  many  pleas- 
ures they  incline  to.  "When  the  Holy  Ghost  is 
come  He  will  convince  the  world  of  sin."  Fool- 
ish world !  it  does  not  want  to  be  convinced ;  it 
does  not  want  to  know  its  true  happiness ;  it  does 
not  want  to  be  cleansed  of  its  filth.  The  process 
would  not  be  pleasant,  or  at  least,  the  world 
deems  so,  and  so  it  goes  on,  preferring  glitter  to 
gold,  shadow  to  substance,  sound  to  sense.  Who 
but  God  can  open  the  eyes  of  the  blind;  who  save 
God  can  cleanse  the  leprous  soul,  or  heal  the  foul 
cancer  of  the  heart  ? 

Oh,  well  might  jNIary  pray,  as  tradition  says  she 
did,  for  the  Shiloh  to  appear :  for  her  heart  was 
oft  o'erladen  with  a  sin  in  which  she  had  no 
part.  She  Jcneio  the  faculties  with  which  he  was 
endowed ;  she  could  estimate  the  loss  he  had 
sustained :  for  her  soul  was  developed  in  the 
most  perfect  harmony,  and  yet  she  knew  that  she 
was  only  human,  and  that  no  one  faculty  did  she 
possess  that  did  not  projjerly  belong  to  her  human- 
ity, the  appreciation  of  beauty,  of  sublimity,  of 
harmony,  and  of  general  excellence;  the  power  to 
comprehend  the  universal  law  that  binds  the  vaiy- 
ing  spheres  in  one  bright  unity,  simple  in  majesty, 
glorious  in  loveliness ;  the  ability  to  make  this 
law  subserve  man's  personal  purposes — and  above 
all,  the  spiritual  tie  which  elevates  his  being 
above  material  influences  and  links  man  to  his 
God  as  a  child  to  his  Father;  as  the  destined 
heir  to  all  this  wondrous  galaxy  of  wealth  and 
power  and  beauty :  all  this  Mary  realized ;  and, 
alas  !  she  saw  that  few  men  even  gave  such  themes 
a  thought  1  Was  it  a  wonder,  then,  that  Mary 
mourned  with  a  Godlike  sorrow ;  that  she  prayed 
as  if  with  a  divine  power.  Other  women  sought 
for  the  lionor  of  being  the  Mother  of  the  promised 
King  of  the  Jews ;  Mary  sought  only  the  vindica- 
tion of  God's  glory,  and  the  redemption  of  man- 
kind from  sin.  Was  it  a  wonder  that  she  was  se- 
lected as  the  "Bride  of  Heaven,"  the  spouse  of 
the  Holy  Ghost  ? — she  whose  correspondence  with 
grace  had  been  so  perfect,  that  the  whole  mystery 
of  the  Kedemption,  as  set  forth  in  the  prophecies, 
was,  as  it  were,  patent  to  her  understanding,  made 
clear  to  her  mental  vision. 

Young  men  and  maidens :  say — are  you  living, 
with  Mary,  in  anxious  desire  for  the  sun  of  right- 
eousness to  shiue  on  your  benighted  souls  ?  Are 
you  visitors  of  the  "  House  of  Kazareth  ?"  and,  if 
not,  what  keeps  you  away  ? 


THE  VIEGIN  AND  THE  PEIEST; 

Or,  The  New  Month  of  Mary. 

CHAPTER  yn. 

The  Vocation  of  Mary  and  tlie  Vocation  of  (he  Priest. 

What  is  vocation  ?  We  are  accustomed  to  de- 
fine it  somewhat  in  these  terms :  A  disposition 
of  divine  Providence  by  which  God  assigns,  ac- 
cording to  His  good  pleasure,  to  every  indi- 
vidual, as  well  both  in  ecclesiastical  as  in  civil 
society,  a  place  to  occupy,  in  furnishing  him  the 
gi-aces  and  qualities  necessary  for  the  acceptable 
accomplishment  of  His  will.  This  disposition  of 
Providence,  relative  to  all  created  beings,  precedes 
the  creation  of  these  beings,  because  the  will  of 
God  is  eternal,  and  created  beings  come  forth  in 
the  course  of  time. 

Whence  two  vocations,  the  one  eternal,  the  other 
temporal ;  or,  if  it  is  preferred,  one  .single  vocation, 
but  existing  in  two  manners,  eternally  in  the 
thought  of  God,  and  accidentally  in  time. 

How  can  God  thus  call  beings  before  that  they 
exist  ?  and  especially  call  them,  and  assign  them 
their  mission  in  Him.self,  when  they  are  not  in 
Himself?  It  is  certain  that  creatures  have  a 
mode  of  existence  essentially  distinct  from  that 
of  God :  it  is  a  finite,  mutable,  passive  mode, 
which  is  repugnant  to  the  notion  as  well  as  the 
infinite  and  immutable  existence  of  God ;  conse- 
quently they  can  not  be  substantially  in  God. 
Nevertheless,  it  is  true  to  say  that  all  creatures, 
existing  or  possible,  are  in  God,  from  all  eternity, 
typically,  that  is  to  say  that  from  all  eternity  God 
carries  in  Himself  the  idm,  the  type  of  all  fx-ings 
possible  to  His  power.  "These  ideas  of  things 
realizable  are  not  distinct  from  substance  divine. 
They  are  the  substance  divine  itself,  in  so  ftir  as 
it  is  the  form  or  the  type  eternal  of  all  things." 
(Combalot,  Confer.) 

.All  beings  existing  in  God  in  this  manner,  we 
understand  the  definition  which  we  gave  above  of 
vocation  ;  we  understand  that  divine  Providence 
establishes  an  order,  a  species  of  hierarchy  in  the 
immense  ocean  of  His  thoughts,  and  that  He  ap- 
plies His  sovereign  will  to  realize  in  time  the 
eternal  designs  which  He  has  formed  concerning 
every  thing.  What  is  this  hierarchy  ?  What  is 
the  thought  that  He  has  placed  at  its  summit  ? 
Among  the  ideas  of  things  realizable  which  the 
divine  intellect  carries  in  itself  from  all  eternity, 
what  is  that  which  bears  sway  over  the  others 
and  which  is  the  object  of  the  delights  of  the 
Creator?  Is  there  some  transi^lendent  cA^-ti'a?«- 
vre  which  eclipses  all  the  rest?  Saint  Paul  an- 
swers affirmatively,  and  he  names  this  fii-st  idea, 
this  type-royal,  the  holy  humanity  of  Jesus  Christ. 
"  Jesus  Christ,"  says  he,  "  is  the  first-bom  of  every 
creature."  (To  the  Coloss.,  i,  15.)  {Primogenitm 
omnia  creaturce).  There  is  the  centre  at  which  all 
the  realizable  ideas  of  the  divine  Worker  meet. 

But,  in  order  to  enter  into  the  speciality  of  our 
subject,  we  name  immediately  after,  as  Saint 
Thomas  Aquinas  has  mentioned  her,  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary,  ^ 

The  incarnation  of  the  Word,  in  the  plans  of 
Wisdom,  was  to  be  accomplished  by  a  woman. 
There  is,  then,  in  the  thought  of  God,  between 
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this  woman  nnd  Jesus  Christ,  an  immediate  and 
ncct'ssiiry  c-orrclation ;  we  amndt  8<'|)aratc  these 
two  terms  because  they  are  mutually  dependent 
on  caeh  other.  In  the  liierurehy  of  types  eternal, 
Mary,  then,  oreupios,  with  Jesus,  the  first  rank, 
the  post  of  honor.  That  which  concerns  the  one, 
relates  to  the  other ;  the  lii-story  of  each  of  the 
two  comiiienecs  and  finishes  at  the  same  time. 

Accordingly  the  Church  ascribes  to  Mary  her 
eternal  vmation  in  the  same  terms  ascribe<l  to 
\Visd<«u  by  Solomon  :  "  DominuH  powwdit  me  in 
initio  riiirum  »iutru»i^  nntrqiinni  qm'dqudin  J'licrret 
a  jtrincijiio.  Ah  aterno  ordinatn  »um,  et  ex  antiqui* 
anttquam  terra  jieret.  Nundum  erant  ahyssi,  d  ego 
jam  concejita  eram;  .  ,  .  Qtiando  pnuparubtit 
ecelon.  .  .  .  Qv/indo  cfthera  finnahat  aurauin,  et 
lihmhat  fouteji  aquttrum.  .  .  .  Quandocircum- 
(Uihiit  vuiri  terminum  uKuin,  .  .  .  qtutndo  ap- 
pendehit  fundainenta  terrcp,  cum  eo  eram  .  .  . 
ludcnM  coram  eo  omni  tempitre,  etc,  (The  Lord  pos- 
sessed me  in  the  beginning  of  His  ways,  belbrc 
He  made  any  thing  from  the  beginning.  1  was 
set  up  from  all  eternity.  .  .  .  The  depths 
were  not  as  yet,  and  I  was  already  conceived.  . 
.  .  "When  He  prepared  the  heavens  .  .  . 
when  He  established  the  sky  above,  and  poised 
the  fountains  of  waters  .  .  .  when  He  com- 
piissed  the  sea  with  its  bounds  .  .  .  when 
He  balanced  the  foundations  of  the  earth,  I  was 
with  Him  .  .  .  playing  before  Him  at  all 
times,  etc.) 

Mary  was  first  in  the  designs  of  Go<l  because 
the  future  Kedeemer  of  men  was  also  there.  We 
can  even  say  that  she  was,  in  some  degree,  before 
the  Redeemer,  in  so  far  as  she  is  His  Mother, 
because  logicailly  maternity  has  the  priority  of 
time  over  filiation,  priu«  ease  qunm  dare  esse,  sjiys 
the  school.  1  say,  in  some  degree,  because  viewed 
in  the  light  of  reality,  the  hypostatic  union  of  the 
divine  with  hiunan  nature  in  Jesus'Christ  is  some- 
thing so  divinely  superior  that  nothing  can  possi- 
bly be  compared  to  it.  At  least  we  can  say  with 
the  Holy  Fathers,  in  .some  degree,  because  we  can 
say  that  Mary  was  with  Jesus  "  the  first-born  of* 
every  creature,"  primogenita  ante  omnem  creiituram. 
and  was  in  the  enjoyment  of  all  the  rights  and  all 
the  prerogjitives  that  this  quality  l>estowed  :  as, 
for  example,  of  being  the  head  of  the  family,  of 
receiving  the  totality  of  gifts  and  the  paternal 
benediction.  All  these  privileges  Mary  has  had 
in  an  emineat  manner,  she  has  become,  with  her 
Divine  Son,  the  head  of  the  himian  family,  the 
Mother  of  the  Church,  the  Queen  of  angels  and  of 
saints;  all  tlie  heritage  of  divine  graces  has  been 
bequeathed  to  her  from  the  beginning  of  things; 
she  has  been  enriched  by  all  the  supernatund 
gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  In  fine,  she  has  had  the 
Paternal  benediction,  and  it  is  on  account  of  this 
benediction  that  all  generations  in  their  turn 
bless  her  and  call  her  blessed,  beldam  me  dicent 
omniH  generationea"  (all  generations  shall  call  me 
blesfjod.) 

Such  is  the  eternal  vocation  of  Mary,  and,  for 
the  stune  reasons,  or  analogous  ones,  it  ifi  also  that 
of  the  Priest.  In  fact,  if  Mary  is  found  at  the  first 
rank  in  thought  divine,  on  account  of  her  inti- 


mate relation  with  the  mystery  of  the  Redemp- 
tion, at  the  side  of  her  is  necessarily  found  the 
Priest  whose  existence  and  destiny  are  essentially 
conneefevi  with  the  same  divine  clee«l,  although  in 
a  8  con  da  ry  degree.  Without  Mary,  the  contem- 
platetl  incarnation  of  the  Wonl  had  not  taken 
place ;  but,  without  the  Priest,  the  incarnation 
reali/x>d  had  l)ecn  sterile,  or,  at  least,  circumscrilKid 
to  certain  times  and  places;  whereas,  by  the  sac- 
erdotal ministry,  it  is  prolonged,  extendc<l,  it 
reaches  the  most  remote  parts  ot  theglolx-and  the 
last  limits  of  the  ages  to  come.  Mary  could  say  : 
"Christ  was  yestenlay.  He  Is  to-day ;"  but  Saint 
Paul,  the  Priest,  could  add  :  "  He  will  be  even  to 
the  consunmiation  of  time,"  C'hriatua,  heri,  hodie, 
et  usque  in  consummationem  seculi.  As  far  as  I 
jwuetrate  with  the  eye  of  faith  into  the  immeas- 
urable sphere  of  divine  ideas,  I  find  there  the 
God-man,  the  woman-Mother  of  this  man-God, 
and  the  Priest  the  dispenser  and  continuator  of 
the  mysteries  of  the  one  and  the  other,  and  in  this 
capacity,  crowned  with  graces,  l)les.sed  l)y  the 
eternal  Father,  and  heir  of  His  inexhaustible 
riches. 

Strange !  as  if  God  wished  to  definitely  point 
out  to  us  this  niar\-elous  relation  Ix-tween  the 
eternal  vocation  of  Man.'  and  the  eternal  vocation 
of  the  Priest,  we  find  in  the  first  chapter  of  J«re- 
mias  a  scene  almost  identical  with  that  which  we 
described  above,  and  where  Maiy  receives  from 
eternity  her  august  mission.  It  is  the  Lord  who 
speaks  to  the  prophet,  and  in  his  j)erson  to  all  the 
Priests  of  the  Old  and  New  Law.  "  Priu»quam  te 
fonnarem  in  vtero,  nori  te  ;  et  antequam  erirea  de 
tuica,  aanctijirarit  te  et  jmtphetam  in  gentibua  dedi 
te."  Before  I  formed  thee  ...  I  knew  thee, 
and  before  thou  camest  forth  I  sanctified  thee,  and 
made  thee  a  proi)het  unto  the  nations). 

With  God,  eternity  is  a  point ;  there  is  no  future, 
there  is  no  past.  Jeremias  was,  then,  in  the  divine 
thought  at  the  same  time  with  all  ideas  of  things 
realizable,  he  was  a  prophet  of  Christ  at  the  same 
time  that  Mary  was  Mother  of  Christ,  he  was  co- 
eval with  the  designs  of  God. 

So  it  is  with  the  Priest.  Before  that  he  can  be 
conceived  and  born,  God  sees  Him  in  Himself, 
and  in  His  Word,  and  says  to  him  :  "  And  thou, 
child,  thou  shalt  be  a  prophet  of  the  Most  High." 

This  parallelism  between  Mary  and  the  Priest 
is  more  startling,  more  palpable,  if  I  can  so  ex- 
press myself,  in  their  temporal  vocation,  or  rather 
in  the  realization  in  time  of  the  eternal  will  of 
God,  because  here  we  enter  into  the  domain  of 
historic  facts,  and  it  is  sufficient  to  authenticate 
them. 

By  what  means  did  God  call  and  prepare  her 
who  was  to  be  Hi«  Mother  ?  By  means  of  humili- 
ty, of  poverty,  of  sjinctity.  Mary  was  not  known 
throughout  the  earth.  Altliough  descended  from 
royal  blood,  she  was  born  of  poor  parents ;  she 
lived  unknown  by  men  in  a  poor  village,  seek- 
ing for  her  work  her  daily  bread,  ambitious 
of  only  one  thing,  the  beauty  of  her  soul,  the 
purity  of  her  heart.  But  over  this  night  of  w  Inch 
her  modesty  is  the  envelope,  hovered  an  angel 
to  guard  her,  and  to  direct  her  in  her  ways,  and 
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b^  his  counsels,  which  never  met  resistance,  he 
insensibly  conducted  her  to  this  solemn  hour 
when  the  mystery  was  to  be  accomplished.  As 
those  modest  flowers  which  are  unaware  of  their 
perfumes  and  their  beauties,  and  which  a  skillful 
gardener,  by  circumspectly  using  for  them  the 
sun  and  the  dew,  causes  to  bloom  and  brighten 
even  until  they  one  day  enrapture  the  admiration 
of  persons  passing  by. 

It  is  your  picture  that  I  am  going  to  make, 
small  pastors  of  mountains,  small  peasants,  whom 
God  has  predestined  to  be  prophets  in  Israel.  In 
the  midst  of  ol>scurity  where  it  was  your  fate  to 
be  born,  you  carry  on  your  brow  a  star  Avhicli  you 
do  not  perceive,  but  the  shining  splendor  of 
whicli  dazzles  the  attention  of  angels;  Avithout 
your  knowledge  of  tlie  fact  you  are  the  Lord's 
anointed.  In  coming  time,  continue  to  live  as 
.  the  Virgin  of  Nazareth,  in  the  ignorance  of  your- 
selves, in  the  love  of  your  poverty,  in  the  practice 
of  Cliristian  virtues.  The  powerful  hand  wliich 
guides  every  thing  to  its  end  with  gentleness  and 
with  power  will  take  you,  will  carry  you  on.  Lay 
apprehension  aside  and  onward  move. 

Mary  goes  to  the  temple  to  sanctify  her  child- 
hood, she  dedicates  herself  to  sacred  study  and 
the  service  of  altars.  The  young  levite  secludes 
himself  in  the  seminary ;  it  is  there,  under  the 
sliadow  of  the  sanctnar\',  that  his  early  years  will 
glide  away  between  the  study  of  holy  things  and 
the  practice  of  holy  duties :  sublime  novitiate  of 
an  angelic  ministry !  Mary  increases  in  wisdom 
under  the  attention  of  venerable  Priests  whose 
lessons  she  attends  to  and  whose  examples  she  re- 
produces. The  seminarian  is  also  surrounded  by 
the  same  examjiles  and  the  same  lessons;  he 
grows  in  .science  and  in  wisdom  ;  the  eye  of  faith 
which  contemplates  him  feels  itself  impressed 
with  respect,  as  in  the  presence  of  something  holy 
and  grand.  O  ilary  !  O  Priest !  I  behold  you 
two  kneeling  in  the  presence  of  the  Holy  of 
Holies,  your  heart  opens  and  pronounces  a  word, 
and  at  this  word,  Heaven  exults  with  festive  joy, 
And  earth  is  struck  dumb  with  amazement.  I  will 
meditate  upon  this  word,  for  it  is  the  last  word  of 
your  vocation.  I  will  meditate  upon  it  in  order 
to  understand  and  love  it. 

[In  this  number  of  the  Ave  Maria  we  resume 
the  translation  of  "  The  Virgin  and  the  Priest," 
and  will  continue  the  same  until  the  whole  of  the 
article  appears.  This  we  do  most  cheerfully  in  com- 
pliance with  the  request  of  a  most  worthy  Bishop. 
The  translator,  tired,  weary  and  fatigued  in  his 
studies,  though  not  o/'them,  immediately  after  Com- 
mencement last  June,  sought  rest  in  inactivity, 
otivm  cum  dign/'tate,  rest  mental  and  physical,  for 
mental  culture  and  literary  pursuits  are  indeed 
accompanied  with  Pome  weariness  of  the  flesh.  Ac- 
cordingly he  left  a  little  fallow  spot  in  the  summer 
field  of  '65.  and  also  left  chapter  five  (to  be  con- 
tinued) on  page  104,  with  which  chapter  doubt- 
less most  of  our  readers  are  acquainted ;  but  chap- 
ter seven,  like  a  lingering  laggard  loitering  lazily 
on  the  way,  "a  stranger,"  though  not  alone,  com- 
ing in  at  this  late  hour  just  here  and  now  seems 
to  need  an  introduction,  and  so  we  give  it.] 


LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN. 
No.  10.— The  Severed  Hand.— Concluded. 

The  messenger  arrived  during  the  night  at 
Damascus,  and,  in  spite  of  the  inflexible  etiquette 
of  an  Oriental  court,  he  forced  an  admission  to 
the  palace,  where,  jirctending  that  the  business 
with  which  he  was  charged  would  not  admit  of 
any  delay,  he  had  the  letters  at  once  presented 
to  the  Caliph. 

While  reading  the  lies  contained  in  them,  as- 
tonishment, indignation  and  fury,  in  succession 
possessed  tliemselves  of  the  Saracen.  He  could 
not  believe  his  eyes,  he  could  not  believe  his  min- 
ister so  culpable,  and  he  examined  every  letter  of 
the  forged  document,  in  the  hope  of  discovering 
some  proof  of  trickery.  Finally,  irritated  at  not 
finding  any  thing  to  exculpate  John,  he  cast  the 
papyrus  from  him,  and  trampled  it  under  foot, 
swearing  by  Mahomet  and  by  Allah  that  he 
would  take  signal  vengeance  on  the  traitor.  His 
first  thought  was  to  kill  him  with  his  own  hand, 
and  he  seized  his  cimeter.  He  stalked  up  and 
down  his  apartment,  uttering  imprecations  and 
cries  of  fury  at  every  step. 

"  Dog  of  a  Christian ! "  said  he,  "  is  this  the  re- 
ward of  my  favors  to  thee  ?  after  loading  thee 
with  liouors  and  dignities  ?  after —  By  Allah, 
thou  diest!" 

And  he  was  going  to  send  his  .slaves  to  poniard 
him  in  his  bed,  but,  as  he  was  about  to  pronounce 
the  order,  he  hesitated.  He  knew  John  well; 
and  he  was  loth  to  condemn,  without  hearing,  a 
man  who  had  ever  so  faithfully  served  him. 

"Perhaps  he  will  justify  himself!  Perhaps — 
But  why  should  I  listen  to  him  ?  He  will  deny 
it ;  he  will  appeal  to  his  past  services.  And  this 
letter — can  he  disown  it  ?  I  will  at  least  enjoy  his 
confusion;  I  will —  Bring  him  here  immediately!" 

The  guards  went  out :  they  had  John  awakened 
and  they  brought  him  to  the  palace.  Their  faces 
were  doleful,  and  the  Vizier  could  read  his  dis- 
grace in  them.  However,  they  treated  him  with 
'  some  respect,  because,  in  courts,  a  whim  frequently 
decides  the  fortunes  of  the  great,  and  if  their  fall 
is  rapid  and  disastrous,  a  swift  return  of  favor 
often  reinstates  the  fallen,  and  raises  them  still 
higher  than  before. 

Reflection  had  calmed  the  Caliph  a  little,  and 
he  was  able  to  control  his  anger  when  John  pre- 
sented himself  before  him  with  the  serene  brow 
and  placid  demeanor  which  are  the  eifect  of  inno- 
cence. 

"  My  Prince,"  said  he,  after  having  performed 
the  Oriental  salutation,  "your  guards  have  awaken- 
ed me  from  sleep." 

"  Ha  !  thou  sleepest !"  interrupted  the  Saracen ; 
"nothing  disturbs  thy  repose;  nothing  weighs 
upon  thy  heart ;  and  the  consciousness  of  guilt 
causes  neither  anxiety  nor  watchfulness !" 

In  spite  of  the  Caliph's  eflforts  to  contain  him- 
self, the  changing  of  his  countenance  and  voice 
betrayed  the  fury  that  agitated  his  breast.  John 
bore  his  angry  glances  with  noble  confidence,  and 
answered : 

"  No,  my  Prince ;  my  conscience  reproaches  me 
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with  no  crime  against  you,  cither  present  or  past 
In  whut  lmv«!  I  hcon  slandered  to  you?" 

"  Di'Ci'ption  in  useless.     I  know  every  thing." 

"I  deceive  you  in  notliing;  and  I  swear  to  you, 
before  G<m1,  that  I  believe  myself  guilty  of  uo 
crime  against  you."  ^ 

*'  Ac-cording  to  th*e  Koran,  he  who  conspireth 
against  his  sovereign, — above  all,  after  having  re- 
ceive<l  nothing  Ijut  l>enetit.s, — is  called  infamous 
and  a  traitor.  How  is  such  a  one  named  in  the 
Gospel  ?" 

"  The  same ;  and  I  fear  not  that  those  epithets 
will  ever  aj)ply  to  me." 

"Thou  fearcst  not  tl>at  the  secret  of  thy  plot- 
tinga  will  ever  be  betrayed  I  Tliou  fearcst  not 
that  I  shall  ever  discover  thy  underhand  treach- 
ery, and  the  infamous  proposals  thou  hast  offered 
to  the  EmiHTor  of  ConstantinopU;!" 

"If  any  im|M>stor  has  imputed  stich  a  crime  to 
me,  I  am  certain  that  I  can  put  him  to  confusion." 

"And  if  that  impostor  were  thine  own  self?" 

"I  would  tell  thee,  'Prince,  l)elieve  me  not;  I 
have  lied.'  But  I  have  not  lied,  and  none  of  my 
words  have  ever  been  a  calumny,  even  against 
myself." 

"  By  Mahomet,  so  much  hy]K)crisy  is  revolting! 
Thou  dcscrvest  that  I  should  have  thy  heaii  cut 
oflFon  the  spot.    Dost  recognize  thy  handwriting  ?" 

And  he  unrolled  the  forged  letter  before  him. 
John  glanced  over  it  rapidly,  and  answered  with- 
out perturbation. 

"  I  acknowledge  that  my  handwriting  has  been 
skillfully  counterfeited.  I  should  have  hesitated 
myself  to  disown  it;  had  I  not  been  certain  of 
never  having  even  dreamed  of  such  a  scheme." 

"  Then  the  Emperor  is  a  notorious  forger?" 

"  How  do  we  know  that  the  Enjperor  has  en- 
gaged in  so  odious  a  machination  ?"         •      ,     * 

"  Dost  thou  recognize  the  seal  of  the  empire?" 
asked  the  Caliph,  showing  the  letter  of  the  Isaurian. 

"I  have  nothing  further  to  say,  my  Prince,  un- 
less that  the  Emperor  has  been  deceived.  Al- 
though I  have  combated  his  errors,  he  could  not 
have  stooped  to  such  an  unworthy  scheme.  I  am 
not  guilt} — I  am  not,  indeed." 

"Allah  !  And  thou  thinkest  that  in  spite  of 
such  irrefragjible  testimony  I  should  believe  thee 
at  once,  in  thy  simple  assumnce,  without  proofs, 
without  reasons?" 

"  Without  proofs !  The  favors  you  have  poured 
out  upon  my  head — ten  years  of  unchangeable  fi- 
delity !  What  more  powerful  prix)fs  do  you  desire?" 

"Dost  speak  of  the  fidelity?  Hast  thou  not 
read :  '  My  long-continued  fidelity  will  prevent 
suspicion,  and  insure  the  suc-cess  of  our  de- 
sires.' Oh!  thou  art  a  knowing  ajnspirator !  thou 
hast  neglected  nothing  that  could  assist  thy  vile 
scheme  Thou  hast  even  counted  on  the  blind 
confidence  I  placed  in  thee,  to  assassinate  me  the 
more  securely." 

"  U  the  honor  of  my  family,  my  past  life,  my  re- 
ligion, are  not  sufficient  guarantees  of  my  sincer- 
ity, I  can  only  hold  my  peace.  Prince.  However, 
revolutions,  treasons  and  assassinations  are  not  so 
rare  at  the  court  of  Constantinople  as  in  my  family." 

"  Ha  !  thou  fearest  to  die  ?" 


"  I  fear  only  the  remorse  you  will  feel  wlien  you 
discover  the  falsclKNMl  of  this  accusation!  I3ut 
what !  will  nothing  dis4tbusc  you,  even  if  my  e<m- 
science  did  nut  forbid  this  crime  to  me,  my  inter- 
est, the  groat  uuiinspring  of  human  actions — would 
not  my  interest  have  prevented  me?  You  have, 
in  spite  of  me,  raised  me  to  the  summit  of  honor: 
you  have  made  me  the  next  to  yourself.  What 
could  I  hope  from  an  Eujperor  who  hates  me  and 
who  will  never  pardon  me  for  having  vanquished 
him  in  argument?" 

"And  that  is  another  proof  against  thee !  Thou 
placest  the  interests  ot  thy  religion  far  alx>ve 
thine  own,  and  thou  wouldst  sacrifice  thy  fortune, 
thy  rank,  and  thy  «lignities  for  thy  faith.  Go! 
The  executioners  await  thee  !  I  liave  listened  to 
thee  only  too  long." 

"Grant  me  some  days  of  life.  I  will  discover 
the  author  of  this  fraud,  and  will  sj)arc  you  the 
grief  of  a  tardy  and  fruitless  remorse." 

"I  have  still  comi)a.ssion  for  thee.  Go!  I  will 
content  myself  by  cutting  off  thy  criminal  hand, 
and  exi)osin<;  it  in  the  market-place  to  terrify  thy 
accomplices. ' 

"  You  have  i)ower  over  my  whole  body,  O 
Prince,  and  I  will  make  but  one  retjuest.  It  is 
that  no  one  may  be  used  severely  on  my  account ; 
then  I  am  ready  to  obey  you,  Prince, — where  are 
the  executioners  ?" 

"Go!  thou  wilt  find  them  only  too  soon." 

John  tranquilly  made  his  salutation,  and  de- 
parted. As  he  was  raising  the  tapestry  which 
served  for  a  door,  he  stopped,  and  approaching 
the  Caliph  again,  he  said  :  "  My  Prince,  will  you 
allow  them  to  return  my  hand  to  me  alter  it  has 
been  exposed  for  a  day  upon  the  gibbet?" 

"It  shall  lie  returned  to  thee."       ♦       *       * 

At  sun.><et,  whilst  all  the  inhal)itants  of  Damas- 
cus were  at  rest  within  their  homes,  the  execu- 
tioner returned  to  the  market-place.  He  pulled 
out,  with  long  pincers,  the  nail  which  had  been 
driven  into  John's  hand,  and  whilst  his  a.ssistants 
set  about  removing  the  gil)bet,  he  returned  the 
mournful  present  to  the  owner. 

John  received  it  kindly,  without  manifesting 
either  anger  or  shame.  Nevertheless,  he  could 
not  help  gazing  with  a  Christian  sorrow  upon  this 
dead  member  of  a  living  body,  this  former  por- 
tion of  himself,  upon  which  death  had  already 
set  its  seal  of  livid  horror.  The  destructive  action 
of  an  August  sun  had  already  consumed  the  juices, 
and  marked  the  skin  with  hideous  bluish  sjxits, 
in  the  midst  of  which  darker  s|>otjj  appeared,  the 
forerunners  of  corniption.  The  muscles  were 
hardened  by  the  burning  heat,  and  the  nails 
seemed  ready  to  drop  off.  In  the  midst  of  his 
solemn  reflections  on  the  nothingness  of  human 
existence,  John  had  forgotten  the  executioner,  who 
was  still  standing  in  his  presence,  and  who  at 
length  recalled  him  from  his  meditations  by  de- 
manding the  reward  of  his  pains.  The  sufferer 
showed  no  anger  at  this  impudent  demand.  He 
sent  for  his  treasurer,  ordered  a  sequin  to  be  paid 
him,  and  sent  him  away.  He  then  retired  into 
his  oratory.  There  it  was  that  he  always  re- 
sorted, as  often  as  he  was  freed  from  the  cares  of 
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the  business  committed  to  him,  to  place  at  the  foot 
of  tlie  crucifix  the  burden  of  his  grandeur,  and  to 
seek  the  courage  necessary  for  the  bearing  of  it. 
It  was  there  that  he  had  composed  his  books 
against  the  image-breakers,  and  now  he  began  to 
reflect  that  the  hand  with  which  he  had  written 
so  many  eloquent  images  was  reduced  to  an  eter- 
nal quiet.  His  heart  gave  way,  however,  neither 
to  bitterness  nor  despondency.  He  was  convinced 
that  he  had  sjiokeu  tlie  language  of  faith,  and  his 
pen  had  not  been  purchased  by  falsehood.  He 
took  from  his  mutilated  wrist  the  bandages  that 
had  been  placed  upon  it,  and  prostrated  himself 
at  the  foot  the  of  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 
Then,  placing  his  severed  hand  upon  the  carpet, 
he  brought  his  wrist  close  to  it,  and  prayed  thus  : 
"  ^lother  of  God,  my  Lady  and  protectress !  thou 
knowest  wherefore  I  have  undergone  this  usage ; 
I  have  been  punished  for  the  zeal  with  Avhich  I 
defended  thy  worship  and  the  sacred  images.  Per- 
mit not  that  my  enemies  triumph  in  the  injustice 
of  my  condemnation.  O  Queen  of  Confessors,  mani- 
fest the  purity  of  tliis  hand,  which  was  raised  only 
to  bear  testimony  to  the  truth ;  and  if  it  can.  still 
work  for  the  glory  of  thy  Son,  Christ  Jesus,  re- 
store to  me  the  use  of  it.  I  vow  henceforth  to 
consecrate  it  to  His  divine  service."  After  this 
prayer,  a  sweet  sleep,  sent  from  Heaven,  envel- 
oped his  soul,  and  he  passed  the  entire  night  in 
profound  slumber. 

The  Caliph,  on  the  contrary,  spent  a  night  of 
wakefulness  and  agitation.  He  loved  his  Chris- 
tian Vizier,  and  as  soon  as  his  paroxysm  of  auger 
had  suljsided,  doubts  and  regrets  possessed  his 
soul  and  tormented  it.  He  represented  to  him- 
self the  grief  and  resentment  of  John,  and  he 
feared  his  talents  would  l)e  henceforth  employed 
in  contriving  a  terrible  revenge. 

"  I  have  condemned  him  too  lightly !  Could  not 
the  letter  have  been  the  work  of  a  counterfeiter? 
But  the  Emperor's  message !  Still,  is  not  the 
Emperor  his  enemy  and  mine  also  ?  Ah !  how 
miserable  for  me  henceforth,  if,  on  the  testimony 
of  my  enemies,  I  am  to  mistrust  my  worthiest 
minister !  And  what  have  I  done '?  If  he  was 
guilty  I  ought  to  have  slain  him,  instead  of  irri- 
tating him  and  leaving  him  the  opportmiity  of 
injuring  me.  O  John !  why  is  it  not  in  my  power 
to  restore  thee  the  hand  of  which  I  have  deprived 
thee !  O  that  I  could  only  regain  thy  friendship ! 
But  thou  art  a  Christian ;  thy  religion  is  not,  like 
mine,  a  religion  of  blood  ;  the  Gospel  is  to  thee  a 
law  of  forgiveness." 

Such  were  the  thoughts  that  passed  through 
bis  mind,  and  agitated  it  like  the  billows  of  the 
ocean.  He  waited  with  impatience  for  daybreak, 
and  sent  early  to  John's  house,  to  summon  him  to 
the  palace. 

"  What  shall  I  say  to  him,  and  how  shall  I  sustain 
his  just  reproaches?  I  will  be  beforehand  with 
him ;  I  will  offer  him  new  honors  and  new  dignities." 

When  the  arrival  of  the  Vizier  was  announced, 
he  trembled  and  shook.  His  breast  was  torn 
with  anguish ;  and  he,  before  whom  all  bowed 
with  fear,  was  himself  overcome  with  terror. 

John  presented  himself  with  a  smile.    The  tor- 


ture he  had  Buffered  had  left  no  trace  on  his  coun* 
tenance.  For  the  rest,  he  held  his  arms  in  the 
customary  manner,  and  neither  of  his  hands  were 
wanting  ;  only  around  his  right  wrist  there  might 
be  seen  a  faint  red  line,  like  a  purple  thread. 

"  Have  they  foreseen  my  change  of  mind  ?"  said 
the  Caliph,  "  and  cut  off  only  the  hand  of  one  of 
thy  slaves  ?" 

"The  executioner  cut  off  mine,"  replied  John 
calmly,  and  see  the  place  of  the  nail  that  held  it, 
a  whole  day,  fastened  to  the  gibbet.  But  I  in- 
voked the  Mother  of  Jesus  and  she  cured  me." 

"Allah  be  praised !  I  need,  then,  no  longer  sigh 
over  my  error;  and  nothing  remains  but  for  me  to 
console  thee  and  redouble  thy  honors  and  dignities." 

"  And  nothing  remains  for  me,  my  Prince,  but 
to  thank  you.  I  am  no  longer  the  Vizier, 
you  see  before  you  an  humble  monk,  dead  to  the 
pomps  and  vanities  of  the  world." 

Neither  the  promises  nor  the  representations 
of  the  Caliph  could  change  his  resolution.  He 
distributed  his  goods  to  the  poor,  and  retired 
into  the  Monastery  of  Saint  Sabas. 

This  legend  is  taken  from  the  Life  of  Saint 
John  Damascen,  Father  of  the  Church. 


■\Viio  Built  It? — This  is  about  a  church  that 
a  good  old  king  of  the  good  old  times  undertook 
to  build  in  honor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

Now,  as  he  wished  to  keep  all  the  honor  and 
merit  of  it  to  himself,  he  had  it  published  through- 
out his  dominions  that  none  of  his  subjects  should 
contribute  to  the  outlay.  The  interdiction  was 
even  given  in  the  most  severe  terms. 

So  the  church  was  entirely  built  at  the  king's 
expense  ;  and,  when  it  was  finished,  he  had  an  in- 
seriptioy  in  letters  of  gold  placed  over  the  door, 
tellifig  that  the  royal  purse  alone  had  provided 
the  funds.  But  lo  !  the  following  night  an  invis- 
ible, hand  effaced  the  name  of  the  king,  and  in  its 
stead  put  that  of  an  old  woman  whose  poverty 
was  notorious. 

In  the  morning,  when  the  king  was  apprized  of 
this,  he  hastened  to  have  his  name  replaced  ;  but 
at  night  the  name  of  the  old  woman  was  again 
substituted.  And  this  happened  three  times  run- 
ning. The  king  then  got  in  a  great  rage,  and  or- 
dered the  old  woman  to  be  brought  before  him. 
"  I  had  forbidden  all  my  subjects,"  said  he,  "to  con- 
tribute even  the  smallest  sum  toward  the  erec- 
tion of  this  church.  I  am  convinced  that  you 
have  disobeyed  my  orders." 

"Sire,"  replied  the  good  old  creature,  trembling, 
"  although  it  was  very  hard  not  to  be  allowed  to 
contribute  my  mite  in  honor  of  the  Holy  Virgin, 
I  respected  your  orders.  At  least  I  did  not  think  I 
was  disobeying  your  majesty  when  I  saved  a 
trifle  from  my  meals  to  buy  a  little  hay,  which  I 
secretly  gave  to  the  horses  that  were  drawing  the 
stones  for  the  building." 

"  Thy  name  is  more  worthy  than  mine,"  replied 
the  king, "  to  be  inscribed  in  letters  of  gold  over 
the  church  door." 

But  the  following  night  an  invisiljjie  hand  re- 
placed the  king's  name  on  the  tablet,  where  it  re- 
mained ever  after. 
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The  Suffering  SouIb. 


An  ancrl  with  n  mortal  atood  at  tho  ente. 

While  far  witliiii  th<!  Brea  of  morcy  rolUnl, 

WhiTf  torrow  piorcrd  aix  aoixs,  oiid  pain  nntold ; 
"  lAird.  htli)  'Hiy  clilldrun,  here  niiiKt  huIT.t  and  wait  I" 
Thni»  Kixjkf  thi-  earthly  one.    Th<'  «<piril  adown 

111*  cneckH  cfk'i'tlal  dropped  i-mni)ai'Kli)n'«  teara; 

"  No  awoet  rcprii'f  for  mcin  ?  olmll  fudk-HH  years 
Roll  on,  ere  they  nhall  wear  the  radiant  crown  f" 
The  two  hlest  one*  hMiked  np  In  slh'nt  appeal. 

Then  lK>rn  of  earlli  and  hoii  of  Heaven  prayed : 

"  Oh  (Jod.  Thy  ouflTerlni'  Church,  our  brothertt,  aid! 
Thy  Church  of  war  and  triumph  offer  their  zeal. 
There  helpletia  gouU  are  wrapped  In  llamen.  and  no  more 

Can  prayer  from  thoni  to  lleuvenV  altarx  rise. 

Nor  penance  waft  tliem  Joyful  to  the  skies; 
Pear  iMtd,  let  mercy  temper  still  as  of  yore  !'* 
O'er  all  the  burning;  rtea  (lod's  charity  dropn. 

To  i«H>the  the  utiuoHt  woei<  of  IIIh  helovcd  ; 

What  heart  can  feel  that  love  and  be  unmoved. 
What  Houl  but  faints  if  Ili.-tfdear  charity  stops ! 
Oh,  li8t  the  mournful  cry.  "  Dear  Savionr  of  love  I 

How  loni,',  how  lon)7?  O  Lord,  how  lone,  how  long!" 

Sweet  hope !  they  ask  "  How  long «"  Ili)pe  of  the  strong ! 
Their  hope  is  iTckus,  jusit  and  mighty  above. 
O  loving  strength  of  Ood.  dtiU  clieer  them  to  bear 

The  <<aviiig  tlrcH;  fill  piirilled  they  come 

And  stand,  all  white,  as  princes  ill  Thy  home, 
Where  joy  flows  wide,  and  beauty  heavenly  fair. 
And  yet  Thy  bounty  would  do  more;  for  behold! 

Wiat  hope  gleams  on  this  dreadful,  fiery  lake! 

All  soul*  Unik  up,  fair  daw-n  begin*  to  break. 
Light  comes!  the  sun  I  the  abyss  is  flooded  with  gold  I 
A  form  of  light!  the  mortal  cries,  "  'Tls  the  Lord!" 

And  falls  to  worship ;  while  the  angel  sin^s. 

'*  Uail  .Mary.  Queen  of  Mercy  !  peace  she  brings. 
From  (jod,  to  calm  the  souls  tfiat  trust  in  His  word." 
The  mortal  looks  with  love  on  Mary',  his  (Jneen. 

Who  walk*,  "mid  Eden  breeze*,  o'er  the  flame, 

And  lulls  the  torturing  woe  inWIesus'  name. 
Bids  hope  of  cooling  groves  and  valley*  of  green. 
She  speaks :  the  din^fui  vault  is  hushed  at  her  voice. 

All  pain  is  gone,  the  gathered  sjiirit  throng 

List  mute  the  sweetest  tones  of  Heaven'*  song. — 
Tls  Heaven  with  them,  andcthe  happy  spirits  rejoice  I 
**  Hail  triple  Church  of  God  !"  At  Marv's  address 

They  bow.  and  jiiiig.  "  Hail  Queen  of  earth  and  Heaven, 

And  this'dread  realm,  to  whom  full  grat-e  Is'glveu, 
Crown  ofour  joy.  consoler  in  our  distress  1" 
"  Dear  .-ufTcrlng  Chnrch.  the  I'hurch  tri^imphnnt  adores. 

The  militant  Church  contends  with  the  powers  of  ill ; 

And  yet  for  you.  loved  souls,  forever  still, 
United  prayer  to  Heaven's  m^esty  pours. 
God  lists  that  prayer,  and  I  am  come  to  convey 

His  blessini:,  down  this  lower  depth,  to  you. 

Patience  and  hope.  His  holy  will  to  do 
And  wait  till  He  sliall  cull  His  beloved  away. 
Grow  weak,  ye  flres  !  Recording  angel  above. 

Shorten  their  days,  by  God's  all  dread  command  I 

And  now  with  me,  ye  fair,  regenerate  band. 
Up.  up  1  our  home  is  God's,  in  the  realm*  of  love." 
Then  *uch  a  flood  of  glory  filled  the  expanse, 

Tlie  anifel  was  in  Heaven,  the  mortal  rapt, 

Before  an  earthly  altar  knelt,  and  elant 
His  hands  in  ecstasy,  and  shouted.  "Advance ! 
Advance!  ye  bright,  nnnnrobered  rnvriads!  Rise 

To  Heaven  with  the  Virgin  Queen  of  llt'ht! 

O  Church  of  God  in  holy  prayer!  still  bright 
With  souls  redeemed  make  His  dear  Paradise  1" 

A  Testimony  or  Columbus. — A  cclebmtcd  tour- 
tourist  relates  that  he  has  visite«l,  at  Sienua,  the 
Church  of  Fonte  Giiista,  in  which  lie  lias  seen  an 
ex  voto,  not  a  little  remarkftl)lc — viz.,  a  large  bone 
from  a  whale,  a  small  shield  enra.<»etl  in  iron,  find 
a  sword  of  Christopher  Coliiinhiia  presented  by 
the  illustrious  navigator,  on  his  return  from  the 
New  World,  a.««  a  te-stitnony  of  the  veneration  which 
from  infancy  he  always  felt  for  the  Madonna  of 
Fonte  Giusta,  when  he  studied  at  the  University 
of  Sienna,  and  an  acknowledgment  of  her  mirac- 
ulous assistance  in  a  shipwreck. 


THE  AP08TLESHIP  OF  PBAYEE. 

Progress  and  Fruits  of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer. 

Our  correspondence  of  the  jjast  month  furnisihea 
us  with  an  abundant  har^'cst  of  consoling  news. 
To  give  the  whole  in  our  journal  would  oblige  us 
to  enlarge  its  columns.  We  shall  content  ourselves 
with  a  siiiiiinary  of  the  graces  due  to  the  inefiablu 
bounty  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus. 

We  place  in  the  first  rank  among  these,  the  ap- 
pearance of  an  excellent  little  book  entitled  "  Per- 
petual Intercession,"  where  the  i<leii  which  has 
given  birth  to  the  Ai>o.stleship  of  Pra3'er  is  set 
forth  in  a  fonn  at  once  elegant  and  popular.  The 
author  of  this  liook,  the  Abl>C  Vincent,  does  not 
appear,  at  the  time  he  composed  it,  t4)  have  had  a 
knowledge  of  our  work.  The  perfect  coincidence 
of  his  ideas  with  ours,  proves  once  more  that  the 
Apostleship  of  Prayer  is  not  the  work  of  one  man, 
but  the  result  of  the  exigencies  of  the  times,  and 
the  gencnvl  timdeney  of  m<vlern  habits  of  devrn 
tion.  What  follows  shows  also  the  success  ofour 
work  in  the  north  of  Italy.  The  Apostleship  of 
Prayer  has  just  been  organized  here,  and  Modena 
has  been  fixed  upon  as  the  center  for  all  this  re- 
gion. There  is  in  this  pious  city  a  printing  office, 
exclusively  devoted  to  the  propagation  of  gmnl 
l)ooks  and  good  works.  It  has  been  named  the 
printing  office  of  the  Immaculate  Conception.  It 
is  here  that  a  zealous  prelate,  Mgr.  Honcati,  of  the 
Oratory  of  Saint  Philip  Neri,  has  lately  published 
the  translation  of  all  our  little  publications.  Even 
rosary-tickets,  in  Italian,  are  printed  here.  The 
joint'effbrts  of  such  auxiliaries,  and  the  courageous 
fervor  which  animates  the  good  priests  and  Cath- 
olics of  this  country,  so  violently  disturbed  by  the 
revolution,  give  us  reason  to  hojw  that  the  Apos- 
tleship will  not  be  slow  to  spread  throughout  all 
Lombardy  and  Venice.  Already  quite  a  number 
of  Coinmuniti(>s  have  adopted  it;  several  Bishops, 
and  the  Patriarch  of  Venice  himself,  have  prom- 
ised their  powerful  co-o|>eration  ;  the  Religious  of 
many  Orders  have  applied  themselves  to  the  work 
with  admirable  ardor,  and  we  may  sotm  expect  to 
see  even  the  Mekkitarist  monks,  at  Venice,  (who 
are  now  printing,  in  twenty-five  languages,  relig- 
ious books  for  all  the  East,)  place  their  presses  at 
the  service  of  the  Ai)ostle«liip. 

Moreover,  our  work  has  lately  been  introduced 
into  the  native  country  of  Saint  Francis  Xavier 
and  Saint  Teresa.  Our  little  manuals  and  our 
tickets  of  aggregation,  translateil  into  Spanish, 
circulate  already  in  this  land  so  famed  for  its 
Catholicity.  It  is  a?  yet  but  a  sparse  scattering 
of  seed,  but  in  so  fruitful  a  soil,  the  grain  of  mus- 
tard will  not  be  slow  to  become  a  great  tree. 

We  have  been  happy  t«i  learn  that  the  same  lit- 
tle books  have  been  translated  into  Portuguese. 
May  the  Apostleship  contribute  to  the  awakening 
of  religious  fervor  in  this  country,  where  Jansenism 
and  Freemasonry  have  done  .so  much  mischief 

The  Heart  of  our  Lord  has  likewise  rai.sed  up 
for  us  devoted  coadjutors  in  Belgium,  Bohemia, 
Malta,  the  Kingdom  of  the  Two  Sicilies,  and  the 
west  of  the  United  States.    Canada  continues  to 
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send  us  long  lists  of  Associates,  and  gives  us  still 
more  glorious  hopes  for  the  future. 

Among  the  edifying  incidents  lately  occurring 
in  ditterent  parts  of  France,  we  shall  instance  only 
one.  It  has  been  furnished  us  by  the  Superioress 
General  of  a  Congregation  that  is  manifesting  a 
most  eager  and  fervent  zeal  for  our  work : 

"  In  a  little  city  of  our  diocese,  a  poor  servant- 
girl — poor  as  to  worldly  goods,  but  rich  in  faith — 
devotes  herself  with  truly  admirable  zeal  to  the 
work  of  the  Apostleship.  She  is  ingenious  in 
contriving  means  to  make  this  pious  Association 
known  and  loved.  J^earing  lest  her  memory  may 
prove  defective,  or  that  her  timidity  may  place 
obstacles  in  her  way,  she  has  thought  of  writing 
little  notes,  Avhich  she  reads,  with  great  simplicity, 
to  the  persons  she  desires  to  engage  as  Associates. 
They  listen  to  her  with  pleasure — gratitude  even — 
and  it  is  very  rare  that  they  do  not  respond  to  her 
zealous  wishes.  It  is  at  meal-times  she  generally 
takes  occasion  to  exercise  her  little  Apostleship, 
for  her  other  duties  leave  her  no  free  time.  How- 
ever, she  knows  how  to  profit  by  every  opportu- 
nity that  presents  itself — in  the  wash-house,  in 
the  street,  everywhere  and  at  all  times,  she  finds 
means  of  speaking  of  the  work  she  cherishes,  and 
which  slie  is  so  anxious  to  forward.  Allow  me. 
Reverend  Father,  to  recommend  particularly  to 
your  prayers  this  poor  girl,  whose  health  is  very 
precarious." 

Many  favors  are  still  announced  as  having  been 
obtained  by  the  prayers  of  the  Associiites.  Here, 
there  is  a  person  who  for  a  long  time  neglected 
the  Sacraments,  but  who  has  lately  approached 
them,  without  any  exterior  cause,  to  eii'ect  this 
change  of  life.  She  is  the  mother  of  a  family, 
moreover,  and  her  almost  continual  sickness  ren- 
dered the  accomplishment  of  her  duties  very  diffi- 
cult. Having  been  recommended  to  the  Associates 
of  the  Apostleship  during  the  last  month  of  April, 
she  has  since  that  time  been  gradually  recovering, 
and  is  now  entirely  well. 

Religious  Communities  continue  to  enroll  them- 
selves eagerly  in  our  holy  league.  In  Rome,  the 
Superiors  of  several  important  Orders  have  given 
assurances  on  this  subject,  which  Avill  soon  be  offi- 
cially transmitted  to  us. 

Rev.  Father  Bartholomew,  Abbot  of  Mount  St. 
Bernard,  near  Leicester,  England,  not  only  grants 
us  the  same  favor  for  which  we  are  indebted  to 
his  venerable  brethren,  but  he  also  writes  as  fol- 
lows, in  a  letter  which  we  regret  that  we  cannot 
lay  entire  before  our  readers : 

"  On  receiving  the  first  numbers  of  your  period- 
ical I  had  them  translated  and  read  in  the  refec- 
toiy,  as  w^ell  as  the  particular  intentions.  I  have 
also  had  a  monthly  table  made,  at  the  head  of 
which  is  placed,  in  large  letters,  the  principal 
intention,  and  after  this  the  other  intentions.  I 
have  had  this  little  table  set  up  at  the  entry  of 
the  chapter,  and  1  shall  have  it  renewed  every 
month.  There,  all  the  Religious  of  our  Com- 
munity can  see  it  daily,  and  even  several  times  a 
day  if  they  wish,  to  fix  it  in  their  memory." 

We  will  close  these  consoling  extracts  by  the 
wish  expressed  lately  by  a  venerable  Superior  of 


a  Community,  suggested  by  the  hearing  of  similar 
edifying  incidents.     He  will  depend  for  the  com- 
plete realization  of  this  wish  on  our  Associates, 
very  likely  :     "  For  a  long  time  piist  I  have  been 
haunted  byathought.  The  reading  of  the  letter  of 
Very  Rev.  Father  Timothy,  inserted'  in  one  of  the 
late  numbers  of  the  Mestsemtger,  has  impressed  it 
still  more  strongly  upon  me.  It  is  this — Why,  say  I 
to  myself,  do  not  the  Superiors  of  all  Religirms 
Communities  enroll  themselves  and  their  sulyects 
in  a  good  work,  so  appropriately  and  beautifully 
named,    The    Asaociaiiou    of   the   Apodlenhip  of 
Prayer,  so  that  they  may  save  so  many  poor  sin- 
ners who  are  every  day  falling  into  the  eternal 
abyss,  for  want  of  charitable  souls  to  pray  for 
them  ?     Should  not  a  true  Religious  be  an  apostle, 
and  is  not  the  grace  of  His  vocation  an  efficacious 
means  of  working  for  his  neighbor's  salvation? 
Oh  !    yes,  assuredly.     Why,  then,  cannot  I  make 
my  feeble  voice  heard  by  all  those  persons  who 
have  the  happiness  of  being  consecrated  to  the 
service  of  the  Lord  in  so  great  a  number  of  Com- 
munities !     And  if  the  Superiors  of  all  Congrega- 
tions do  as  those  of  the  Trapi)ist  monasteries,  and 
convents  have  now  done,  what  a  magnificent  con- 
cert of  supplications  Avill  arise  daily  to  the  God  of 
all  mercy,  who  desires  not  the  death  of  the  sinner, 
but  that  he  be  converted  and  live!" 


THE  MESSEUGEE  OP  THE  SACRED  HEAET, 

THE  JOURNAL  OP  THE  APOSTLESHIP  OF  PRAYER. 

We  are  sometimes  asked  for  fuller  information 
with  regard  to  the  Mimengcr  of  tlie  Sacred  Heart 
and  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer;  and  in  answer  to 
these  questions  we  refer  to  earlier  numbers  of  the 
Ave  Maru  for  a  full  explanation  of  this  holy 
league  of  Christian  hearts,  united  to  the  Heart  of 
Jesus,  in  order  to  obtain  the  triumph  of  the 
Church  and  the  salvation  of  souls.  This  union 
of  pious  hearts  was  formed  about  twenty  years 
ago,  in  a  Religious  Seminary,  under  the  direction 
of  Rev.  Father  Ramitre,  S.  J.  For  some  time  it 
was  but  little  known  outside  of  Religious  Com- 
munities, but  within  the  last  few  years  it  has 
been  rapidly  and  widely  extended,  owing  to  the 
many  spiritual  advantages  granted  it  by  Pope 
Pius  IX  and  the  wide  circulation  of  its  monthly 
periodical.  The  Me«i<en(jer  of  tlie  Sacred  Heart, 
edited  by  the  zealous  Director  of  the  Association, 
Father  Ramiere,  at  Val  pres  le  Puy,  in  Frauce. 
At  the  special  request  of  Father  Ramiere  we  re- 
publish the  entire  contents  of  this  journal  in  this 
department  of  the  Ave  Maria. 

Rev.  Father  Sestini,  S.  J.,  Loyola  College,  Bal- 
timore, has  been  appointed  Chief  Director  of  the 
Apostleship  of  Prayer  in  the  United  States.  Un- 
der his  zealous  eftbrts,  we  trust  the  holy  league 
will  soon  be  established  in  every  Congregation, 
adding,  as  America's  special  devotion,  a  Hail  Mary 
for  the  conversion  of  our  own  country.  We  shall 
continue  to  labor  for  its  propagation,  by  carefully 
translating  and  publishing  its  official  organ,  The 
Messenger  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  • 

He  to  whom  the  Eternal  Word  speaketh,  is  set 
at  liberty  from  a  multitude  of  opinions. 
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CHILDREN'S  DEPABTMEHT. 

Presentation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  the  Temple. 

This  week,  if  the  grown  up  readLTs  of  the  Ave 
Maria  wish  to  bear  any  thing  uJtoiit  the  Festival 
of  our  Blessed  Lady,  which!  lie  Church  celel)rate8, 
thoy  will  Im'  oMigod  to  turn  to  your  Department, 
my  dear  little  children, — for  it  is  in  a  special  man- 
ner your  own  festival,  and  you  should  all  be  pre- 
pared to  celebrate  it  in  the  most  worthy  manner. 
Next  Tuesday,  then,  will  be  the  Feast  of  the 
Presentation  of  our  Blessed  Mother  in  the  Temple. 
Do  you  know  the  meaning  of  these  words  ?  Listen, 
then,  while  I  explain  them  to  you : 

"When  the  Bleased  Virgin  was  three  years  old, 
Anne,  her  mother,  remembered  the  promise  she 
had  made  to  the  Lord  when  her  Imbe  was  born, — 
w  hich  was,  to  take  the  little  Mary  to  the  temple, 
and  consecrate  her  to  the  service  of  that  holy 
place  as  soon  as  she  was  capable  of  knowing  g()o<l 
from  evil.  And  so,  at  this  early  age,  she  felt  that 
she  must  fulfill  her  promise  ;  for  as  soon  as  this 
angelic  child  commenced  to  speak,  her  parents 
were  astonbhed  at  the  wisdom  and  holiness  of 
her  words. 

Toward  the  end  of  November,  when  the  early 
frosts  of  winter  were  beginning  to  fall  upon  the 
hills  of  Galilee,  turning  the  bright  green  leaves 
brown,  killing  all  the  fragrant  and  pretty  flowers 
that  grew  in  the  wild  woods  and  gardens,  making 
the  trees  and  plants  look  just  as  you  now  see  them 
around yourown  homes,  Joachim  and  Anne,  taking 
their  little  daughter,  .started  forthe  city  of  Jerusji- 
lem.  It  took  them  several  days  to  perform  tlie  jour- 
ney.    They  first  ])assed  down  the  woody  slope  of 
Mount  Carmel,  and  entered  those  channing  plains 
between  the  mountains  of  Palestine  and  the  Syr- 
ian coast,  where  it  seems  to  be  summer  the  whole 
year  round.     There  was  no  frost  or  sign  of  win- 
ter in  this  beautiful  region.   The  air  was  fragrant 
with  the  perfume  of  roses  and  orange  blossoms; 
rich  verdure  covered  the    earth ;  anil   groves  of 
palms,  banana  trees  and  pomegranates  clothed  the 
gentle  undulations  of  this  fair  country.     Our  tniv- 
elers  ])asse(l  through  this  delightful  region,  and 
ascended  the  craggy  hills  that  environ  the  city  of 
Jenisalem.     When  they  came  in  sight  of  this  city, 
so  great  in  those  days,  the  pride  of  the  Jewish  na- 
tion, our  little  party  involuntarily  paused  in  ad- 
miration of  this  mngnificent  city  of  marble  and 
gold.     Enormous  towers  and   vast   palaces  rose 
above  its  massive  stone  wall.s,  yet  high  alxivc  thorn 
all  towered  the  temple,  railiant  with  gold.     And 
that  was  to  be  the  home  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  dur- 
ing her  childhood.     She  was  to  pass  her  youth  in 
that  temple,  which  an  eloquent  writer  describes  as 
being  strong  without  as  a  citadel,  within  more 
adorned  than  a  palace.     Or.  entering,  you  beheld 
porticoes  of  numberless  columns  of  porphyry, 
marl  lie  and  alabaster;  gates  adorned  with  gold 
and  silver,  among  which  was  the  wonderful  gate 
called   the  Beautiful.     Further  on,  through  the 
vast  arch,  was  the  sacred  portal  which  admitted 
into  the  interior  of  the  temple  itself,  all  sheeted 
over  with  gold  and  overhung  by  a  vine-tree  of 


gold,  the  branches  of  which  were  as  large  as  a 
man.  The  roof  of  the  temple  on  the  outside  waa 
set  over  with  golden  snikcs,  to  prevent  the  birds 
settling  there.  At  a  distance,  the  whole  temple 
looked  like  a  mountain  of  snow  frcttcl  with 
goUh-n  pinnacles. 

Alter  having  enjoyed  this  exquisite  view  from  a 
distance,  the  Bles.«^■(i  Virgin  an<l  her  parents  en- 
tered the  city.  Having  refreshed  theiaselves  in  the 
house  of  Anna,  the  prophetess,  they  repaired  to  the 
temple. 

On  reaching  the  grand  fliglit  of  magnificent 
marble  steps  that  led  to  the  Beautiful  Gate,  the 
holy  child,  unaided  by  her  parents,  swiftly  as- 
cended them  ;  then,  obediently  waiting  their  slow- 
er ascent,  she  was  conducted  by  them  into  the 
temple.  Those  who  saw  this  group  enter,  re- 
marked a  child  (»f  exceeding  lovliness  and  grace 
Cf>nsecnited  to  God  by  a  pious  father  and  moiher, 
ami  that  was  all ;  but  the  angels  who  filled  the 
temple  bowed  before  her,  honoring  in  that  fair 
Lily  of  Israel  the  destined  Mother  of  God. 

This  temple,  dear  children,  was  the  home  of  our 
Blessed  Mother  during  all  the  succeeding  years 
of  her  childhood.  Here  she  learned  everj'  female 
accomplishment ;  she  was  as  studious,  learned  and 
wise  as  she  was  obedient,  chaste  and  holy. 

See,  my  children,  what  a  beautiful  model  is  of- 
fered for  your  imitation  on  this  festival  of  the 
Presentation  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  the  Temple! 
What  a  heavenly  example  she  gives  to  all  pupils  ! 
At  the  voice  of  God  she  bid  adieu  to  her  parents, 
in  order  to  leani,  in  the  quiet  and  seclusion  of  the 
temple,  all  piety  and  all  science.  There  she  teaches 
children  that  the  shelter  of  the  sanctuary  is  the 
surest  siifeguard  for  their  innocence;  thereunder 
the  eye  of  God,  she  lived,  far  away  from  the  dis- 
sipations of  tlie  world.  Under  the  shadow  of  the 
altars,  she  grew  in  wisdom  and  all  divine  vir- 
tues ;  docile  to  the  lessons  she  received,  she  ri»n 
swiftly  in  the  p:Uhs  of  science  and  .sanctity. 

In  studying  this  admirable  model  in  the  temple, 
your  hearts,  my  children,  will  be  filled  with  love 
for  the  angelic  virtue  of  holy  puritv  ;  and  you  will 
fervently  ask  this  most  wise  and  cliaste  Vii^in  to 
be  your  light  and  strength ;  you  will  select  for 
your  friends  none  but  those  whose  hearts  are  pure, 
and  who  resemble  the  fair  white  Lily  of  Israel. 
Together  you  will  a.ssociate  in  a  holy  friendship 
of  good  works  anrl  praj-ers.  Simple  as  dbves,  dear 
children,  you  will  then  become  wise  as  serpents, 
carefully  avoiiJing  all  dangerous  subjects  and 
your  very  appearance  will  possess  a  charm  to  fas- 
cinate all  hearts. 

Go,  then,  on  this  festival,  to  the  Blessed  Virgin 
in  the  temple,  and  fn.m  her  example  form  the  rule 
of  your  daily  life.  There  she  was  always  active, 
always  busy,  yet  always  recollecte«l.  Joyfully  she 
arose,  at  the  hour  marked:  scarcely  were  her  eyes 
opened  before  she  offered  to  God  the  first  thoughts 
of  the  day  by  an  act  of  fervent  love.  '  Angels 
were  charmed  to  see  with  what  nio<lesty  she 
dressed  herself  Her  first  hours  were  consecrated 
to  prayer ;  then  she  assisted,  with  all  fervor,  at  the 
public  sacrifices  in  the  temple,  and  the  rest  of  the 
day  was  consecrated  to  studies  and  manual  labor. 
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Now  we  see  her  bending  over  the  illuminated 
parchments  of  sacred  science  ;  again  she  is  seated, 
with  the  other  virgins  of  the  sacerdotal  race,  em- 
broidering the  veil  of  the  temple  or  the  rich 
robes  of  the  priests  and  levites  with  purple, 
hyacinth  and  gold,  or,  with  unrivaled  skill,  spin- 
ning the  snowy  flax  of  Pelusia — always  and  ever, 
as  day  succeed  day,  the  most  edifying,  the  most 
modest  and  the  most  regular.  Kever  had  the 
temple  contained  such  a  treasure. 

And  now,  my  children,  can  I  offer  you  any  thing 
more  jjrecious  than  such  a  model  V  And  will  you 
permit  this  festival, — so  particularly  suited  for  you 
that  we  may  well  say  the  Church  only  thought  of 
the  little  children  when  she  instituted  it, — will 
you,  I  say,  let  it  pass  without  making  a  firm  reso- 
lution, with  God's  grace,  to  faitlifuUy  imitate  your 
model — the  holy  child,  Mary,  in  the  temple. 

Intercourse  Between  the  Two  Worlds. 

[Concluded.] 

To  the  fourth  it  briefly  answered  that  it  was 
ignorant  of  the  cause  of  the  Divine  wrath;  this  it 
could  only  know  when  in  the  presence  of  God. 

To  the  fifth  it  replied  by  repeating  some  of  the 
advice  previously  given,  adding  :  "  I  again  recom- 
mend you  to  have  great  devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  In  conclusion,  it  recommended  her  ever 
to  pray  with  great  devotion  for  the  release  of  the 
souls  in  Purgatory.  Say  piously  the  invocations: 
Mater  Admiruhillii,  Consoldtnx  Affl.ictorum,,  Itegina 
Sanctorum  Omnium.  Do  not  forget  them,  but  often 
recite  them,  particularly  when  you  pass  any  repre- 
sentation of  the  Blessed  Virgin."  Some  of  the 
pupils  were  present  while  the  s])irit  pronounced 
these  words ;  two  of  them  heard  them,  but  they 
struck  their  earsonly  with  a  dull,  indistinct  sound. 

We  have  finally  reached  the  last  day  of  our 
narrative,  Monday,  December  the  tenth.  All 
hearts  were  warmly  interested,  and  waited  with 
anxiety  the  end  of  this  marvelous  history,  which 
they  ardently  hoped  would  terminate  in  a  manner 
to  procure  the  greater  glory  of  God.  With  re- 
newed ardor  they  recommended  the  whole  affair 
to  our  Lord ;  a  Jesuit  J^ither  was  invited  to  say 
Mass  for  this  intention,  in  the  chapel,  at  eight 
o'clock.  While  the  pupils  were  assembled  in  the 
hall,  the  apparition  appeared,  and  clasping  Mary's 
arms,  said  :  "  Be  not  troubled,  my  hour  is  near." 

Two  of  the  other  pupils  distinctly  heard  these 
words;  but  they  all,  in  their  excitement,  com- 
menced making  so  much  noise  that  nothing  more 
could  be  heard. 

The  priest  at  this  moment  entered,  and  the 
two  pupils,  in  liveliest  transports  of  joy,  ran  to 
tell  him  that  they  also  had  heard  clearly  and 
distinctly  the  words  of  the  spirit.  The  Father, 
seeing  the  happiness  and  pious  delight  of  their 
young  hearts,  invited  them  all  to  receive  Holy 
Communion  in  thanksgiving  for  the  release  of 
the  apparition.  They  had  been  to  confession  two 
days  before,  and  such  was  the  innocence  of  their 
lives  that  the  good  Father  confessor  knew  that 
they  could  without  scruple  receive  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  at  the  Mass  he  was  going  to  celebrate. 
At  this  agreeable  news,  the  entire  school  hastened 


to  the  chapel,  where  the  Masa  was  immediately 
commenced.  At  the  Gospel  the  apparition  was 
seen  near  the  communion-railing.  The  light  that 
surrounded  her  had  never  been  so  brilliant ;  it 
turned  toward  Mary,  saying :  "  Now  I  am  truly  in- 
undated with  joy ;  I  am  enrolled  among  the  chil- 
dren of  the  blessed  countiy !  You  also  in  time  will 
be  there,  but  take  care  that  this  thought  gives  you 
no  pride.  Whenever  it  is  in  your  power,  hear 
Mass  every  day ;  on  Sundays  and  festivals  you 
must  never  omit  this  duty,  which  is  of  the  highest 
importance.  Never  pronounce  the  name  of  the 
devil;  he  feels  a  great  satisfaction  in  hearing 
himself  named,  and  he  frequently  profits  by  this 
imprudence  to  excite  dangerous  temptations  in 
the  soul.  Keep  the  remembrance  of  the  Mother 
of  God  always  in  your  heart ;  she  never  abandons 
any,  save  those  who  withdraw  themselves  from 
her  protection." 

Here  Mary  interrupted  it  by  begging  that  it 
would  invoke  the  aid  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  in 
Paradise,  for  herself  and  the  others  who  had  aided 
it  by  their  jjrayers.     It  replied — 

"I  shall  certainly  do  so  the  moment  I  enter 
Hea^TEu.  I  have  caused  you  great  anxiety,  but  all 
that  is  now  at  an  end,  and  you  will  soori  be  lib- 
erally rewarded. 

When  the  jjupils  went  forward  to  receive  Holy 
Communion,  it  entered  the  sanctuary,  and  in  a 
posture  of  intense  adoration  accompanied  the 
priest  while  he  administered  the  Sacred  Host. 
Whenever  he  took  a  Host  from  the  ciborium  it 
made  a  profound  inclination. 

Mass  being  ended,  it  made  a  lowly  genuflection 
before  the  altar ;  then,  approaching  Mary,  saluted 
her  and  said — "Now  I  am  going  to  Heaven." 
With  these  words  it  arose  in  the  air,  its  eyes  still 
fixed  upon  Mary,  who,  when  it  had  readied  the 
height  of  the  window,  saw  the  portion  of  a  body 
and  an  arm  of  dazzling  whiteness  extended  to  re- 
ceive the  blessed  soul ;  it  was  like  a  mother 
clasping  her  babe  to  her  bosom. 

Blessed  and  happy  soul !  Possess  the  Kingdom 
prepared  for  you  from  the  beginning  of  the 
world.  Remember  us  in  that  country.  May  we 
one  day,  aided  by  divine  grace,  follow  your  steps 
and  share  your  glory. 

With  regard  to  the  expression  vestibule  of  Heav- 
en, which  is  found  in  several  passages  of  this  nar- 
rative, the  reader  may  consult  Bellarmine  on  Pur- 
gatory, Book  II,  chap.  vii.  Bellarmine  regards  it  as 
probable,  that  independent  of  the  place  in  which 
the  souls  endure  the  pain  of  sense,  there  is  another 
where  they  are  subjected  to  the  pain  of  privation 
of  the  sight  of  God.  He  teaches  that  this  opinion 
was  formerly  sustained  by  Venerable  Bede,  Saint 
Gregoiy  and  Dennis  the  Carthusian,  and  that  it 
has  been  confirmed  by  a  great  number  of  revela- 
tions. If  it  is  established  that  a  place  of  such  a 
nature  exists,  may  it  not  be  designated  by  the  ex- 
pression vestibule  of  Heaven. 

In  the  Analecta  Juris  Pontificii  this  interesting 
narrative  is  followed  by  the  attestation  of  the  al- 
derman of  Luxemburg,  before  whom  Mary  Phil- 
lipe  and  the  others  who  heard  the  voice  aflirmed 
on  oath  the  truth  of  these  statements. 


AVE    MARIA. 

^  Catholic  journal,  ilcvotcd  ta  the  ^mm  trf  the  ^tcjs^cdi  virgin. 


Vol-  I. 


NOTRE   DAME,    1  N  I)  I  A  X  A,  .NO  V.  25,   1805. 


No.  28. 


THE  SANOTTJARIES  OF  MAEY. 

Our  Lady  of  Oliartres. 

Is  it  not  a  beautiful  reality,  that  wherever  Chris- 
tianity has  l)cen  intro<luced,  wc  tind  sanctuaries  of 
Mary  springing  up,  growing  in  beauty,  and  ghid- 
dening  the  hearts  of  tlie  cliildren  of  tlie  Church? 
We  trace  tliese  sanctuaries  from  tlie  tomb  at  Naz- 
areth to  the  last  altar  erected  in  the  Mission 
around  the  Nortli  Pole.     Tiiey  form 

One  lone  nroceosion  of  chapeli" — 

I,o\v  uhrlneo,  or  cathedrals  i;rtod, 
Strctchiiij:  tliroimh  lajxie  of  agen. 

And  bn^fhteuin;:  every  land. 

Of  these  principal  .sanctuaries,  which  adorn  all 
countries,  like  the  "mooji's  fair  beam.s,"  wherever 
the  Sun  of  Justice  sheds  His  rays,  we  intend  giv- 
ing a  series  of  sketches  or  ])enand  ink  panoramic 
views.  Therefore,  to  be  systematic  and  artistic  in 
our  work,  we  nmst  l>egin  at  the  beginning. 

Now,  kind  readers  of  AvK  Maria,  do  not  turn, 
in  imagination,  to  the  l)lue  sea  and  green  hills  of 
Galilee,  and  expect  us  to  show  you  the  open  sep- 
ulchre, full  of  nr.wei-s,  which  was  converted  into 
an  oratory  by  the  devotion  of  the  Apostles,  ere 
they  again  sepirated,  after  their  reunion  around 
our  Blessed  Mother's  deathbed  ;  ueitlier  is  it  tli<! 
"  House  of  Nazareth,"  we  intend  to  paint,  as  our 
proto-sketc'i ;  nor  our  "  Lady  of  the  Pillar,"  erect- 
ed by  Saint  James  on  the  luinks  of  the  Ebro;  nor 
the  l)eautiful  church  of  Lydda,  dedicated  by  the 
beloveu  .lisciplc  to  the  Mother  of  his  God;  nor 
"  Our  I  .idy  of  Tortosa,"  l)uilt  by  St.  Peter  in  Plue- 
nicia,  -.vhen  on  h'  way  to  Antiooh.  Hut  we  are 
goint-  back — I  ».>nd  the  day.s  of  the  Apostles — 
anterior  eve  )  the  life  of  tlie  Bles-sed  \  irgin,  or 
the  devo  .  Vi.ne  and  Joachim,  to  find,  amid  the 
"Sar»-.'a  Giove-s"  of  the  Druids  in  Gaul,  the  first 
sanciiiary  dedicated  "to  the  Virgin  who  was  to 
l>ring  forth  a  son."  The  immense  gothic  cathe- 
dral of  Chartrcs  .still  perpetuates  tliis  shrine.  Its 
lofty  spires  cjxn  be  seen  many  miles  bef(»re  the 
traveler  reaches  Chartres  ;  like  a  mighty  citadel, 
it  towers  above  that  city  of  the  olden  time,  and  its 
archives  and  chronicles  <late  back  Iwyond  the  birth 
of  Chri.stianity ;  and,  through  all  the  intervening 
ages,  devotion  to  the  Virgin  Mother  has  continued 
without  interruption  up  to  the  present  time. 

Perchance  the  8oi  dimnt  learning,  and  antiqua- 
rian lore  of  our  day,  may  smile  incredulously, 
when  we  say  that  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
in  the  Chartrain  country,  preceded  Christianity; 
that  on  the  very  spot  wljere  the  cathedral  of 
Chartrcs  now  stand.s,  the  Druids  raised  a  prophetic 


statue  of  the  Virgin  Mother,  a  hundred  years  be- 
fore her  birth  ;  and  that  tliey  oflFered  their  homage 
to  the  Virtjini  jiiiritarce.  Nevertheless  this  is  not 
a  legendary  tradition,  to  be  rt'jectt'd  liy  the  wise ; 
it  is  an  historical  fact,  as  fully  autiienticated  as 
any  well  established  point  in  history. 

The  impious  author  of  the  "Origin  of  Worahips" 
has  j)rove<l,  tiiat  tiie  myster}-  of  the  Virgin  who 
was  to  l»ring  forth  a  son,  was  known  among  Pa- 
gans; his  testimony  .surely  cannot  be  susj)e<.'ted, 
as  it  is  tlie  testimony  of  an  enemy.  Niciila.s,  in 
his  chff  «r(viinv,  "  Philosophical  Studies."  «lemon- 
strates  that  l>elief  in  tlie  Virgin  Mother  e.\i.sted 
among  the  Gauls,  Latin.**,  Chaldean.H,  Pei-slan.s,and 
Egyptian.s. 

The  piousand  learned  author  of  "Notre  Dame  de 
J'rance"  says  they  could  have  obtained  a  knowl- 
edge of  this  mystery  in  three  way.s.  First,  from 
primitive  tradition;  for  the  truths  which  God  re- 
vealed to  our  first  parents  and  the  patriarchs  were 
never  totally  effaced  by  idolatry ;  many  were 
preserved  by  floating,  if  I  may  so  sjjeak,  upon  the 
deluge  of  errors  which  covered  the  earth.  In  the 
second  place,  this  knowledge  might  have  been 
an  immediate  revelation  from  God  Himself  The 
holy  Fathers  teach,  that  God  revealed  to  Pagans 
the  coming  of  His  Son,  and  they  cite  in  confirma- 
tion of  this,  Balaam's  prophecy,  which  wjis  known 
among  the  Gentiles,  as  the  testimony  of  the  Magi 
prove.s.  Thinlly,  after  the  amquests  of  Alexan- 
der, the  Jews,  (lispersed  into  the  various  quarters 
of  the  globe,  carried  with  them  their  prophetic 
books  and  their  expeetati«»n  of  the  .Messiah  ;  con- 
sequently the  Pagans  might  have  gained  this 
knowledge  by  reading  their  b(X)ks,  or  from  oral 
interc<iur.>*e  with  them. 

It  was  an  ancient,  constant  and  universal  be- 
lief, that  a  powerful  libenitor  was  to  come  from 
the  East.  Tacitus  says  that  this  was  the  common 
persuasion.  These  prophecies  were  preserved  in 
the  ancient  Jewiijh  books,  and  grave  authors  c»in- 
sider  the  prediction,  attributed  l»y  Virgil  to  the 
Sybil  of  Cuma,  (Eclogue  iv,)  an  imitation  of  the 
prophecy  of  Isaias  relating  to  the  pro<ligy  of  a 
Virgin  Mother:  Ecrr  Vir(/o  eonripiet  et  ptiritfjili- 
urn,  (Is.  ix,  14.)  All  the  fiancies  of  the  poet  seem 
borrowed  from  the  prophet,  and  were  realized  in 
Je.sus  Christ,  to  whom  alone  they  can  be  applied. 

Now,  if  the  my.stcry  of  the  Virgin  Mother  was 
known  to  the  Pagans  in  general,  it  should  have 
Ijecn  familiar  to  the  Druitls  above  all  others,  for 
they  were  the  itaran«  of  their  epoch — the  w^ise 
men  of  Gaul.  Ciesar  says,  that  as  ministers  of 
tlivine  rites,  they  preserved  the  deposit  of  reli- 
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gious  doctrines.  If  the  Pagans,  then,  had  an  idea 
of  this  mystery,  it  is  among  their  sages  and  priests 
that  we  ought  to  seek  its  fullest  development.  Fa- 
ber,  (Origin  of  Pagan  Idolatry,)  Guibert,  (de  Vita 
Sua,)  and  other  authors,  fully  prove,  that  it  was  a 
general  custom  among  the  Druids  to  erect  altars  to 
the  Virgin  Mother — Virgini  pariturcB. 

The  Chartraiu  country  was  their  grand  point 
of  reunion  in  Gaul ;  there  they  held  their  general 
assembly ;  and  there  their  supreme  chief  resided. 
Under  the  mysterious  shade  of  the  grand  forest 
trees,  far  away  from  the  tumult  of  the  city,  tliey 
oflFered  their  sacrifices  to  their  deities.  Upon  the 
hill  where  the  cathedral  of  Chartres  now  stands, 
was  one  of  those  sacred  groves,  containing  a  vast 
grotto  into  which  the  light  of  day  could  scarcely 
penetrate  ;  it  Avas  in  perfect  keeping  with  the 
sombre  character  of  the  Druidic  religion.  There, 
according  to  authentic  tradition,  all  the  distin- 
guished men  of  the  nation  were  convoked,  in  the 
one  hundredth  year  before  the  birth  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  in  their  presence  the  Druid  jjriests 
erected  an  altar  to  the  "  Virgin  who  was  one  day 
to  bring  forth  a  Son,"  and  they  engraved  upon  it 
that  inscription  which  has  since  become  so  cele- 
brated: Virgini 2Mriturce.  Priscus,  the  reigning 
king  of  Chartres  was  deeply  moved  by  the  dis- 
course pronounced  on  the  occasion  by  their  grand 
pontiff,  and  in  presence  of  the  entire  assembly, 
solemnly  consecrated  his  kingdom  to  the  fu- 
ture Queen,  who  was  to  bring  forth  the  Desired 
of  Nations.  All  the  assistants,  touched  by  this 
act,  immediately  consecrated  themselves  to  this 
privileged  Virgin ;  and  they  and  their  descend- 
ants ever  afterward,  entertained  for  her  the 
most  tender  veneration,  invoking  her  under  the 
title  of  "Our  Lady  of  Chartres." 

Time,  which  jjroves  all  things,  has  not  shaken 
this  belief  of  the  first  ages ;  on  the  contrary,  it 
has  rather  strengthened  and  developed  it.  In  the 
fifteenth  century  Charles  VII  granted  letters  pat- 
ent in  favor  of  the  church  of  Chartres,  declaring 
it,  at  the  same  time,  to  be  the  most  ancient  in  his 
kingdom,  founded,  by  prophecy,  in  honor  of  the 
glorious  Virgin  Mary,  before  the  Incarnation,  and 
in  which  she  was  honored  while  living.  At  a 
later  period  Mr.  Olier,  in  his  "Autograjph  Memoirs," 
salutes  Chartres  as  the  "  holy  and  devoted  city, 
first  in  the  world  as  regards  antiquity,  since  it  had 
been  erected  by  prophecy." 

The  first  Apostles  in  the  Chartrain  country, 
found  the  inhabitants  admirably  disposed  to  re- 
ceive the  truths  of  the  Gospel ;  and  as  Saint  Paul, 
preaching  in  the  Areopagus,  appealed  to  the  altar, 
erected  to  the  "Unknown  God,"  to  draw  the 
Athenians  to  a  knowledge  of  the  true  God ;  so 
these  apostolic  men  reminded  the  Chartrains  of 
their  devotion  to  the  Virgin  Mother,  in  order  to 
announce  to  them  the  So?i,  whom  this  Virgin  had 
already  given  to  the  world.  Their  words  and  doc- 
trine were  joyfully  received,  and  the  true  faith 
was  soon  established  among  these  Pagans. 

Their  mysterious  grotto  was  dedicated  to  the 
Sovereign  Master  of  Heaven  and  earth,  and  trans- 
formed into  a  Christian  temple,  under  the  invoca- 
tion of  the  Virgin  Mary.     Such  is  the  antiquity 


of  Notre  Dame  de  Chartres.  What  the  devotion 
of  succeeding  ages  has  made  it,  we  find  beauti- 
fully illustrated,  in  "  Notre  Dame  de  France,"  by 
the  venerable  Cur6  of  St.  Sulpice. 

In  the  eleventh  century  the  celebrated  Bishop 
Fulbert  conceived  the  idea  of  erecting  to  the 
Mother  of  God  one  of  those  monuments  that  seem 
to  defy  time,  and  astonish  all  ages  by  their  grand- 
eur and  magnificence.  To  accomplish  a  design  so 
worthy  of  his  great  heart,  he  made  an  appeal  to 
all  the  sovereigns  of  Europe:  Robert,  King  f>f 
France,  Canute,  the  great  King  of  England  and 
Denmark,  Richard  of  Normandy,  William  of  Aqui- 
taine,  and  a  host  of  noble  Princes  and  Lords,  lib- 
erally responded  by  pious  largesses.  A  holy  em- 
ulation pervaded  all  ranks — females  even  taking 
part  in  the  construction  of  the  edifice ;  and  from 
this  epoch  dates  that  idea  of  banded  coi^porations 
of  skillful  workmen,  who  enriched  Europe  with 
those  superb  basilicas,  which  still  continue  the 
admiration  of  the  world. 

Before  the  work  of  Fulbert  was  finished,  it  be- 
came a  prey  to  the  flames,  and  all  its  combustible 
parts  were  destroyed.  Then  it  was  decided  to 
build  another  edifice,  that  should  stand  unrivaled 
in  the  world.  It  was  constructed  of  cut  stone,  from 
the  foundation  to  the  summit,  and,  said  William 
of  Brittany,  referring  to  the  former  accident,  "  this 
shall  have  nothing  to  fear  from  the  fury  of  the 
flames  until  the  day  of  judgment." 

The  royal  magnificence  of  Philip  Augustus  and 
his  successors  poured  out  its  riches  in  the  erection 
of  this  new  Cathedral,  while  a  holy  zeal  animated 
all  classes.  A  cotemporary  Avriter  says :  "  Who 
had  ever  before  seen  princes  and  powerful  lords, 
men-at-arms  and  delicate  women,  laboring  with 
trowel  and  chisel,  bending  under  the  yoke,  like 
beasts  of  burden,  while  drawing  these  heavy  loads 
of  stone?  Yet  here  we  meet  thousands  such." 
Skillful  architects  and  renowned  artists  hastened 
from  all  parts  to  offer  their  services  gratuitously  ; 
and,  as  if  by  enchantment,  that  grand  cathedral 
was  raised  and  completed. 

"  When  one  sees,  for  the  first  time,  the  cathedral 
of  Chartres,"  says  an  eloquent  writer  of  our  day, 
"  he  is  agitated  by  indefinable  emotions,  and 
strange  senscitions  thrill  througii  his  inmo-st  soul. 
There  all  that  is  grand  and  imposing  meets  the 
sight ;  a  multitude  of  pious  recollections  which 
come  crowding  from  the  past ;  the  mighty  pro- 
iwrtions  of  the  vast  cathedral ;  all  united,  ravish 
the  heart,  and  dazzle  the  eye,  presenting  as  they  do, 
such  celestial  marvels.  We  find  within  this  in- 
closure,  so  venerable,  and  yet  so  young,  all  grace 
and  poesy,  and  a  combination  of  beauty,  which 
human  words  cannot  express,  and  we  can  but  say 
that  the  cathedral  of  Chartres  is  one  of  the  most 
prodigious  cJwfs  d'oeiipre  of  Catholic  architecture. 
Yet,  however  splendid  may  be  this  cathedral, 
it  has  not  been  the  attraction  which  for  ages 
has  drawn  whole  generations  to  Chartres.  No, 
they  do  not  go  there  to  admire  the  skill  of 
architects,  nor  the  grandeur  of  the  temjile  ;  these 
are  but  accessories;  it  is  Notre  Daoie  de  Sous- 
terre,  or  the  Druidic  Statue ;  Notre  Dame  du 
Pilier,  and  the  veil  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  that 
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draw  all  hearts  to  Chartrcs.  The  first,  Notre  Danio 
<le  Soiw-terrc,  ever  roHt.s  in  tiic  crypt.  Its  myste- 
rious origin,  its  antiquity,  and  the  many  minifies 
obtained  at  its  feet,  make  this  crypt  hallowed 
ground.  Never  has  Notre  Dame  deSous-terre  bi-cn 
removed,  for  any  length  of  time,  and  it  is  meet  that 
she  should  rest  there. 

If  it  were  asked,  why  a  Madonna  so  devoutly 
veuemted  through  so  many  ages  should  have 
been  left  in  the  lK)wels  of  the  earth,  hidden  as  it 
were  in  a  vault,  instead  of  being  exposed  to  the 
veneration  of  the  faithful,  in  the  brilliant  light  of 
day,  in  the  upi>er  church,  which  is  far  more  beau- 
tiful and  s|)acious;  we  would  answer  in  the 
words  of  Bishop  Pie,  as  found  in  his  address  de- 
livered at  the  inauguration  of  the  new  statue  of 
Notre  Dame  de  Sous-terre  :  "  It  is  because  we 
never  displace  the  source  of  a  .stream.  Mary  her- 
self selected  that  particular  dwelling.  There,  in 
that  subterranean  church,  as  it  is  called.  Our  Lady 
of  Chartrcs  has  loved  to  receive  her  faithful  siT- 
vants,  and  enrich  them  with  her  choicest  favors. 
In  changing  the  place  of  the  .statue,  they  might 
be  exposed  to  stop  the  source  of  graces,  i-'or 
God  is  the  ma.ster  of  His  own  gifts,  and  He 
grants  them  on  His  own  conditions."  This  is 
why  Fulbert,  when  making  the  crj'pt  nine  hun- 
dred feet  long,  was  most  careful  not  to  displace 
the  antique  ytatue.  He  left  it  on  the  very  spot 
where  the  Druids  held  their  as-serablies,  and 
where  they  had  raised  the  image  dedicated  to  the 
Virgin  who  was  to  bring  forth  a  8fin.  In  reality 
this  subterranean  tthurch  is  the  principal  part  of 
this  .<yinctunry  of  Mary,  the  upper  temple  being 
only  the  decoration — and  it  was  constructed  with 
8o  umch  magnificence  in  order  to  honor  the  primi- 
tive grotto  «)f  the  Druids. 

In  the  middle  ages  it  shone  resplendent  with  gold 
and  precious  stones  ;  its  walls  wx're  covered  with 
the  choicest  paintings,  and  a  va.stfiuml>er  of  lamps 
burned  day  and  night  befoiv  the  venerated  statue. 
In  this  manner  was  Notre  Dame  de  Sousterre  hon- 
ored, until  the  terrible  days  of  the  infamous 
French  Revolution,  when,  inspired  by  a  spirit  of 
impiety,  of  which  a  savage  nation  would  be 
ashamed,  the  enemies  of  the  Church  dared  to 
penetrate  even  to  the  .sanctuaiT  of  Notre  Damede 
Sous-terre,  and  drag  the  statue  from  its  throne  and 
burn  it  at  the  door  of  the  magnificent  temple 
which  the  piety  of  ages  had  erected  in  honor  of 
the  Virgin  Motlier.  When  better  days  had  suc- 
ceeded the  fury  of  the  Revolution,  an  exact  copy 
of  the  original  was  replaced  in  the  crypt. 

Notre  Dame  du  Pilier  happily  esrai>ed  the  fury 
of  those  modern  Vandals.  This  statue  is  pre- 
served in  the  upper  church.  It  derives  its  name 
from  a  column  upon  which  it  rests.  The  faithful 
have  always  held  it  in  great  veneration;  and  after 
bearing  their  first  homage  to  Notre  Dame  de  Sous- 
terre,  they  lay  at  the  feet  of  Notre  Dame  du 
Pilier  the  tribute  of  their  gratitude  and  prayers. 
"So  great  are  the  crowds,  and  so  fervent  their  de- 
votion," writes  an  author  of  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury, "that  the  stone  column  upon  which  the  above 
mentioned  statue  rests  has  l>een  worn  away  in 
places  by  the  kisses  of  the  devout  pilgrims." 


The  veil  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  the  thin!  ob- 
ject of  the  devotion  of  the  faithful  at  Our  Lady 
of  Chartrcs.  This  precious  relic  was  brought 
from  Aix-la-ChaiK'lle,  by  Charles  the  Bahl,  gratid- 
son  of  Charlemagne.  For  more  than  nine  hun- 
dred years  it  was  venerated  by  the  faithful,  as  one 
of  their  most  precious  treasures.  When  tlie  Rev- 
olutionary Commissioners  of  1793,  whose  glory 
consisted  in  iaHulting  all  that  was  sacn-'d  and  holy, 
invaded  the  sanctuary  of  Our  Lady,  they  in.solent- 
ly  demanded  the  cji.se  containing  this  relic.  In 
those  days,  might,  or  n»ther.  brute  force,  was 
right,  and  the  .sacristan  was  comiX'lle<l  to  bring 
to  them  the  rich  ceilar  box,  overlaid  with  thick 
plates  of  gold  and  incru.sted  with  pearls,  rubies, 
and  diamonds.  When  they  saw  it,  in  spite  of 
their  seared  consciences  they  were  seiz«'rl  with 
feelings  of  involuntary  respwt,  and  decided  that 
none  but  an  ecclesiastic  should  open  it  Two 
priests  were  called  to  obey  their  iM-hest.  On 
opening  it,  they  found  the  veil,  composed  of  silk 
and  linen,  four  and  a  half  yards  long.  They  cut 
off  a  portion  of  it,  and  sent  it  to  Barthelemy, 
member  of  the  Institute,  in  Paris,  begging  lain 
to  give  his  opinion  of  it,  but  did  not  inform  him 
of  its  origin.  This  celebrated  Oriental  antiqua- 
rian, after  carefully  examining  it,  replied  that  the 
material  must  have  been  woven  some  two  thou- 
sand years  previous,  and  that  it  had  formed  part 
of  a  veil  similar  to  tho.se  worn  by  the  Oriental 
women.  On  receiving  this  reply,  even  those  im- 
pious minions  of  Robespierre  respected  the  case 
and  the  veil  it  contained,  although  they  carried 
off  all  the  treasures  of  the  Cathedral,  melting 
down  all  the  gold  and  silver  into  the  money  of 
their  so-called  Republic. 

Many  royal  octavo  volumes  would  be  required 
merely  to  enumerate  the  miracles  that  have  been 
perfonned  at  Notre  Dame  de  Chartres.  The  num- 
ber of  extraordinary  cures  have  been  great ;  truly 
might  it  be  said  that  there  the  lame  walk,  the 
ileaf  hear,  the  blind  see,  and  the  sick  are  restored 
to  health. 

The  archives  are  a  long  .sticcession  of  preserva- 
tions from  shipwreck,  fire,  pestilence,  and  all 
other  cidamities  whicii  afflict  life  here  below.  In 
the.se  record.s,  the  strongest  evidences  are  given  to 
prove  how  fre<iuently,  during  the  wars  of  the 
feudal  times,  Cliartres  was  preserved  from  destruc- 
tion by  her  precious  relies.  In  the  fourteenth  cen- 
tury, not  only  the  city,  but  the  entire  Frt^nch 
nation,  was  menaced  with  destruction.  Her  King, 
John,  had  been  many  years  a  prisoner  in  England  ; 
the  English  were  masters  of  Guienne,  the  flower 
of  French  chivalry  had  fallen  at  Crecy  and  Poic- 
tiers,  the  nobles  were  ruined,  the  young  Regent 
was  without  troops,  and  E<iward  of  England,  pur- 
suing his  victorious?  career,  penetrated  with  his 
triumphant  army  to  the  very  walls  of  Chartres, 
where  he  pitched  his  tents,  and  summoned  the  city 
to  surrender  immediately.  Full  of  confidence  in 
God  and  the  intercession  of  Mary,  the  citizens 
simply  replied  that  they  would  not.  Edward's 
messengers  thought  the  siege  would  be  an  ea.sy 
task  for  the  English  men-at-arms,  for  they  saw  no 
signs  of  defense  within  its  walls. 
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But,  contrarj-  to  their  expectation,  the  siege  wore 
on,  until  the  green  fields  of  France  were  bristling 
with  English  bayonets  instead  of  the  golden  grain. 
The  Dauphin  tried  to  save  the  favorite  city  of 
Mary,  but  Edward  was  determined  that  it  should 
be  destroyed.  The  citizens  saw  that  every  shadow 
of  earthly  hope  was  lost ;  still  they  redoubled  their 
supplications  to  their  Patroness,  when,  suddenly, 
the  sky  was  overcast,  and  so  terrible  a  stonn  fell 
upon  the  English  army  that  it  seemed  as  though 
the  end  of  the  world  had  come.  Stones  fell  from 
the  sky,  so  large  as  to  kill  both  men  and  horses. 
The  entire  English  camp  was  in  ruins,  the  canvas 
of  the  tents  hung  in  tatters,  and  over  that  im- 
mense plain  more  than  six  thou.'^and  horses,  and  a 
thousand  soldiers,  lay  dead  upon  the  ground. 
There  is  no  historical  fact  better  attested  tlian  this 
extraordinary  event.  Edward,  terror-stricken,  be- 
lieved that  Heaven  had  taken  up  arms  against 
him,  and,  falling  on  his  knees  in  the  midst  of  the 
ruins  and  dead  that  surrounded  him,  he  implored 
the  assistance  of  Notre  Dame  de  Chartres,  vowing 
to  grant  peace  to  France.  In  the  fulfillment  of  this 
vow,  which  in  his  fright  he  had  made  to  the  pow- 
erful Patroness  of  Cliartres,  he  signed  the  treaty 
in  the  little  town  of  Bretigny,  close  by.  France 
was  saved,  aud  the  English  King,  with  his  haugh- 
ty nobles,  went,  as  peaceful  and  liumble  pilgrims, 
to   kneel  ])efore  the   shrine    of  Notre  Dame  de 

Lous-terre. 

«» 

SAINT  CECILIA. 

[Oontiiuit'd.] 

While  they  were  conversing  on  the  things  of 
Heaven,  Tiberius  entered.  According  to  the  cus- 
tom among  relations,  he  kissed  Cecilia's  forehead 
and  said, — "  \Yhence  comes  the  fragrance  of  roses 
and  lilies,  at  this  season  of  the  year?"  (It  was 
near  the  end  of  the  winter.)  "If  I  held  these 
flowers  themselves  in  my  hand,  I  could  not  inhale 
their  perfume  more  freely  than  I  now  do,  and  this 
Avonderful  odor  seems  to  renew  my  entire  being !" 
"It  is  I,  my  brother,"  replied  Valerian,  "who 
have  obtained  for  tliee  the  privilege  of  inhaling 
this  delightful  perfume.  If  thou  art  willing  to 
believe,  thou  wilt  be  found  worthy  to  see  the 
flowers  from  v.hich  it  proceeds.  Then  thou  wilt 
know  Him  whose  blood  is  crimson  as  the  rose, 
and  whose  flesh  is  white  as  the  lily.  Cecilia  and 
I  wear  these  crowns,  which  thine  eyes  are  not  yet 
able  to  see ;  the  flowers  that  forn\  our  garlands 
are  of  deepest  vermilion  and  purest  white." 

The  brothers  conversed  at  length  upon  the  so- 
called  gods  of  Rome.  Cecilia,  interrupting  them, 
said  to  Tiberius — "  I  am  astonished  you  have  not 
long  since  understood  that  these  statues  of  clay, 
wood,  stone,  brass,  or  any  other  metal,  could  not 
possibly  be  Gods.  How  can  you  esteem  as  Gods, 
or  put  your  faitli  in  these  vain  idols,  on  which  the 
spiders  weave  their  nets  and  the  birds  of  the  air 
build  their  nests?  They  are  fonned  of  matter 
dug  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  by  the  bauds  of 
felons  condemned  to  the  mines.  Tell  me,  Tibe- 
rius, canst  thou  find  any  diflFerence  between  a 
corpse  and  one  of  these  idols  ?  The  dead  body 
has  all  its  limbs,  but  it  can  neither  breathe,  speak 
nor  feel ;  in  like  manner  the  idol  has  its  limbs, 


but  they  are  incapable  of  action,  inferior  even  to 
those  of  the  corpse  ;  for  at  least  during  the  life  of 
the  man,  his  mouth,  ears,  feet  and  hands  fulfilled 
their  various  functions ;  but  the  idol  commenced 
in  death,  and  it  will  ever  remain  dead — it  never 
lived,  nor  will  it  ever  have  life." 

Tiberius,  with  much  emotion,  exclaimed — "  Yes, 
it  is  indeed  true ;  and  whoever  understands  this 
not,  has  fallen  to  the  level  of  the  brute." 

Cecilia,  in  a  transport  of  joy,  kissed  his  brea.st, 
saying — "  Now  indeed  do  I  recognize  in  thee  my 
brother.  The  love  of  the  Lord  has  made  thy  brother 
my  spouse ;  the  contempt  thou  dost  profess  for  the 
idols  makes  me  thy  true  sLster.  The  moment  has 
come  for  tiiee  to  profess  thy  faith.  Go  with  thy 
l)rothcr,  to  receive  the  waters  of  regeneration. 
Then  wilt  thou  see  the  angels,  and  obtain  pardon 
for  all  thy  faults." 

"  But,"  said  Tiberius,  turning  to  Valerian,  "  to 
whom  wilt  thou  conduct  me?" 

"  To  a  great  person  named  Urban,  a  venerable 
old  man,  with  white  locks  and  angelic  countenance. 
He  is  filled  with  wisdom,  and  speaks  words  of 
heavenly  truth." 

"  Is  he  not  that  Urban  whom  the  Christians  call 
their  Pope?  I  have  heard  that  he  has  already 
been  condemned  twice,  and  that  he  is  now  hiding 
in  some  out-of-the-way  subterranean  place.  If  he 
be  discovered,  the  sentence  will  be  carried  out,  and 
he  will  surely  perish  by  fire  ;  and  should  we  be 
found  with  him,  we  shall  doubtless  share  his  fate. 
So,  in  o\ii'  wild  .search  for  a  God  who  hides  Him- 
self in  the  Heavens,  we  shall  expose  ourselves  to 
certain  death  upon  earth." 

"  If  there  were  no  other  life  than  this  on  earth," 
said  Cecilia,  "  we  might  ju.stly  fear  to  lose  it.  But 
there  is  another,  which  shall  never  end.  Why 
then  should  Ave  fear  to  sacrifice  this  short  and 
passing  life,  when  by  so  doing  we  secure  to  our- 
selves the  lifeof  heavenly  joyswhich  lasts  forever? 
In  this  life  we  are  the  victim  of  all  pains  of  soul 
and  liody — and  it  ends  with  death ;  once  ended, 
we  may  well  siiy  that  it  has  never  been — for  what 
no  loi;ger  exists  is  as  nothing.  But  in  the  life 
which  succeeds  it,  the  just  are  surrounded  with 
eternal  joys  and  the  wicked  punished  with  unend- 
ing torments." 

"But,"  replied  Tiberius,  "who  has  ever  gone  into 
that  life?  Who  has  returned  to  ttaeh  us  what 
passed  there  ?  On  what  testimony  must  I  believe  ?" 

Cecilia  arose,  and  with  the  spirit  of  an  Aj^ostle, 
in  a  clear,  firm  voice,  said  :  "  The  Creator  of  Heav- 
en and  earth  and  of  all  they  contain,  engendered 
a  Son  before  all  time,  and  by  His  divine  virtue 
produced  the  Holy  Spirit ; — the  Son,  in  order  to 
create  all  things  by  Him,  and  the  Holy  Spirit  to 
vivify  them.  The  Son  of  God,  engendered  by  the 
Father,  has  created  all  things  that  exist ;  and  the 
Holy  Spirit,  which  proceeds  from  the  Father  and 
the  Son,  has  animated  them." 

"  O  Cecilia,"  interrupted  Tiberius,  "  but  a  mo- 
ment ago  thou  didst  say  we  must  believe  in 
only  one  God,  aud  now  thou  speakest  of  three 
Gods !" 

"  There  is  but  one  God  in  His  majesty ;  if  thou 
wouldst  conceive  how  He  exists  in  the  Holy  Trin- 
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ity,  listen  to  a  conipflrison :  A  man  possesses  wis- 
dom— l>y  wiwlom  wc  mean  genius,  memory  and 
undtTstandinjj — by  genius  we  invent,  by  mem- 
ory we  retain  what  we  imve  learnt,  l)y  untlerstiind- 
ing  we  fomi  our  judgment  on  all  that  we  see  or 
hear.  Yet,  do  we,  on  this  account  say  there  are 
several  wisdoms  in  the  same  man  ?  If,  then,  a  mor- 
tal possess  three  faculties  united  in  one,  should 
wc  hesitate  to  acknowledge  a  majestic  Trinity  in 
the  uni  I  .-   K^smce  of  the  Almighty  God." 

"OC  iia!"  exclaimed  Tiberius,  "the  human 
mind  k'wnvs  not  such  luminous  explanations;  it 
is  the  aniftl  of  Go<l  wMio  speaks  l)V  thy  motith." 
Then,  turning  to  his  brother,  he  said:  "Valerian, 
I  confess  the  mystery  of  one  God.  My  only  desire 
now  is  to  continue  this  conversation,  in  order  to 
dissiptite  my  remaining  doubts." 

"Thou  shouldst  address  thyself  to  me,  Tibe- 
rius," interrupted  Cecilia  ;  "  for  thy  brotlier,  still 
clotlied  in  his  baptismal  robe,  is  scarcely  ready 
to  answer  thy  questions;  but  I  have  been  instruct 
ed  from  my  cradle  in  the  wLsdom  of  Christ,  and 
thou  wilt  find  me  prepared  to  «\tisfy  all  the  ques- 
tions it  may  please  thee  to  propose." 

Tiberius  asked  :  "  Who  has  made  known  to  thee 
this  other  life,  which  you  both  announce  to  me  ?" 

Then  Cecilia  explained,  with  supeniatural  fer- 
vor and  elmjuence,  how  the  Son  of  God  was  made 
man;  His  instructions,  miracles,  death,  resurrec- 
tion, ascension  ;  and  the  preaching  and  miracles 
of  the  Apostles.  While  she  s|x>ke,  Tiberius  was  so 
affected  that  he  wept  and  sobbed  aloud.  "  Oh  if  ev- 
er," he  exclaimed,  thowing  himself  at  the  feet  of  Ce- 
cilia, "  my  heart  or  my  thoughts  are  attached  to  the 
things  of  this  life,  I  shall  consent  to  be  deprived 
of  the  enjoyment  of  the  one  which  succeeds  it ! 
Let  fools  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  time,  and  live  as 
I  have  done  to  this  moment,  without  any  distinct 
aim;  but  my  future  shall  be  differcnjt." 

Accompanied  by  his  brother,  he  sought  Pope 
Urban's  retreat,  in  the  Catacombs  on  the  Appian 
Way.  lie  remained  seven  days  with  this  holy 
man,  and  by  the  unction  of  the  Holy  Ghost  was 
consecrated  a  soldier  of  Jesus.  The  palms  and 
symbolic  crowns  which  surrounded  him  on  every 
side  on  the  tombs  of  the  martyrs  filled  his  soul 
with  a  heroic  and  unknown  ardor.  Angels  from 
Heaven  continually  visited  him,  and  he  held  sweet 
converse  with  them.  All  that  he  asked  of  the 
Lord  was  immediately  granted. 
The  persecution  under  Almachius  still  continued. 
Not  content  with  killing  the  Christians  by  the 
most  horrible  torments  the  tyrant  even  refused 
burial  to  their  bodies.  The  surviving  Christians 
often  bought  the  mangled  remains,  by  paying  for 
them  their  weight  in  gold.  They  reunited  the 
limbs,  cut  in  pieces  by  the  sword  ;  they  collected 
the  blood  in  sponges,  which  they  afterward  pressed 
out  into  vials,  in  order  to  preserve  every  vestige 
of  the  sainted  martyrs, — and  in  this  pious  work 
Valerian  and  Tiberius  particularly  distinguished 
themselves.  They  buried  the  mortal  remains  with 
all  honor,  and  generously  supi)orted  their  abandon- 
ed families.  Forthisthey  were  denounced  to  Alma- 
chius, and  brought  before  his  tribunal.  "  How  is  it 
possible,"  he  said,  "that  scions  of  so  noble  a  fam- 


ily as  youra,  can  have  degeneratetl,  and  l^eoomc 
so  base  as  to  associate  with  the  most  superstitious 
of  all  sects?  I  understand  that  you  wpiander  your 
proj)erty  ui)on  the  lowest  ml)ble,  and  that  you  de- 
base yourselves  so  far  as  to  bury  with  all  honor 
the  vile  criminals  who  have  been  punished 
for  their  crimes.  May  we  not  by  this  ])e  tempted 
to  believe  that  you  are  their  accomplices?" 

"  Would  to  Heaven,"  exclaime<l  Tiberias,  "that 
those  you  cidl  our  accomplices  would  even  deign 
to  admit  us  among  the  number  of  their  servants. 
They  liave  had  the  happiness  to  despise  those 
things  which  appear  as  something,  and  yet  are 
mere  illu.sion,  and  in  dying  they  have  gained  the 
only  thing  real.  May  we  imitate  their  holy  life, 
and  one  day  follow  in  their  footsteps." 

"  Tell  me,  Tiberius,"  interrupted  the  judge, 
"  which  of  you  two  is  the  elder?" 

"My  brother  is  not  older  than  I,  neither  am  I 
younger  than  he  ;  the  one  holy  and  eternal  God 
has  made  us  both  equal  by  His  grace." 

"  Well,"  said  Almachius,  "tell  me  what  is  that 
you  say  appears  as  something,  and  is  mere  illusion." 

"All  that  is  in  this  world,"  quickly  replied  Ti- 
berius, "all  that  drags  souls  to  that  eternal  death, 
of  which  the  joys  of  time  are  the  prelude." 

Almachius  continued — "And  what  is  the  only 
tiling  real?" 

"The  future  joys  of  the  just — and  the  eternal 
torments  of  the  wicked.  Both  approach,  and,  by 
a  sad  self-deception,  we  turn  aside  the  eyes  of  our 
heart,  in  order  not  to  see  the  inevitable  future. 
The  eyes  of  our  bodies  are  amused  by  the  things 
of  time ;  and,  lying  to  our  own  consciences,  we 
dare  brand  the  One  True  Good  with  t^rms  that 
should  only  be  employed  for  evil,  and  decorate 
evil  itself  with  qualifiaitions  which  belong  to  the 
only  good." 

"I  am  sure,"  interrupted  the  judge,  "that  thou 
dost  not  speak  according  to  thine  own  spirit." 

"  No,  I  do  not  speak  according  to  the  spirit  that 
actuated  me  before  baptism,  but  according  to  the 
spirit  of  Him  who  has  filled  my  soul — the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  Himself." 

"  But  dost  thou  know  what  thou  sayest  ?" 

"And  dost  thou  know  what  thou  dost  ask  ?" 

"  Young  man,  thou  art  bold  and  presumptuous." 

"  I  have  learned  ;  I  know  and  I  believe  that  all  I 
have  said  to  thee  is  true." 

"But  I  do  not  understand  it,"  continued  the 
j  udge.     "  I  could  never  adopt  such  ideas  or  Ijclief." 

"  Becaii.sc,"  replied  the  Christian  hero,  "the  an- 
imal man  cannot  perceive  the  things  of  God ;  but 
the  spiritual  man  judges  all  things." 

Almachius  smiled  contemptuously,  haughtily 
waved  Tiberius  aside,  and  ordered  Valerian  to 
approach. 

"  Valerian,"  said  the  Judge,  "thy  brother's  head 
is,  certainly,  somewhat  anected ;  thou  at  least, 
canst  give  me  a  8ensil)le  answer." 

"  It  is  thine  ear  which  is  false,"  replied  the 
young  Christian ;  "  and  thou  canst  not  understand 
our  language." 

"  Peace !  It  is  yourselves,  most  deluded  broth- 
ers, who  are  in  error — foolishly  leaving  all  things 
useful  and  necessary,  to  run  after  chimeras.    You 
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despise  pleasures,  throw  aside  happiness,  and  dis- 
dain all  the  cliarms  of  life.  Strange  delusion ! 
whereby  you  fly  from  all  the  joys  of  earth,  for 
imaginary  delights." 

Valerian  calmly  replied :  "  During  the  winter, 
I  have  seen  men  riding  through  the  country,  in- 
tent on  pleasure ;  indulging  in  all  dissipations, 
sports  and  games.  At  the  same  time,  the  husband- 
men were  manuring  the  earth,  i)lanting  the  vine, 
grafting  the  fruit  trees,  and  busily  occupied  in  all 
agricultural  pursuits.  The  votaries  of  pleasure 
ridiculed  their  hard  toil,  exclaiming:  'You  mis- 
erable creatures !  leave  such  slavery,  and  come  en- 
joy life  with  us,  come  and  share  in  our  anuise- 
ments !  Why  weaiy  yourselves  with  such  hard 
work?  Why  pass  your  days  in  such  dull  occupa- 
tions ■?'  They  accompanied  their  words  with  loud 
laughter,  huzzaing,  and  insulting  provocations. 
But  the  season  of  I'ains  and  frosts  were  succeeded 
by  balmy  and  genial  days,  and  the  ground  so  care- 
fully cultivated  was  covered  with  the  deep  green- 
sward, rich  pasturages, and  lieldsof  ripeninggrain ; 
the  air  was  i'ragrant  with  the  perfume  of  roses; 
purple  grapes  hung  in  luscious  festoons  from  the 
luxuriant  vine  branches,  and  the  trees  bent  under 
their  load  of  delicious  fruits.  The  husbandmen, 
■who  had  seemed  insensible  to  the  jests  and  gibes 
of  the  pleasure  seekers,  now  exulted  in  plenty, 
while  those  who  reviled  them,  were  sufiering  in 
penury,  regretting,  when  too  late,  their  indolence 
and  sloth ;  loud,  then,  weni  their  lamentations. 
They  said  one  to  another  :  '  Look  at  those  whom 
we  ridiculed  and  insulted  ;  their  hard  toil  seem- 
ed shameful  to  us ;  we  reviled  their  humble  exist- 
ence, which  seemed,  in  our  eyes,  the  acme  of  mis- 
ery ;  we  thought  they  were  stupid  and  vulgar,  and 
their  society  without  honor ;  but  the  sequel  proves 
that  they  were  wise,  and  that  we  ourselves  were 
foolish.  We  did  not  work.  Far  from  helping 
them,  we  reviled  and  jeered  them — now  behold 
them,  surrounded  with  abundance,  and  crowned 
with  wealth.' " 

"I  must  confess,  that  thou  dost  speak  very  elo- 
quently," interrupted  Almachius  ;  "yet,  I  do  not 
see  that  thou  dost  reply  to  my  question." 

"Permit  me  to  finish,"  continued  Valerian  "thou 
dost  revile  and  insult  us ;  treating  us  as  fools  ;  rid- 
iculing us,  because  we  see  fit  to  distribute  our 
wealth  among  the  poor,  give  hospitality  to  stran- 
gers, aid  the  widow  and  orphan,  and  buiy  with 
honor  the  bodies  of  the  martyrs.  According  to 
thee,  our  folly  consists  in  refusing  to  share  thy 
voluptuous  and  sensual  pleasures,  and  in  setting 
but  little  value  on  our  high  birth  and  patrician 
rank.  But,  a  time  will  come  when  we  shall 
gather  the  fruit  of  our  labors.  We  shall  then  re- 
joice, while  those  who  now  abound  in  the  delights 
of  this  world,  will  weep  bitter  tears  of  regret.  This 
present  time  is  given,  to  sow  our  seed  ;  those  who 
sow  in  joy,  in  this  life,  will  reap  bitter  sorrow  in 
the  next,  while  those  who  sow  in  passing  tears, 
will  reap  a  harvest  of  eternal  joy  and  happiness." 

"  Wouldst  thou  dare  assert,"  exclaimed  Almach- 
ius, "that  we  and  our  invincible  emperors  shall 
be  doomed  to  eternal  misery,  whilst  tliou  and  those 
like  thee  will  enjoy  eternal  delights?" 


"And  who  art  thou  and  thine  emperors,"  re- 
plied the  young  hero,  "  but  men,  born  on  a  cer- 
tain day,  in  order  to  die  at  a  stated  time?  The 
tmly  difference  is,  that  thou  and  thine  invincible 
emperors  will  have  a  double  account  to  render, 
for  yourselves,  and  for  the  abuse  of  the  mighty 
power  God  has  placed  in  your  hands."  Almachi- 
us, dissembling  his  anger,  replied:  "Enough; 
enough  of  such  silly  prattle,  which  only  makes 
us  lose  our  time;  this  affair  can  be  easily  settled; 
all  that  is  necessary  is  merely  to  offer  libations  to 
the  gods,  and  then  you  may  both  retire  without 
further  difficulty." 

W^ith  one  voice,  the  brothers  replied,  "  Every 
day  we  offer  sacrifice  to  God,  but  never  to  the 
gods." 

"  Who  is  that  God,"  said  Almachius,  "  to  whom 
you  offer  homage?" 

The  brothers  answered:  "Is  there,  then,  any 
other  God,  save  the  One  Eternal,  that  thou  shouldst 
ask  such  a  question  ?" 

"  Tell  me,  at  least  the  name  of  this  God,"  said 
the  Judge. 

"  The  name  of  this  God  thou  couldst  not  dis- 
cover, replied  Valerian,  "even  shouldst  thou  take 
wings  and  fly  to  the  highest  regions." 

"Then  it  is  not  Jupiter,  of  whom  thou  speakest?" 
continued  Almachius. 

"Jupiter  a  God!  O,  Almachius!  how  canst 
thou  be  so  blind !  Jupiter,  the  debauchee  and  the 
libertine!  Thine  own  authors  tell  us  that  he  was 
a  homicide,  steeped  in  every  vice,  and  thou  dost 
call  him  a  God !  I  am  amazed  at  such  effrontery ; 
for  the  name  of  God  can  only  belong  to  a  being 
who  lias  nothing  in  common  with  sin,  and  who 
possesses  all  virtues." 

"Dost  thou  mean  to  as.sert,"  said  the  judge, 
"that  the  whole  world  is  in  error,  and  that  thou 
and  thy  brother  are  the  only  persons  who  know 
the  true  God  ?" 

"  Deceive  thyself  no  longer,  Almachius,"  replied 
Valerian  ;  "  for  thou  canst  not  hide  the  fact,  that 
the  Christians,  who  profess  this  doctrine,  can  no 
longer  be  counted  in  thine  empire.  Thy  Pagans 
will  soon  form  the  minority;  they  even  now  re- 
semble shipwrecked  mariners  clinging  to  the 
floating  planks,  but  their  destiny  is  fixed — salva- 
tion is  not  for  them." 

Almachius,  in  a  rage,  ordered  Valerian  to  be 
scourged  with  rods.  During  this  cruelty,  the 
martyr  said  to  the  assembled  multitude :  "Citizens 
of  Rome,  do  not  permit  the  sight  of  these  torments 
to  prevent  your  confessing  the  truth ;  stand  firm  in 
your  faith ;  believe  in  the  Lord,  who  alone  is  holy ; 
destroy  these  gods  of  wood  and  stone,  before 
which  Almachius  Inirns  his  incense ;  bum  them 
to  ashes ;  for  be  assured  that  all  who  bow  down 
to  them  will  be  punished  in  eternal  flames !" 
[to  be  contintjed.] 
*» 

Nature  labors  always  for  its  own  interest,  to 
please  and  to  establish  itself;  but  grace  labors 
only  for  God's  sake,  and  watches  incessantly  over 
the  motions  of  the  heart,  to  preserve  it  from  sin, , 
and  to  enable  it  to  seek  only  its  establishment  in 
Jesus  Christ. 
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THE  VIRGIN  AND  THE  PRIEST; 
Or,  The  New  Month  of  Mary. 

CUAPTKU    VIII. 

Vote  of  Virginity  of  Mary —  VotA  of  Continenee  of 
the  I^ri^-nt: 

"What  is  this  word  by  which  Mary  places  the 
seal  upon  her  voaition?  It  is  the  vow  of  virgin- 
ity, it  is  the  ongapi'inent  that  she  makes  in  the 
sight  of  God  and  lor  God,  from  her  most  tender 
infancy  (at  the  age  of  tliree,  according  to  one  tra- 
dition), of  preserving  the  douhU*  integrity  of  body 
and  of  soul,  in  renouncing  all  voluptuous  pleasures 
of  the  flesh,  legitimate  or  culpable. 

There  is  a  profound  theology  in  this  solemn  act 
which  is  al)out  to  inaugurate  into  the  world  a 
moral  state  unintelligible  to  mere  human  reason. 
Until  then,  in  fact,  barrenness,  as  a  necessary  con- 
sequence of  virginity,  was  regarded,  at  lea.«t  among 
the  Jews,  as  a  malediction  ;  fecundity,  on  the  con- 
trary, as  a  grac(\  Accordingly  we  hear  Rachel 
exclaiming,  when  she  gave  birth  to  Joseph : 
"  Blessed  be  the  Lord  who  hath  taken  away  my 
reproach,"  {dicens:  AhMuUt  Veus  ojtprdtrium 
meum).  The  daughter  of  Jeptha,  condemned  to 
death  by  an  indi-screet  vow  of  her  father,  sought  a 
delay  of  some  hours  in  order  to  bewail  her  virgin- 
ity, JiebiU,  virginitntem  tuam  (Judges  xi,  38,)  (she 
mourned  her  virginity).  This  national  prejudice 
of  the  Jews  was  founded  upon  the  geneml  expect- 
ation of  the  Messiah  promised  to  Israel.  Every 
woman  aspiring  to  the  honor  of  giving  birth  to 
Ilim,  regarded  the  being  frustratwl  in  this  hope, 
through  barrennc.s.s,  as  an  infamous  stigma.  It  is 
this  which  caused  Saint  Bernard  to  say,  in  speak- 
ing of  the  Jewish  women  :  "Cruel  alteniative  of 
the  daughters  of  Eve,  suffering  if  they  give  birth, 
and  of  being  cursed  if  they  do  not !"  G-rave  jugum 
9uper  filia«  Eta.  Et  si  pariunt,  cruciantur,  et  si 
non  pariunt,  maledicuntur. 

Mary,  disregarding  this  malediction  which  im- 
pends over  virgins,  trampling  beneath  her  feet  the 
judgment  of  men,  scorning  their  scorning,  cher- 
ishes her  sublime  project,  and  against  the  senti- 
ment of  her  nation,  the  desire  of  other  women, 
without  precept,  without  counsel,  without  exam- 
ple, she  vows  her  virginity  to  God.  But,  I  am 
mistaken,  if  she  had  not  the  counsel  of  men,  she 
had  from  the  depth  of  her  soul  the  counsel  of  God  ; 
she  yielded  unknowingly  to  her  eternal  vocation 
"which  instructed  her  as  to  everything,"  says  Saint 
Ikrnard  ;  "the  living  and  efficacious  Word  of  God 
was  her  director  betore  the  existence  of  her  Son  ; 
it  illumined  her  soul  before  He  assumed  her  flesh  ; 
Uhctio  docebat  te  de  omnibus,  ae  senno  Dei  vitnis  et 
fjfintx,  ante  tibi  magister  factru  est  quam  fllixu; 
prim  inatraxit  mentem  quam  induerit  atrnem." 

If,  then,  God  Himself  directed  the  thought  of 
thLs  holy  child,  if  He  governed  her  will,  if  He 
caused  her  to  uplift  the  standard  of  a  virtue  un- 
heard of  among  men,  if  He  depressed  her  for  an 
instant  beneath  the  feet  of  an  anathema,  it  was 
only  in  order  to  change  this  anathema  into  bene- 
diction, it  was  only  in  order  to  conduct  her  to  the 
hight  of  her  destiny.  He  Himself  constructed 
His  temple,  He  sanctified  the  tabernacle  where  He 


wished  to  repose.  Snnftifirarit  tahemaeulum  tuum 
Ai(^J^|'^lnH^>  (i:*m\n\s  xlv,  5,)  (the  most  High  hath 
sanctifle«l  His  own  talK-rnacle),  Hertiltivated  with 
His  own  hands  this  flower  of  Jesse,  of  which  Uu 
was  to  be  the  marvelous  fruit.     .     .     . 

The  reason,  then,  of  Mary's  vow  of  virginity, 
was  none  other  than  her  future  divine  maternity ; 
it  is  sufficient  to  recall  it  to  mind  in  order  to  just- 
ify and  applaud  it. 

The  God  of  sanctity  can  take  delight  only  in 
the  midst  of  saints,  and  in  quitting  the  angels  of 
Heaven,  He  ought  to  find  upm  earth  other  angels 
who  would  constitute  for  Him  a  court,  and  render 
unto  Him  the  same  adorations  and  the  same  honor: 
Ut  qui  ob  angelic  adorabatur  in  aelo,  futberft  augehs 
in  tfrris  (Saint  Jerome  i,  s.  22).  What  could  these 
angels  l>e,  if  not  pure  hearts,  virgin  souls  ?  Noth- 
ing api)roaches  nearer  to  the  nature  of  angelic 
perfi»ction  than  virginity:  Virgines  dt  familia 
angelica  dejmtantur  (Tertul.,  lib.  i,  ad  Uxor,  4). 
Whence  we  can  use  this  expression :  virgins  are 
the  angels  of  the  earth,  and  angels  are  the  virgins 
of  Heaven.  Virginity,  in  fact,  makes  an  angel  of 
man,  angehtm  de  hominefacit  (8.  Bernard,  epit.  43,) 
for  says  Saint  Gregory  of  Nazianzen,  "to  be  in  the 
flesh  and  to  live  unconcerned  for  the  flesh,  is  to 
live  as  an  angel,"  in  curne,  prceter  earnem  virere, 
angelicum  est.  According  to  many  Fathers,  it  is 
even  more.  "It  is  greater  to  acquire  the  glory  of 
angels  than  to  have  it.  .  .  .  Or,  that  which 
the  angel  possesses  from  his  nature,  the  Virgin 
ix)sse8.se8  from  her  efforts."  (Chrysostom,  Serm. 
145).  And  Saint  Basil,  more  bold  in  his  language 
than  the  others,  adds  that  virginity  elevates  man 
to  a  hight  so  immeasurable  that  it  renders  him 
similar  to  incorruptible  God.  Magnum  quiddam 
eM  virginitus,  incorruptibili  Deo  {ut  summatim 
dicam)  hominem  similem  faciens  (Lib.  de  Vel  Virg.) 

After  having  glorified  virginity  so  wonderfully, 
we  understand  that  the  Holy  Scriptures,  and  after 
them,  the  Fathers  of  the  Church,  called  it  the 
most  beautiful  of  virtues  and  used,  in  order  to 
IX)rtray  it,  the  most  beautiful  images.  But  we 
understand  also  that  the  Son  of  God,  wishing  to 
be  bom  of  a  woman,  required  this  celestial  virtue 
from  her  who  was  to  give  birth  to  Him.  He  is 
the  Grod  of  purity ;  He  dwells  in  the  midst  of 
lilies  and  makes  of  them  His  nourishment,  ;t>a«<M'<«r 
inter  lilia.  He  is  virgin  Himself,  and  all  that 
which  is  to  surround  Him  and  to  have  relations 
with  Him  will  be  virgin ;  virgin  the  angel  who 
announces  Him,  virgin  His  foster-father,  virgin 
His  precursor,  virgin  the  tomb  in  which  He  is  to 
be  placed,  virgin  he  who,  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross, 
represents  the  Church ;  virgin  for  the  most  strong 
reason  she  who  was  to  carry  Him  in  her  womb. 
In  order  to  show  how  the  virginity  of  His  Mother 
was  to  eclipse  all  others,  He  had  announced  it  a 
long  time  in  advance  both  by  holy  images  and 
gracious  symbols.  He  had  caused  notice  to  be 
taken  of  her  sublimity  and  purity.  She  is  re- 
presented, in  fact,  in  the  Holy  Scriptures,  some* 
times  by  the  virgin  rose  which  opens  out  its  bosom 
in  order  to  receive  the  dew  of  Heaven ;  sometimes 
by  the  fragrance-diffusing  lily  which  raises  itself 
in  the  mi<£t  of  thorns ;  here  by  the  white  dove  or 
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the  innoccut  turtle-dove ;  there  by  the  immortal 
palm,  the  incorruptible  cedar,  the  olive,  the  pine 
and  the  triumphal  laurel ;  more  remotely  by  the 
terrestrial  paradise,  the  tree  of  life,  the  garden 
closed,  the  fountain  sealed,  the  mirror  without 
spot.  When,  therefore,  Mary  consecrated  her  mod- 
esty in  the  temple  by  a  solemn  vow,  she  realized 
all  these  magnificent  emblems,  she  proceeded, 
without  being  sensible  of  it,  toward  tlie  glorious 
mission  which  she  seemed  to  renounce  by  her  very 
vow  ;  her  unsullied  heart,  her  chaste  soul,  her  im- 
maculate womb  were  not  unworthy  of  receiving 
the  Lamb  without  sjKit  and  of  giving  Him  to  the 
nations. 

But  that  of  which  Marj'  was  ignorant  in  the 
temple  of  Jerusalem,  the  young  levite  is  not  igno- 
rant of  in  the  seminary.  He  knows  for  what  he 
is  destined,  he  knows  that  he  is  to  cause  the  fruit 
divine,  our  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  to  Ijloom  in  the 
heart  of  men  ;  that  he  is  to  carry  Him  in  Iiis 
hands  and  on  his  lips  by  his  preaching  and  the 
sacraments  in  order  to  communicate  Him  and  dif- 
fuse a  knowledge  of  Him.  It  is  because  he  knows 
all  this  that  he  prostrates  liimself  upon  the  steps 
of  the  altar  to  consecrate,  by  a  vow,  his  body,  his 
heart,  his  soul.  And  it  is  because  heresy  is  un- 
acquainted with  it,  and  because  impiety  does  not 
wish  to  practice  it,  that  the  chastity  of  the  Priest 
is  the  object  of  the  most  foul  conspiracies  of  the 
heretic  and  impious:  Faidmima  consplratio. 

But  we  have  nothing  to  do  here  with  antichris- 
tianity.  Its  hatred  is  a  most  Iwautiful  panegyric 
on  sacerdotal  chastity,  and  the  indecency  of  the 
attacks  of  the  former  hightens  so  much  the  more 
the  splendor  and  purity  of  the  latter. 

It  is  equally  immaterial  to  know  whether  it 
binds  the  celibate  as  an  ecclesiastic  law  or  as  a 
vow.  The  Council  of  Trent  did  not  wish  to  de- 
fine it,  sinc(!  in  its  canon  9,  sess.  24,  it  makes  use 
of  this  double  expression  :  Lege  ecdesiaatka  vel 
Toto,  in  order  to  indicate  that  the  controversy  is 
free.  Nevertheless,  the  most  common  and  most 
probable  opinion  is  that  tiie  obligation  arises 
from  a  vow  having  as  an  ol>ject  the  ecclesiastic 
precept,  and  if  it  is  true  that  this  vow  is  uttered 
to-day  implicitly  by  the  fact  of  the  reception  of 
the  sacrement  of  Holy  Orders,  there  was  a  time 
when  it  was  uttered  in  an  express  manner,  and 
Pope  Boniface  VIII  has  declared  it  solemn. 

Or,  says  Saint  Augustin,  it  is  the  fact  of  the 
vow  and  of  the  character  impressed  by  this  vow 
which  renders  virginity  so  honorable ;  Neque 
quia  virgimtas  est,  sed  quia  Deo  dicuta  est,  honora- 
titr.  (Lib.  de  8.  Virg.,  c.  8.)  We  know,  his- 
torically, that  there  had  been  virgins  before  the 
august  Mary :  Habuit  quoque  virgines  diaholus, 
says  Origen,  for  instance,  the  vestals,  the  pythi- 
ans  and  others;  for  to  the  eternal  enemy  of  the 
human  race  all  means  are  good  :  "He  is  troubled 
little  whether  one  is  lost  by  continence  or  luxury." 

But  none  before  the  Virgin  Mary  had  conse- 
crated their  virginity.  Tliis  is  why  she  is  the 
standard-bearer  of  virgins  as  Saint  Stephen  is  the 
standard-bearer  of  martyrs.  She  is  the  type,  the 
form,  the  model  of  virginity  ;  all  the  Fathers  of 
the  Church  emulonsly  reproduce  it. 


For  the  sartie  reason  the  chastity  of  the  Priest 
receives  its  glory  from  the  cou.secratiou  that  he 
makes  of  it  to  God,  and  from  the  character  that 
this  consecration  gives  to  him.  In  this  way,  as 
much  as  he  diflFers  from  other  men  who  are  chaste 
from  will  or  from  necessity,  so  much  the  nearer  he 
approaches  the  pure  Virgin.  Each  of  the  two 
triumphs  over  flesh  and  blood  by  an  act  of  lib- 
erty, and  this  sublime  determination  transforms 
them  into  angels  of  light,  they  arise  from  terres- 
trial mire  to  establish  "their  conversation  in  the 
Heavens."  Mary  has  spoken ;  O  Gabriel !  you 
may  come,  to  carry  her  your  message.  The  levite 
has  si^oken  ;  O  Pontift'!  it  is  time  that  you  make 
an  anointed  of  the  Lord. 

[to  be  continued.] 

How  St.  Prancis  de  Sales  Eemembered  the  Dead. 

On  the  death  of  any  of  his  friends  or  acquaint- 
ances, he  never  wearied  of  speaking  in  their  praise 
and  recommending  them  to  the  prayers  of  the  living. 

He  frequently  said :  "  We  do  not  renmmher  our 
dear  dead  as  ire  ought ;  and  the  proof  is,  that  we 
so  seldom  speak  of  them;  we  seem  to  avoid  this 
subject,  as  though  there  was  something  fatal  in  it ; 
we  leave  the  dead  to  bury  their  dead  ;  their  mem- 
ories ])ass  from  our  minds  with  the  tolling  of 
their  requiems,  and  we  seem  to  forget  that  the 
friendship  which  ends  with  death,  could  never 
have  been  true ;  yet  the  Holy  Scriptures  tell  us 
that  true  love  is  stronger  than  death." 

After  death,  praise  ciin  no  longer  be  suspected 
of  flattery.  It  is  a  sort  of  impiety  to  defame  the 
dead  ;  and  those  who  do  so,  resemble,  in  a  certain 
degree,  those  ferocious  animals  that  drag  the  body 
from  the  grave  in  order  to  devour  it.  It  is,  on  the 
contrary,  a  mark  of  piety  to  speak  frequently  of 
their  good  qualities,  and  by  this  means  be  led  to 
imitate  them. 

This  one  work  of  mercy  embraces  the  other 
thirteen ;  for  is  it  not,  in  some  sort,  to  visit  the 
sick,  when  by  our  prayers  we  obtain  relief  for  the 
poor  suffering  souls  in  Purgatory  V  Is  it  not  giv- 
ing drink  to  those  who  are  parched  by  their  thirst 
for  the  presence  of  God,  and  who  dwell  amid 
burning  flames,  when  we  share  with  them  the  re- 
freshing dews  of  prayer  and  meditation  ?  Is  it 
not  feeding  the  hungry,  when  we  hasten  their  de- 
liverance by  the  means  that  faith  suggests  ?  Is  it 
not  literally  ransoming  the  captive?  Is  it  not 
clothing  the  naked,  when  we  procure  for  them 
vestments  of  light,  and  the  aureola  of  glory  ?  Is 
it  not  true  hospitality  to  procure  their  admis- 
sion into  the  Heavenly  Jerusalem,  making  them 
dwellers  with  the  saints  and  servants  of  God,  in 
the  Eternal  Sion  ?  Is  it  not  a  far  greater  work  of 
mercy  to  place  souls  in  Heaven,  than  to  buiy  the 
body  ?  And,  for  the  spiritual — is  it  not  a  work 
whose  merit  we  may  compare  to  that  of  counsel- 
ing the  doubtful,  admonishing  the  sinner,  instruct- 
ing the  ignorant,  forgiving  injuries,  and  bearing 
wrongs  patiently  ?  And  what  consolation  could 
we  give  the  afflicted  in  this  world,  that  Avould 
bear  the  slightest  proportion  to  that  which  our 
prayers  obtain  for  the  poor  souls,  tortured  by  the 
keen  suflFerings  of  Purgatory  ? 
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MAEY'S_LITUEQY. 

DEDICATION  OK  BATLllDAY  TO  THE  KLBSSED  VIRGIN. 

Why  should  Saturday,  mthcr  than  any  other 
day  of  the  week,  be  dedioited  to  Mury »  Are 
there  any  «>lid  reasons  for  tliis  dedication*  j 
Huint  Peter  Dainian  teaches  us  tliat :  "Sutunhiy,  ' 
whieli  means  rest,  was  the  day  on  wliieh  our  Lonl  i 
rested,  and  wliicli  was,  therefore,  dedinited  in  an  ' 
especial  manner  to  the  Most  Hlessed  Virgin,  he- 
cause  Kternal  Wiwlom  chose  this  verj'  same  Vir- 
gin for  His  talwmacle,  or  place  of  rest,  an<l  the 
Eternal  Wonl  delighted  in  resting  in  her  Imsom, 
as  in  a  mysterious  i»cd.  sacred  to  Ilis  Incarnation." 
Saint  liernardin,  of  Sienna,  in  one  of  his  sennon.s, 
puts  words  into  angels'  mouths,  and  makes  them 
repeat  the  prophets  Kiying.  applying  it  to  Jesus 
and  Mary  :  Surge,  Doniiiif,  in  nyuiein  Iwnn  :  llise 
up,  O  Lord,  and  choose  your  resting  place!  He 
tells  us  that  Mapy  is  called  God's  Rest,  because 
the  Lord  took  greater  delight  in  resting  with 
her,  than  with  any  other  creuture ;  and  for  the 
same  reason  the  Most  Blessed  Virgin  says  in 
Holy  Writ :  "  !My  Creator  rested  in  my  bosom :" 
Qui  creacit  ttw,  requiecit  in  tubernacti/o  ineo.  It 
was  therefore  very  proper  that  Saturday,  mean- 
ing rest,  should  be  dedicated  to  Mary,  who  was 
Goil's  rest. 

The  Lord  rested  after  the  work  of  creation, 
having  made  Adam  and  Eve;  and,  in  like  manner, 
after  tlie  work  of  redemption,  when  He  had  made 
a  new  Adam,  Jesus,  and  a  new  Eve,  Mary,  the 
restorer,  He  rested,  like  a  skillful  workman,  look- 
ing on  His  master-piece,  which  satisdes  Him  in 
every  respect. 

But  Mary  is  not  only  God's  rest — she  is  also  the 
Church's  resting  place  ;  because  the  hopes  of  be- 
lievers for  the  attainment  of  their  only  end,  sal- 
vation, rest  on  her  support  and  protection.  To 
her  the  canticle  is  addres.sed  which  says:  I  put 
my  trunt  in  thy  help,  0  Vinjiii.  On  her,  Chris- 
tians rely  for  hope  in  that  dreadful  hour ;  the 
hour  which  will  decide  their  lot  for  eternity. 

Mary  is  the  rest  as  well  as  the  hope  of  the 
world  :  Act;  npeti  mundi,  Marin.  It  was  proper, 
then,  that  Saturday,  the  day  of  rest,  should  be 
sacred  to  her. 

"  In  like  manner,"  writes  Durando  de  Mcnde, 
"  Saturday  is  an  introduction  to  Sunday,  which 
represents  and  prefigures  eternal  rest ;  and  thus 
Mary  is  the  'Gate  of  Heaven,'  because  we  arc 
saved,  and  enter  into  eternal  rest  through  her ; 
and  for  this  reason  we  should  devote  Saturday  to 
her,  the  day  which  symbolizes  her  in  some  de- 
gree." 

Mary  is  the  dawn,  preceding  and  heralding 
J.esus,  the  Sun  of  Justice ;  and  Saturday  is  the 
dawn,  preceding  and  heralding  Sunday ;  and  if 
Sunday  is  sacred  to  the  Son  of  God,  is  it  not  proper 
that  Saturday  should  be  sacred  to  His  Mother? 

But  is  this  the  real  reason  why  Saturday  is  ded- 
icated to  Mary?  We  hardly  believe  that  this  lit- 
urgical prescription  is  based  on  simple  etymology, 
and  respectable  as  are  the  opinions  of  learned  doc- 
tors, such  as  Saint  Peter  Damian,  they  furnish  no 
sound  reason  for  making  Saturday  eacrcd  to  the 


Most  Blessed  Virgin.  What,  then,  are  the  real 
grounds  that  induced  the  Church  to  devote  this 
diiy  to  her  ? 

i.  Let  us  recall  to  memory  one  of  the  greatest 
days  in  the  world's  history — that  <m  which  the  Son 
of  Gmi  died  for  all  mankind.  Mary  was  present 
at  that  scene  of  blood,  kneeling  at  the  foot  of  the 
Cros.s.  on  which  her  Son  was  expiring.  On  GckkI 
Friday  night  she  took  His  sacreil  bo«Iy  in  her 
arms,  and  pres.sed  it  with  a  mother's  tenderness  to 
her  breast;  for.  although  the  soul  had  departed, 
it  was  still  united  to  His  Divinity. 

On  Saturday,  Mary,  disconsolate  like  Rachel, 
had  to  sujjport  the  intense  sulfenng  of  a  mother, 
deprived  by  death  of  her  child,  anil  that  child  a 
God,  the  most  perfect  and  mo.st  l>eautiful  of  all 
the  sons  of  men,  whom  she  loved  with  unspeakable 
affection,  and  for  whom  she  grieved  in  proixirtiou 
to  her  all  but  infinite  love.  Now,  if  we  celebrate 
the  festivals  of  Holy  Martyrs  on  the  day  on  which 
they  died  for  Jesus  Chri.st,  is  it  nt)t  equally  just 
that  we  should  <levote  to  Mary  the  day  on  which 
she  suflfcred  such  cruel  martyrdom,  by  the  loss  of 
her  Son,  and  the  sad  scene  f»f  Calvarj-,  which 
pierced  her  heart  over  and  over  again.  Friday 
having  been  made  sacred  to  the  Pa.v>i<»n  of  Jesus, 
it  is  right  tliat  Saturday  should  be  .sacred  to  the 
sufferings  of  ^farj'. 

2.  We  should  also  remark,  that  the  Doctors 
of  the  Church  accept  a  traditicm,  that  the  Apos- 
tles met  together  round  Marj-,  to  obtain  her 
intercession  with  Jesus  for  the  paniou  of  their 
crime  in  deserting  Him.  St.  Bonaventure  relateti 
that  a  knock  was  heard,  on  the  morning  of  that 
day,  at  the  door  of  the  house  in  which  Marj'  was 
weeping ;  and  when  St.  John  heard  it.  he  said  to 
Mary  :  "  It  is  Peter."  And  she  answered  :  "  Let 
him  in."  The  other  Apostles  followed  him,  one 
atitcr  the  other,  all  with  tears  in  their  eyes.  And 
Peter  said  :  "I  feel  too  much  ashamed,  and  ought 
not  to  say  a  word  in  your  presence,  after  having 
deserted  and  denied  my  Lord,  who  loved  me  so 
well."  The  other  Apostles  deplored  their  crime 
in  like  manner.  But  Mary  comforted  them  with 
the  hope  of  forgiveness,  reminding  them  of  her 
Divine  Son's  g(x>dnes8,  and  tender  love  for  them  all. 
From  this  we  infer,  that  Mary  began  to  show 
herself  to  be  the  Refuge  of  Sinners  on  Holy  Sat- 
urday, and  the  disconsolate  Mother  became  the 
Comfortress  of  the  Afflicted  from  that  moment. 
Truly,  then,  ought  Saturday  to  be  sacred  to  her 
in  all  ages,  that  she  may  continue  to  comfort  the 
afflicted  and  intercede  for  sinners  on  that  day. 

8.  Saint  Bernard,  and  St.  Bonaventure  after  him, 
remarks,  that  the  Most  Blessed  Virgin  remained 
quite  firm  in  faith  on  that  dreadful  Saturday,  when 
the  Apostles,  doubting,  said  :  "  We  hoped  He 
would  have  saved  Israel."  She  alone  was  unsha- 
ken in  her  faith,  and  the  faith  of  the  Church  waa 
saved  in  the  person  of  Mary.  And  Ijoth  these 
great  Doctors  add,  that  Saturday  was  made  sacred 
to  her  for  this  reason.  "This  is  the  best  of  all 
reasons,"  says  Saint  Bernard,  "  for  making  every 
Saturday  in  the  year  sacred  to  the  honor  and  re- 
nown of  the  Virgin." 
In  conclusion,  we  repeat  that  Saturday  is  sacred 
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to  Mary,  because  it  is  the  day  of  her  sufferings, 
her  agony,  her  martyrdom;  the.  day  on  which  she 
began  to  be  the  asyhnn  of  the  Church,  the  salvation 
of  sinners,  the  comfortress  of  the  afflicted ;  and  be- 
cause on  that  day  she  saved  the  faith  of  the  Church 
from  shipwreck.  And  as  on  Holy  Saturday  tlie 
Apostles  began  to  worship  Mary,  it  is  fitting  that 
the  Church  should  continue  to  give  her  special 
worship  every  Saturday.  Sunday  being  sacred 
to  Jesus,  as  the  day  of  His  triumph,  Saturday 
should  be  sacred  to  Mary,  as  the  day  of  her  suf- 
fering, her  mercy  and  her  love. 

«» 

The  Sermon  on  Mixed  Marriages. 

The  striking  and  all  important  sermon  by  the 
Right  Rev.  Bishop  of  Natchez,  published  in  the 
Ave  Maria  of  Nov.  4th,  is  eminently  calculated 
to  awaken  a  fervent  response  in  the  breast  of  every 
sincere  Catholic  throughout  the  land.  It  is  the 
earnest  voice  of  Faith  crying  out  in  defense  of 
her  children — crying  out  to  warn  them. 

As  for  myself,  who  personally  and  most  pain- 
fully have  experienced  the  evil  effects  of  "  mixed 
marriages,"  I  should  be  doing  my  sense  of  grati- 
tude a  signal  injustice  did  I  neglect  to  acknowl- 
edge my  deep  obligation  to  the  pious  Prelate  for 
this  unequivocal  explanation  of  Catholic  theology 
upon  a  point  so  vital — a  point  involving  conse- 
quences so  momentous,  so  fearful.  Why  may  we 
not  have  this  excellent  discourse  printed  in  pam- 
phlet form,  that  it  may  be  scattered  over  the 
entire  country,  so  that  in  future  no  Catholic  may 
be  able  to  plead  ignorance  of  his  duty — to  excuse 
levity  in  this  matter  ? 

Natural  reason,  indeed,  would  make  the  mar 
riage  of  the  Catholic  with  the  non-Catholic 
appear  equivalent  to  an  abjuration  of  his  bap- 
tismal vows.  In  baptism  we  renounce  the  devil 
and  all  his  pomps,  and  solemnly  profess  our  be- 
lief in  the  Holy  Catholic  Church ;  but  in  such  a 
marriage,  on  the  other  hand,  we  unite  ourselves 
in  the  most  intricate,  enduring,  and  imi^ortaut 
relations  of  life — with  one  whom  we  must  regard 
as  in  a  fatal  error.  Such  is  the  one  we  select  as 
our  losom friend  ;  t?ie  companion  of  our  livei ;  the 
parent  of  oxtr  children. 

Is  it  not  plain,  then,  that  in  contracting  the 
ties  of  marriage  with  an  unbeliever,  we  confess 
ourselves  most  shamefully  cold  in  our  faith,  and 
actuated  by  a  mere  natural  affection  ?  The  beauty, 
the  sacredness  of  matrimony  is  lowered  ;  I  might 
rather  say,  is  lost.  It  is  an  union  for  earth,  and 
not  for  Heaven.  Can  I  reasonably  deliver  my 
heart,  my  domestic  happiness,  into  the  keeping  of 
one  who  hates,  or  is  indifferent  to  that  which 
should  be  the  dearest  of  all  things  upon  earth  to 
me?  Most  assuredly,  no.  And  again:  What 
must  be  the  nature  of  that  affection  which  per- 
mits me  to  behold  the  one  who,  by  a  voluntary 
act  of  my  own,  has  become  the  object  of  my  love 
above  all  others,  exposed  to  eternal  loss  ? 

Here,  coldly  I  stand,  and  look  forward  to  the 
bliss  of  Heaven  for  myself  but  my  wife,  my  hus- 
band, must  meet  the  doom  of  those  who  reject 
truth !  A  stoic  might  well  shudder  at  such  a  frig- 
id philosophy.    An  affection  of  this  description 


deserves  not  the  holy  name  of  conjugal  love,  and 
the  Catholic  Church  advisedly,  and  most  logically, 
withholds  her  blessing  from  a  contract  so  unnat- 
ural, so  repugnant  to  genuine  Catholic  feeling. 
By  such  a  marriage  I  have  detracted  from  my  in- 
tegrity as  a  Catholic ;  nay,  more ;  from  my  dig- 
nity as  a  being  destined  for  a  supernatural  end. 
With  strong  and  sincere  faith  on  my  part,  the  fear 
of  this  cruel  separation  which  must  take  place  at 
death,  the  torture  which  every  thought  of  eternity 
must  now  bring  to  me,  would  have  been  spared 
me,  had  my  choice  been  more  wisely  directed. 

Should  my  language  seem  too  strong,  I  can  only 
reply  to  those  who  object:  "  Feel  as  I  have  felt,  the 
anguish  of  beholding  one  most  beloved,  lying 
dead  before  you,  deprived  of  the  rites  of  the 
Church  by  the  unfeeling  bigotry,  the  heartless 
pride  of  a  non-Catholic  consort ;  or  let  them  stand 
beside  the  death-couch  of  one  who  is  a  mother — 
a  Catholic  in  her  faith — struggling  through  a 
life  of  opposition  without  the  support  of  the 
Sacraments,  Mass,  or  the  recognition  of  any 
friend  on  earth,  compelled  to  sacrifice  the  stipu- 
lated baptism  of  her  children  ;  let  them  hear  her 
then  at  her  last  moments  crying,  in  heart-rending 
agony,  for  the  priest,  to  receive  her  dying  con- 
fession, then  let  them  listen,  and  hear  that  last 
dying  request  coldly,  inhumanly  refused."  I 
think  then  they  will  no  longer  accuse  me  of 
using  expressions  too  unqualified,  too  severe. 

Count  the  Catholic  children  of  these  unions 
who  grow  up  uninstructed,  and  lose  their  faith 
by  the  death  of  the  Catholic  party,  or  by  the  guar- 
dianship of  those  who  ignore  or  despise  the 
faith :  think  of  the  value  of  one  immortal  soul, 
and  remember  how  many  are  lost  in  consequence 
of  these  mixed  marriages,  and  there  is  not  one 
who  will  dare  to  say,  that  too  great  zeal  can  be  em- 
ployed in  preventing  the  recurrence  of  such  mis- 
fortuAes. 

Contrast  these  painful  death-scenes,  with  the 
exit  from  earth  of  the  faithful  Catholic  parent,  in 
the  bosom  of  his  Catholic  family.  The  Blessed 
Virgin  has  been  the  protectress  and  model  of  all 
through  life ;  she  comes  with  her  benign  consola- 
tions at  the  last  happy  hour. 

Soft  lights  gleam  around,  for  our  dear  Lord  is 
here.  Low,  sweet,  tender  voices  pray.  The  priest 
raises  the  Sacred  Host.  The  Viaticum  is  received 
devoutly.  The  very  air  is  blest.  No  wonder 
Mary  cannot  resist  the  strong  attraction  to  join 
this  saintly  group.  Guardian  angels  accompany 
her,  and  with  all  piety  and  heavenly  consolations, 
the  Christian  soul  goes  forth  at  the  bidding  of  the 
priest  of  God,  followed  by  the  prayers  of  loving 
ones  on  earth. 

Behold  the  peaceful  fniits  of  a  truly  Catholic' 
marriage,  and  secure  the  last  bright  scene  for 
yourselves.  All  honor  to  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
of  Natchez,  and  may  his  true  words  reach  every 
heart  in  this  wide  Republic. 
<■» 

Thou  hast  not  any  thing  in  which  thou  canst 
glory,  but  many  things  for  which  thou  oughtest 
to  humble  thyself;  for  thou  art  much  weaker 
than  thou  art  able  to  comprehend. 
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Ave  from  Protestant  Lips ; 

on,  MYSTICAL  U08K8  FIWM  KOUEIGS  GARDENS. 


It  would  be  wrong  to  imagine  that  Catholirs 
alone  0!in  perceive  the  exquisite  l>cauties  which  all 
agcH  a(lmirc«i  in  the  ^jlorious  Mother  of  God. 
More  than  ouce  we  culled,  from  I'rotestaut  gar- 
dens, flowers  as  fresh  and  beautiful  as  (N)uld  have 
been  found  any  where  else,  an«l  gladly  presented 
them  to  the  astonished  g.ize  of  her  most  loving 
children.  Sopcrior  souls  will  infallibly  i>e  struck 
with  the  matchless  channs  of  the  Virgin  Mother. 
We  see,  with  unspK-ukable  delight,  the  freedom, 
the  lK)ldnes8  Protestant  lips  are  ac(piiring,  day 
atYer  day,  in  expressing  their  veneration  of  her 
sublime  character.  Of  this  we  shall  soon  give 
fresh  evidence  again.  The  one  we  subjoin  will 
surprise  and  show  that  the  movement  did  not 
conunencc  yestenlay.  We  translate  it  literally 
from  the  works  of  Martin  Luther  himself.  He 
to<i,  in  spite  of  his  prejudices,  in  ])resence  of  .such 
a  perfection,  is  unaijle  to  restrain  the  accent  of 
his  enthusiasm.  In  one  of  his  sermons  on  the 
Mmjnijidtt,  he  says :  "  Do  you  not  esteem  this 
heart  of  Mary  a  marvelous  heart?  Putas-ne  hoc 
mirijieuin  e^ite  corf  She  knows  herself  to  be 
iMiier  of  Ood  !  exalted  above  all  men,  and  super- 
exalted  above  all  women,  and  yet  she  ever  perse- 
veres in  that  simplicity,  in  that  artless  candor,  in 
that  steadfa.st  persuasion  that  cannot  admit  even 
the  possibility  of  a  servant  more  unworthy  and 
henenth  /ui-Mcfj.  Oh !  how  far  from  such  a  heart 
our  |K)or  miserable  heart.s,  that  swell  or  saddan 
at  the  beck  of  fortune,  proud  or  mean  as  it  turns 
.  .  .  whiLst  the  heart  of  Mary,  unshaken,  never 
loses  its  evenness,  aUowing  God  to  work  on  it  as 
He  plea.ses,  without  any  other  feeling  from  the 
Divine  pressure  but  a  deep  and  strong  consola- 
tion, of  joy  and  trust  in  lliin.  .  .  .  She  is 
plunged  into  an  aby.ss  of  calamity  and  bitterness; 
her  lot  is  but  one  of  woe  and  affliction  ;  yet  she 
goes  in  search  of  no  consolation;  she  impregnates 
her  whole  being  with  that  confidence  only  that 
Go<i  is  good,  even  when  He  does  not  allow  us  to 
feel  it.  8he  remains  imchanged,  even  when  every 
thing  changes  around  her,  loving  and  praising 
alike  the  goodness  of  God,  whether  she  feels  it  or 
not.  She  rests  not  on  human  blessings  when 
they  are  granted,  nor  is  she  disturl>ed  by  their 
withdrawal,  thus  exhibiting  herself  the  true 
Spouse  of  Christ,  who  dcK's  not  attach  her  afllec- 
tiims  to  His  gift.s,  but  to  Himself,  who  loves  Him 
none  the  more  when  things  succeed  with  Him 
nor  finds  Him  less  lovely  when  they  prove  ad- 
verse. O  simplicity!  O  purity  of  heart!  O 
admirable  Virgin  !  What  great  things  are  hidden 
under  that  wtuiderful  humility.  0  simplex  ae 
jtnrum  cor  !  O  admirabUem  riryineni !  quam  in- 
gentia  sub  hum  Hi  delitetcvut !  !  /" 

A  little  fiirther  on,  alluding  to  the  unparalleled 
virginity  which  he  perceives  in  Mary,  he  exclaims : 
"To  be  Mother  of  God  is  a  prerogative  so  elevated, 
8o  boundless  that  it  surpasses  all  understanding. 
Neither  honor,  nor  beatitude  could  in  any  sense 
be  compared  with  an  elevation  such  as  to  be  in 
the  universality  of  the  human  race,  the  only  per- 


son, superior  to  all.  that  shares  with  none  the 
privilege  of  having  with  the  Heaveidy  Father  a 
common  Son.  In  this  -unique  tcord  all  honor  ia 
contained  for  Mary,  and  no  one  could  publish  to 
her  praise  any  thing  more  magnificent  were  his 
tongue  multiplied  above  the  numljer  of  flowers 
or  blades  of  grass  the  world  over,  or  that  of  the 
stars  in  the  firmament,  or  that  of  the  grains  of 
sand  on  the  sea  coa.st.s." — (Martini  Lutheri  sujjer 
Magnijieat,  tom.  v,  of  h  is  complete  works.)  Th  is  waa 
written  in  1521,  the  year  following  his  relxjllion. 

We  have  received  the  first  and  second  numbers 
of  a  new  Catholic  paper,  entitled  the  SjHrtutor, 
pul)lished  in  Washington,  D.  C,  which  promises 
to  be  an  able  and  u.seful  periodical.  From  the 
following  pretty  gem,  on  the  As.sumption,  we 
are  happy  to  see  that  it  sails  under  our  own 
colors.  We  wish  it  a  ha|)py  and  successful  voy- 
age on  the  sea  of  journalism. 

Assumption  Day. 

Oh  I  moft  nweet  Mother  of  our  Lord  !  our  great  and  powerful 

How  wondtjrful  and  lovely  io  thfnc  all  majextlc  nilcij ! 

Grace  breailieH  in  every  feature,  and  well  thy  children  know, 

That  'tWHH  no  idle  jfreetinjf  the  Angel  did  iH-itow, 

When  he  hniied  thee.  Gratia  plena,  &ud  bowed  before  thee 

then. 
The  Mother  of  hi?  God  and  thine!  Qaecnof  anni^cisandof  men. 
Behold,  cublime  and  glorioiix  Queen,  here  at  thy  feel  we  bow. 
In  thirt  vale  of  leurs  rejolciiiy,  tliat  our  Lord  has  crowned 

thy  brow 
With  a  diadem  of  stars  by  His  Mints  imd  martyrs  given, 
Fashioned  by   the  angel  host,  who  surround  thy  throne  in 

Heaven  ; 
And  we  tliniik  Him  that  thy  glory  ghall  e'er  augmented  be, 
As  thy  children  U^urn  to  imitate  thy  matchless  purity. 
On  that  bright  throne  where  thou  art  placed,  so  near  the 

source  of  grace. 
Thou  knowest  ail  our  miseries,  then  turn  tow'rd  us  thy  face. 
Whose  brow  is  ever  lighted  with  compassion's  sweet,  soft 

rays :  [ways. 

And  guide  us  b^  that  same  dear  hand,  which  led  His  mfant 
Who,  tlio'  the  King  of  Heaven  and  eartli,  yet  chose  to  be  thy 

child- 
Thy  God  and  ours— oh  !  Mary  dear!  oh !  Virgin  Mother  mild. 
Then  Heavenly  Queen— onr  advocate !   on  this  triumphant 

mom. 
When  from  the  tomb.  Immaculate,  bv  angels  upward  borne. 
While  seraoh-songs  exultant  greet  thfne  entrance  on  thy  re«t, 
Oh  !  pray  thy  Son  to  grant  us  the  richest,  rarest,  best 
Gift  of  tlnal  perseverance,  so  that  wlien  our  toils  are  o'er, 
He  may  crown  us  at  our  Mother's  feet,  our  home  forevvrmore. 

The  Angelic  Salutation. 

Mary  lias  frequently  appeared  to  the  great 
Saints,  such  as  Saint  Dominic,  John  of  Capis- 
tran,  and  the  IJlcssed  Alain  of  R<x'he,  to  reveal  to 
them  the  efficacy  of  the  Jlnil  Mary,  for  the  con- 
version of  souls.  Tliese  zealous  children  of  Marv 
have  publicly  proclaimed,  that  the  salvation  of 
mankind  in  general,  having  commenced  with  the 
Ace  Maria,  the  salvation  of  each  one  in  particular, 
is,  in  a  manner,  dependent  ujxjn  this  prayer,  and] 
that  this  prayer,  which  has  brought  fertility  to 
the  dry  and  fruitless  earth,  if  well  said,  will  cause 
the  word  of  God  to  germinate  in  our  souls,  and 
bring  forth  the  fruit  of  life,  Jesus  Christ. 

The  Blessed  Virgin  made  the  following  declar- 
ation to  the  Blessed  Alain  of  Roche,  as  he  testifies 
in  his  book,  De  dignitatt  Rosarii :  "Know,  my 
son,  and  make  known  to  all,  that  a  probable  sign  of 
eternal  damnation  is,  to  entertain  aversion,  or  give 
way  to  lukewarmness  or  negligence  in  saying  the 
Angelic  Salutation  which  restored  a  fallen  world." 
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The  Oatholio  Garden  of  our  own  Land. 

It  is  one  of  our  greatest  pleasures  to  pass 
through  the  gardens  of  every  clime,  gathering 
choice  bouquets  of  those  flowers  that  breathe  the 
perfume  of  the  celestial  land,  whose  fragrance 
scents  of  eternity.  Similia  simili  gaudet.  There- 
fore, we  are  attracted,  and  delighted  in  observ- 
ing, that  our  valuable  Catholic  Journals  also 
love  to  ornament  their  grounds  with  beautiful 
monthly  and  weekly  mystical  roses  and  lilies. 
With  their  permission,  we  intend  enriching  our 
bouquets  from  their  gardens,  and  we  commence 
this  week  "Jjy  culling  a  few  sweet  buds  from  the 
Catholic  Telegraph,  and  the  New  York  Tablet. 

Mary  Immaculate — Mater  Admirabilis. 

Fairest  Virgin  'neath  the  sun! 
Maid  and  Mother  both  in  one, 
Only  being  ne'er  undone, 

Mater  Admirahilis. 
"Fairest  flower  of  the  field," 
"Valley  lily,"  "fountain  sealed," 
Thou  of  jjurity  the  shield, 

Mater  Admirahilis. 
God  Himself  looks  down  with  joy 
On  the  gold  without  alloy — 
Watching  all  thy  sweet  employ, 

Mater  Admirahilis. 
His  pure  eyes  ne'er  turn  away 
From  thy  presence  night  or  day, 
He,  thy  Love,  thy  Hope,  thy  Stay, 

Mater  Admircd>iiis. 
There  thou  sittest,  meek  and  mild, 
Thou,  the  Temple's  holy  child, 
God's  white  dove,  His  undefiled. 

Mater  Admirahilis. 
Hiding  'neath  His  mighty  wings, 
Thy  jjure  spirit  ever  sings 
Praises  to  the  King  of  Kings, 
Milter  Admirahilis. 
Now  thy  busy  hands  at  rest. 
The  fair  lily's  spotless  breast 
By  thy  pur(;r  eyes  caressed, 

Mater  Admirabilis. 
They  are  veiled,  those  loving  eyes, 
Thou  wilt  lift  in  sweet  sui-j^rise 
To  Gabriel  in  mortal  guise. 

Mater  Admirabilis. 
Turn  their  light  upon  our  heart, 
In  its  rays  the  lilies  start 
Of  our  life  henceforth  a  part, 
Mater  Admirabilis. 
Watch  and  tend  them  till  they  grow 
In  God's  garden  here  below. 
Mete  for  Him  who  loved  us  so, 

Mater  Admirabilis. 
Wliat  that  Love  thou  knowest  best, 
Thou  who  drew  It  to  thy  breast. 
From  the  Heaven's  Eternal  Rest, 

Mater  Admirabilis, 
Win  for  us  in  our  degree 
Grace  to  love  and  live  like  thee, 
Praising  God  unceasingly. 

Mater  Admirabilis. 


"Mary,  Star  of  the  Sea." 

Away  from  the  noise  of  cities, 

And  the  busy  haunts  of  men, — 
Where  the  wild  Atlantic  boometh, 

Always  its  deep  Amen 
To  the  glorious  hymn  that  Nature 

Sings  ever  to  Gad  above. 
Stands  a  little  village  temple 

Which  many  hearts  must  love. 
For  there  at  early  morning, 

When  Summer's  sunbeams  shine, 
Year  after  year  they  gather, 

Around  Saint  Mary'.?  .shrine. 
From  all  the  country,  far  and  wide, 

They  come  and  bend  the  knee. 
To  her  who.se  name  is  honor'd  there — 

Tlie  Star  of  the  Sea! 
Their  memories  are  of  prouder  fanes, 

Perchance,  cathedrals  grand, 
Where  wealth  and  fashion  hold  their  sway 

In  the  cities  of  the  land. 
Where  choral  music  fills  the  aisles 

And  swells  upon  the  air. 
Yet  their  hearts  are  fill'd  with  holier  love 

In  that  lone  house  of  jjrayer. 
For  still,  as  morning's  rosy  light 

Steals  thro'  the  leafy  screen. 
And  tints  with  crim.son  and  with  gold 

The  walls  and  all  between. 
Then  Nature's  voices  tune  their  hymn 
In  harmony  sublime, 
,   And  waft  the  weary  spirit  far 
Above  the  things  of  Time. 
The  wind  without,  in  the  branches. 
As  it  rustles  amongst  the  leaves, — 
The  twittering  and  the  chirping 

Of  the  swallows  beneath  the  eaves, — 
And  the  far-off  sound  of  the  waters, 

.As  they  come  with  a  rush  and  a  roar. 
Or  with  low  and  plaintive  murmur 

Break  on  the  sandy  shore. 
Peace  floats  on  those  gentle  breezes, 

It  shines  in  that  tender  ray. 
And  covering  all  like  an  angel's  wing, 

It  moves  all  hearts  to  pray. 
It  hangs,  a  radiant  halo. 

Round  Mary's  sculptured  face. 
As  she  stands  in  her  altar's  shadow, 

In  calm  and  queenly  grace. 
The  world  and  its  weary  hours, 
And  its  life-long  load  of  care. 
Are  left  without  at  the  portal. 

And  may  not  enter  there  ; 
From  the  thrall  of  life's  dull  bondage 

The  heart  and  the  soul  are  free 
In  this  shrine  of  our  gracious  Lady, 
Saint  Mary's  by  the  Sea ; 


As  long  as  thou  livest,  thou  art  subject  to 
change,  even  against  thy  will,  so  as  to  be  some 
times  joyful,  at  other  times  sad;  now  easy,  now 
troubled;  at  one  time  devout,  at  anotl^er  dry; 
sometimes  fervent,  at  other  times  sluggish;  one 
day  heavy,  another  lighter. 
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The  Meanentcpr  of  the  Sacred  lloart,  a  .loimml  of 

THE  APOSTLESHIP  OP  PEAYEE. 

Graces  obtained  through  the  Intercession  of 
Blessed  Margaiet  Mary. 

It  would  he  verj*  astonishing  if,  at  a  time  when 
the  whole  Church  is  making  every  effort  to  set 
forth  the  praises  of  her  who  has  done  and  suffered 
so  muth  toglorify  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  the  same  most 
generous  Heart  diil  not  contribute  to  enhance  the 
honor  of  His  faithful  servant.  Thus,  those  graces 
of  which  He  is  the  source,  have  flowed  abund- 
antly everywhere  that  the  triumph  of  the  re- 
cently beatified  has  been  celebi-nte<l.  Every- 
where is  the  voi<^e  of  Heaven  joined  to  that  of 
earth  to  proclaim  the  power  of  3Iargaret  Mary. 
It  is  true  that,  in  more  than  one  place,  this  jias- 
sionate  lover  of  the  Cross,  who  during  all  her 
life  sought  only  for  trial.-i.  has  treated  her  sisters 
as  she  would  wish  to  have  l)een  treated  her- 
self The  feasts  of  her  beatific:ition  have  been,  for 
certain  Communities,  the  occasion  of  trials  more 
or  less  painfiil ;  and  we  do  not  doubt  that,  for 
these  Conuuunities,  as  for  the  Blesse<l  Margaret 
Mary  herself,  temporal  tribulations  have  been 
only  the  source  ol  the  most  precious  spiritual 
graces. 

But  in  many  other  places,  and  especially  in 
favor  of  the  faithful  of  secular  estate,  the  protec- 
tion of  the  newly  beatifie<l  has  been  manifest<'d 
in  the  most  remarkable  manner,  by  surprising 
cures  and  conversions.  Some  of  these  graces,  no- 
ticed in  various  circulars  of  the  Visitation,  have 
been  collected  by  a  Religious  o£  that  order,  to 
gratify  the  readers  of  the  Meanengir.  We  beg  her 
to  accept  our  thanks,  an<l  we  doubt  not  that  she 
will  be  rewarded  as  she  deserves,  by  the  results 
which  the  reading  of  them  cannot  fail  to  produce 
in  faithful  hearts.  She  will,  undoubte<lly,  increase 
their  gratitude  toward  the  Heart  of  Jesus  and 
their  confidence  in  the  intercession  of  His  beloved 
spouse. 

Our  readers,  no  doubt,  will  understand  that  in 
laying  before  them  the  recitid  of  these  gnices,  such 
as  we  have  received  it,  we  do  not  pretend  in  any 
way  to  forestall  the  judgment  of  competent  author- 
ity, as  to  their  more  or  less  miraculous  character. 

EXTRACT  FKOM  \  CIUCILAU  OP  TUE  MONASTERY  OK 
GENOA. 

"The  sweet  devoticm  to  the  Heart  of  Jesus 
seems  to  spread  proportionately  to  the  knowledge 
of  our  blessed  sister,  Margjiret  Mary.  Many  vows 
have  been  performed  here  in  thanksgiving  for 
graces  obtained.  Triduums  of  prayer  have  often 
been  asked  of  us ;  on  every  side  we  are  over- 
whelmed with  petitioners  for  the  water  into  which 
the  relics  of  our  beatified  sister  have  been  dipped ; 
and  it  is  with  pious  eagerness  that  the  surround- 
ing population  treasure  up  the  medals,  tracts,  and 
«ket<;hes  of  her  life,  with  which  we  were  provided, 
and  all  of  which  were  soon  distributed.  We  will 
relate  here  the  grace  of  a  conversion,  of  which  we 
learned  the  details  a  few  days  ago.  On  one  of 
the  days  of  the  triduvm,  several  young  persons 
were  standing  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  upon  which 


our  monastery  stand.s.  Seeing  a  multitude  of  per- 
sons coming  toward  them,  tliey  asked  the  reason 
of  such  an  extraordinary  throng,  and  having 
learned  that  they  cjune  to  celel)rate  the  festival  of 
our  beatifie«l,  they  commencvd  to  laugh  ami  joke 
at  the  expen.se  of  those  who  were  hurrying  to  the 
church.  Hut  cme  of  them,  who  had  taken  part  in 
their  impious  discourses,  sud<lenly  felt  so  strong 
an  impulse  to  follow  the  i)ious  throng,  that  he 
couhl  not  resist  it;  so  he  separated  from  his  cf)m- 
pan ions,  approached  and  entered  the  little  chapel, 
where  divine  grace  touche*!  him  so  effectually 
that  he  yielded  and  avowed  himself  van(|uished. 
A  few  moments  were  all  that  tlie  lover  of  the 
Heart  of  Je.sus  needed  to  sulnlue  entirely  tltu  heart 
so  lately  irreligious.  Having  returned  to  his  own 
house,  the  young  man  api)e:ired  quite  a  different 
person — hissi-ntiments  had  changed — his  conduct 
changed  with  them ;  and  now  he  has  no  other 
desire  than  to  give  himself  entirely  to  God.  We 
learned  these  details  from  himself,  for  he  came  to 
us  to  ask  the  help  of  our  prayers,  saying  that  our 
beatified  sister  bad  already  openited  part  of  his 
conversion,  which  he  hope<l  she  would  complete, 
and  that  as  soon  as  the  grace  should  be  entirely 
granted,  he  would  bring  to  our  Bles.se<l  Margaret 
.Mary  a  silver  heart,  in  gratitude  for  this  inappre- 
ciable favor." 

FROM   THE   MONASTERY  OK   MILAN. 

"  Several  persons  have  received,  with  the  image 
and  relic  of^  our  beatified,  graces  for  which  they 
are  desirous  to  return  thanks.  Among  othei's,  a 
young  lady  after  having  re.si.sted  tor  nine  years 
the  strongest  and  most  ])ressing  invitations  of 
those  interested  in  her  salvation,  had  no  sooner 
])ut  on  the  relic  of  the  Blessed  Margaret  Mary 
than  she  re.stilved  to  go  to  confession.  Since  then, 
her  much  more  edifying  conduct,  and  her  changed 
expression  of  countenance,  furnish  the  most  irre- 

i  fragaljle  proofs  of  the  sincerity  of  her  conversion. 

I  She  does  not  suffer  the  means  to  which  she  is  in- 
debted for  tlie.se  benefits,  to  remain  unknown  to 
any  one,  and  her  regenerated  .soul  Ix-ars  witness 
publicly,  and  without  ceasing,  to  the  gratitude 
she  owes  lu-r  i>owerful  l>enef!tctress. 

"A  young  man,  suffering  from  the  gangrene, 
and  tormented  by  such  inten.se  jjain  as  to  draw 
from  him  the  most  piercing  cries,  has  been  sud- 
denly cured  by  the  applicjitiim  of  a  relic  of  the 
beatified  to  the  part  affected,  and,  moreover,  he 
was  not  told  till  afterward  of  the  means  employed 
to  cure  him,  seeing  that  he  was  dis|)oscd  to  noth- 
ing so  little  as  to  trust  in  supernatural  remedies. 
Accrounts  of  conversions  ajul  cures,  which  pfissess 
scmiething  of  the  miraculous,  have  been  transmit- 
ted to  us  fnmi  neighboring  cities,  whither  the 
pious  tokens,  of  which  we  have  spoken  above, 
have  found  their  way,  by  means  of  friendly  per- 
sons who  C3>me  down  to  Milan  for  the  festival.  It 
would  be  too  prolix  to  give  the  details  here" 

FROM  THE  MONASTERY  OK  THONON. 

"3Iiss  Elizjibeth  Plai.sance,  age<l  twelve  years, 
and  living  in  the  little  city  ot  Thonon,  suffered 
for  nearly  three  years  from  a  pain  in  the  left 
shoulder.  In  November,  1801,  the  pain  increasetl 
considerably,  and  the  shoulder,  being  much  swol- 
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len,  was  sometimes  flushed  with  a  color  as  red  as 
blood ;  at  other  times  whitish  and  like  dried 
parchment.  From  January  10th,  1862,  the  head 
of  the  little  sufferer  was  bent  over  as  far  as  her 
breast,  and  subsequently  down  to  her  waist.  The 
shoulder  blade,  entirely  twisted  back,  was  thrust 
out  to  such  a  degr?e  as  to  make  it  surprising  that 
it  did  not  pierce  through  the  flesh.  The  unfortu- 
nate young  lady  could  not  bear  the  slightest  touch 
upon  the  part  affected,  so  much  did  she  suffer.  A 
consultation  of  physicians  was  then  held.  Vio- 
lent remedies  were  ordered  toward  the  middle  of 
January,  producing  so  strange  an  effect  that  the 
])oor  patient  was  out  of  her  mind ;  she  bounded 
about  in  her  bed,  leaping  from  the  head  to  the 
foot,  and  back  from  the  foot  to  the  head.  Her 
stomach  could  not  digest  the  least  nourishment — 
a  fewgrapes  l>rought  on  a  crisis.  At  last  nothing 
remained  bat  frightful  torture  and  continual 
moaning.  Her  doctor,  seeing  her  in  this  state, 
said,  with  anxiety:  'It  is  a  hopeless  case;  she 
will  have  the  lock-jaw;'  and  afterward,  'It  is 
the  lock-jaw.' 

"Aflairs  were  in  this  state  when  Madame  Plais- 
ance,  a  woman  full  of  faith,  came  to  ask  prayers 
for  her  daughter.  Oijr  Mother  Superior  ])rom- 
ised  them  willingly,  and  expressed  the  wish  that 
the  young  patient  should  make  at  the  same  time 
a  novena  to  our  blessed  sister,  Margaret  Mary.  The 
pious  mother  gladly  agreed  to  tliis,  and  also  made 
a  vow  to  visit,  with  her  daughter,  the  toml)  of  tlie 
beatified  as  soon  as  the  cure  should  be  olitained. 
The  novena  was  made  daily  by  the  family  in  com- 
mon, composed  of  the  father,  the  mother,  a  son, 
aged  fourteen,  and  the  little  Elizabeth.  During 
the  novena,  all  remedies,  properly  so-called,  were 
suspended  ;  they  tried,  however,  to  give  the  little 
patient  two  baths,  but  she  could  not  stay  in  them, 
so  severe  were  her  pains. 

"  In  the  couree  of  the  novena,  Elizabeth  had  two 
visions  which  she  related  to  her  mother,  and 
whicli  filled  them  both  with  joy,  causing  them 
finnly  to  believe  in  the  much  desired  cure.  The 
first  time,  Elizabeth  saw  near  her  bed  our  blessed 
sister,  who,  taking  her  by  the  hand,  said  to  her: 
'  You  shall  be  cured  at  the  end  of  the  novena,  but 
your  shoulder  must  remain  a  little  swollen.'  The 
second  time  the  child  saw  the  Blessed  Virgin  first, 
and  afterward  our  beatified.  'We must  cure  this 
little  one,'  said  the  Holy  Virgin  to  the  Blessed 
Margaret  Mary.  '  She  will  be  the  comfort  of  her 
parents.'  Then  approaching  the  bed  of  the  suf- 
ferer, our  beatified  reiterated,  but  this  time  with- 
out restriction,  the  assurance  of  her  sjieedy  cure. 

"  On  Sunday,  February  second,  the  last  day  of 
the  novena,  Elizabeth  being  worse,  her  confessor 
brought  her  the  Holy  Viaticum.  Her  pains  con- 
tinued all  that  day  and  the  following  night,  dur- 
ing which  she  could  take  no  repose.  The  next 
day,  the  third  of  February,  at  the  very  hour  when, 
nine  days  before,  there  had  been  placed  in  her 
hands  a  picture  and  some  articles  whicli  had 
touched  the  body  of  the  beatified,  Elizabeth  arose 
suddenly  and  cried  out,  intoxicated  with  joy  and 
haj)piness,  'I  am  cured.'  Then  falling  on  her 
knees  upon  her  bed,she  returned  thanks  to  her 


benefactress.  At  the  same  moment,  her  brother 
who  had  heard  her,  came  in.  '  You  are  cured,  sis- 
ter,' said  he  ;  '  Is  it  really  true  ?'  and  then,  wild  with 
joy,  he  gave  her  several  hearty  blows  upon  the 
Imck,  even  on  that  shoulder  which  a  few  moments 
before  could  not  have  been  touched  with  the  tip 
of  the  finger  without  making  the  sufferer  shriek 
with  pain ;  but  now  she  felt  no  uneasiness.  Her 
mother  heard  the  noise,  and  hurried  to  help  her 
dear  daughter,  whom  she  expected  to  find  expir- 
ing— 'I  am  cured,  mamma,  I  am  cured ?' 

"  Elizabeth  was  in  fact  radically  cured.  She 
was  able  at  that  very  moment  to  rise,  dress  with- 
out trouble,  and  take  nourishment  from  that 
day  forward,  as  in  perfect  health.  Half  an  hour 
had  scarcely  passed  away  when  the  mother  and 
daughter,  transported  with  happiness,  came  to 
make  us  partakers  of  their  joy  and  thanksgiving. 
'  Even  if  I  should  live  a  hundred  years,'  said  good 
Madame  Plaisance  to  us  '  it  would  not  be  long 
enough  to  thank  our  Lord.'  In  answer  to  our 
question  to  Elizabeth,  as  to  what  passed  in  her  at 
the  moment  of  the  cure,  she  answered  with  charm- 
ing ingenuity :  "I  heard  a  little  gurgling  noise,  like 
that  made  when  one  bottle  is  emptied  into  an- 
other, and  then  I  felt  no  more  pain.' 

"  This  happy  event  took  place  at  twenty  min- 
utes past  seven  in  the  morning,  and  at  nine  o'clock 
Elizabeth,  accompanied  by  her  parents,  assisted 
at  our  conventual  Mass.  She  remained  on  her 
knees  the  whole  time  without  feeling  fatigued. 
Some  months  afterward  she  went  with  her  pious 
mother  to  tlie  tomb  of  our  beatified  sister.  Ro- 
bust health  has  replaced  the  infirm  state  of  Eliza- 
beth, who  has  regained  the  freshness  and  vivacity 
of  youth." 

PROM  THE  MONASTERY  OF  DOLE. 

"  Our  young  sister,  Mary  Amata,  suffered  for 
more  than  two  years  from  an  inward  disease, 
which  our  physician  declared  beyond  the  power 
of  medicine  to  remedy.  This  disease  became  so 
violent,  and  made  such  rapid  progress,  that  before 
Christmas  our  dear  suft'erer  was  brought,  one 
might  say,  to  the  jaws  of  death,  being  scarcely 
able  to  bear  a  few  spoonfuls  of  drink.  Nothing 
remained  to  us  but  the  sad  prospect  of  an  inevit- 
able and  speedy  death.  A  novena  was  com- 
menced to  the  Blessed  Margaret  Mary,  and  on  the 
last  day  our  dear  patient  asked  for  food,  which 
she  was  at  last  able  to  take.  From  that  time  her 
pains  were  less  intense,  the  source  of  the  evil 
seemed  to  have  disappeared,  and'  now  the  cure  is 
completely  effected;  her  strength  is  restored  to 
her,  and  our  beloved  sister  hal)itually  as.sists  at 
the  ciioir  and  other  regular  exercises,  tilling  the 
office  of  second  porter.  F'ull  of  gratitude  to  her 
holy  benefactress,  and,  above  all,  to  the  Heart  of 
Jesus,  our  good  sister  breathes  nothing  but  the 
desire  of  devoting  herself  to  His  glory,  as  far  as 
lies  in  her  power." 

The  Apostleship  imposes  no  other  practice  than  to 
offer  frequently,  at  least  every  morning,  our  prayers, 
our  labors,  and  our  sufferings  for  all  the  intentions 
of  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  which  are  the  Conversion  of 
infidels,  heretics  and  sinners,  the  advancement  of 
the  just,  and  the  triimiph  of  the  Holy  Church. 
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The  Angel's  Story. 

Tlirough  the  blue  and  frosty  heavens 

Christmas  stars  were  shining  bright ! 
Olixtening  lamps  throughout  the  city 

Almost  matched  their  gleaming  light ; 
While  the  winter  snow  was  lying, 

And  the  winter  winds  •^vere  sighing, 

Long  ago,  one  Chrbtmas  night. 
While,  from  every  tower  and  steeple, 

Pealing  bells  were  sounding  clear, 
(Never  with  such  tones  of  gladness, 

Save  when  Christmas  time  is  near,) 
Many  a  one  that  night  was  merry 

Who  had  toiled  through  all  the  year. 
That  night  saw  old  wrongs  forgiven. 

Friends,  long  parted,  reconciled ; 
Voices  all  unused  to  laughter. 

Mournful  eyes  that  rarely  smiled. 
Trembling  hearts  that  feared  the  morrow. 

From  their  anxious  thoughts  beguiled. 

Rich  and  poor  felt  love  and  blessing 

From  the  gracious  season  fall ; 
Joy  and  plenty  in  the  cottage. 

Peace  and  fea.sting  in  the  hall ; 
And  the  voices  of  the  children 

Ringing  clear  above  it  all ! 
Yet  one  house  was  dim  and  darkened  ; 

Gloom,  and  sickness,  and  despair, 
Dwelling  on  the  gilded  chambers. 

Creeping  up  the  marble  stair. 
Even  stilled  the  voice  of  mourning, — 

For  a  child  lay  dying  there. 
Silken  curtains  fell  around  him, 

Velvet  carpets  hu-shed  the  tread. 
Many  costly  toys  were  lying. 

All  unheeded,  by  his  bed ; 
And  his  tangled  golden  ringlets 

Were  on  downy  pillows  8prea<l. 
The  skill  of  that  mighty  city 

To  save  one  little  life  was  vain, — 
One  little  thread  from  being  broken, 
One  fatal  word  from  being  spoken  ;* 

Nay,  his  very  mother's  pain, 
And  the  mighty  love  within  her. 

Could  not  give  him  health  again. 
So  she  knelt  there  still  beside  him, 

She  alone  with  strength  to  smile, 
Promising  that  he  should  suffer 

No  more  in  a  little  while. 
Murmuring  tender  song  and  story 

Weary  hours  to  begtiile. 
Suddenly  an  unseen  presence 

Checked  tho.se  constant  moaning  cries. 
Stilled  the  heart's  quick  fluttering, 

Raised  those  blue  and  wondering  eyes. 
Fixed  on  some  my.sterious  vision, 

With  a  startled  sweet  surprise. 

For  a  radiant  angel  hovered. 

Smiling,  o'er  the  little  bed  ; 
White  his  raiment,  from  his  shoulders 

Snowy  dove  like  pinions  spread, 


And  a  starlikc  light  was  shining 

In  a  glory  round  his  head. 
While,  with  tender  love,  the  angel, 

Ix-aning  o'er  the  little  nest, 
In  his  arms  the  sick  child  folding, 

Laid  him  gently  on  his  breast. 
Sobs  and  wailings  told  tiic  mother 

That  her  darling  was  at  rest. 
So  the  angel,  slowly  rising, 

Spread  his  wings,  and  through  the  air 
Bore  the  child,  and,  while  he  held  him 

To  his  lieart  with  loving  care. 
Placed  a  branch  of  crim.son  roses 

Tenderly  beside  him  there. 
While  the  child,  thus  clinging,  floated 

Toward  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 
Ga/.ing  from  his  shining  guardian 

To  the  flowers  upon  hLs  breast, 
TUus  the  angel  spake,  still  smiling 

On  the  little  heavenly  guest: 
"Know,  dear  little  one,  that  Heaven 

Does  no  earthly  thing  disdain, 
Man's  poor  joys  And  there  an  echo 

Just  as  surely  as  his  pain  ; 
Love,  on  earth  so  feebly  striving. 

Lives  divine  in  Heaven  again  ! 
"  Once  in  that  great  town  below  us. 

In  a  poor  and  narrow  street. 
Dwelt  a  little  sickly  orphan  ; 

Gentle  aid,  or  pity  sweet. 
Never  in  life's  rugged  pathway 

Guided  his  poor  tottering  feet. 
"All  the  striving  anxious  forethought 

That  should  only  come  with  age, 
Weighe<l  upon  his  baby  spirit, 

Showed  him  soon  life's  sternest  page; 
Grim  Want  was  his  nurse,  and  Sorrow 

Was  his  only  heritage. 
"All  too  weak  for  childish  pastimes, 

Drearily  the  hours  sped; 
On  his  hands  so  small  and  trembling 

Leaning  his  poor  aching  head. 
Or,  througli  dark  and  painful  hours. 

Lying  sleepless  on  his  bed. 
"  Dreaming  strange  and  longing  fancies 

Of  cool  forests  far  away; 
And  of  rosy,  happy  children, 

Ijjiughing  merrily  at  play. 
Coming  home  through  green  lanes,  bearing 

Trailing  Ixiughs  of  blooming  May. 
"Srarce  a  glimpse  of  azure  heaven 

Gleamed  aixjve  that  narrow  street. 
And  the  sultry  air  of  summer 

(That  you  rail  so  warm  and  sweet) 
Fevered  the  poor  orphan,  flwelling 

In  the  crowded  alley's  heat. 
"  One  bright  day,  with  feeble  footsteps, 

Slowly  forth  he  tried  to  crawl. 
Through  the  crowded  city's  pathways, 

Till  he  reached  a  garden-wall. 
Where  'mid  princely  halls  and  mansions 

Stood  the  lordliest  of  all. 


"  There  were  trees  with  giant  branches, 
Velvet  glades  where  shadows  hide ; 
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There  were  sparkling  fountains  glancing, 

Flowers,  which  in  luxuriant  pride 
Even  wafted  l)reaths  of  perfume 

To  the  child  who  stood  outside. 
"  He  against  the  gate  of  iron  • 

Pressed  his  wan  and  wistful  face, 
Gazing  with  an  awe-struck  pleasure 

At  the  glories  of  the  place ; 
Never  had  his  brightest  day-dream 

Shone  with  half  such  wondrous  grace. 
"  You  were  playing  in  that  garden. 

Throwing  blossoms  in  the  air, 
Laughing  when  the  petals  floated 

Downward  on  your  golden  hair ; 
And  the  fond  eyes  watching  o'er  you. 
And  the  splendor  spread  Ix'fore  you, 

Told  a  house's  hope  was  there. 
"  When  your  servants,  tired  of  seeing 

Such  a  face  of  want  and  woe. 
Turning  to  the  ragged  orphan, 

Gave"  him  coin  and  bade  him  go, 
Down  his  cheeks  so  thin  and  wasted 

Bitter  tears  began  to  flow. 
"But  that  look  of  childish  sorrow 

On  your  tender  child-heart  fell, 
And  you  plucked  the  reddest  roses 

From  the  tree  you  loved  so  well, 
Passed  them  through  the  stern  cold  grating, 

Gently  bidding  liim  'Farewell !' 
"  Dazzled  by  the  fragrant  treasure. 

And  the  gentle  voice  he  heard, 
In  the  poor  forlorn  lioy's  spirit, 

Joy,  the  sleeping  Seraph,  stirred  ; 
In  his  hand  he  took  the  flowers, 

In  his  heart  the  loving  word. 
"  So  he  crept  to  his  poor  garret ; 

Poor  no  more,  but  rich  and  l)right, 
For  the  holy  dreams  of  childhoorl — 

Love,  and  Kest,  and  Hope,  and  Light — 
Floated  round  the  orphan's  pillow 

Through  the  starry  summer  night. 

"  Day  dawned,  yet  the  visions  lasted ; 

All  too  weak  to  rise  he  lay ; 
Did  he  dream  that  none  spake  harshly, — 

All  were  strangely  kind  that  day  ? 
Surely  then  his  treasured  roses 

Must  have  charmed  all  ills  away. 

"  And  he  smiled,  though  they  were  fading ; 

One  by  one  their  leaves  were  shed  ; 
'Such  bright  things  could  never  perish, 

They  would  bloom  again,'  he  said. 
When  the  next  day's  sun  had  risen 

Child  and  flowers  both  were  dead. 

"  Know,  dear  little  one !  our  Father 

Will  no  gentle  deed  disdain  : 
Love  on  the  cold  earth  beginning 

Lives  divine  in  Heaven  again. 
While  the  angel  hearts  that  beat  there 

Still  all  tender  thoughts  retain." 

So  the  angel  ceased,  and  gently 

O'er  his  little  burthen  leant ; 
While  the  child  gazed  from  the  shining, 

Loving  eyes  that  o'er  him  bent, 


To  the  blooming  roses  by  him. 
Wondering  what  that  mystery  meant. 

Thus  the  radiant  angel  answered, 
And  with  tender  meaning  smiled : 

"Ere  your  childlike,  loving  spirit, 
Sin  and  the  hard  world  defiled, 

God  has  given  me  leave  to  seek  you, — 
I  was  once  that  little  child!" 


In  the  church-yard  of  that  city 
Rose  a  tomb  of  marble  rare. 

Decked,  as  soon  as  Spring  awakened, 
With  her  buds  and  bloasoms  fair, — 

And  a  humble  grave  beside  it, — 
No  one  knew  who  rested  there. 


The  Accusing  Birds. 

Murder  is  so  great  a  crime  that  God  almost 
always  ordains  it  so,  that  the  wretches  who  com- 
mit it  are  discovered  and  punished,  even  in  this 
life.  There  are  some  curious  stories  told  on  that 
subject ;  here  is  a  very  extraordinary  one.  Saint 
Meinrad  was  a  young  lord  of  Suabia,  in  Germanj^ ; 
in  the  flower  of  his  years  he  left  his  illustrious 
family,  to  commune  with  God  in  solitude.  The 
night  often  surprised  him  attentively  reading 
the  Sacred  Scriptures — an  old  manuscript  copy, 
with  golden  clasps,  which  had  come  down  to  him 
from  his  fathers;  often,  too,  he  meditated  on 
the  virtues,  the  holiness,  the  goodness,  and  the 
miracles  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  He  made  his 
vows  in  the  Abbey  of  Reichenau,  situate  in  the 
Duchy  of  Baden,  and  he  afterwards  left  it  to 
take  up  his  abode  in  a  little  hennitage,  on  the 
summit  of  Mount  Etzel.  There  he  sjjent  seven 
years ;  but  the  odor  of  his  virtues  reached  the 
depth  of  the  valleys.  At  first  shepherds  and 
wood-cutters  came  to  him,  then  loixls,  then  noble 
ladies,  then,  at  last,  a  multitude  of  people.  This 
homage  was  a  torment  to  the  holy  hermit,  who 
loved  only  meditation,  humility,  and  the  soli- 
tude of  the  woods.  Hence  it  was  that  he  secretly 
quitted  his  hermitage,  taking  nothing  with  him 
Init  the  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin — the  only 
ornament  of  his  little  chapel — and  took  refuge  in 
Switzerland,  in  a  forest  of  the  Canton  Schwitz, 
which  bore  the  charaeteristc  name  of  the  Black 
or  Dark  Forest.  He  there  spent  peaceful  and 
happy  days,  and  would  have  reached  a  good  old 
age,  if  he  had  not  been  murdered  at  the  end  of 
thirty-two  years  by  robbers,  with  whom  he  had 
had  the  charity  to  share  the  linij)id  water  of  his 
spring,  and  the  wild  fruits  of  his  forest.  But 
God  did  not  permit  this  atrocious  crime  to  re- 
main unknown.  The  murderers  had  been  seen 
by  no  one,  but  they  were  betrayed  by  two  crows, 
who  harrassed  them  continually,  even  in  Zurich. 
They  followed  them  everywhere  with  incredible 
fury ;  they  penetrated  even  into  the  city,  made 
their  way  through  the  windows  of  the  inn  where 
the  murderers  had  taken  refuge,  and  never  left 
them  till  they  were  arrested.  The  rtiffians  then 
confessed  their  crime,  and  suffered  the  extreme 
penalty  of  the  law. 
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THE  DIVINE  MATEENITY  OF  MAEY. 

The  Divine  Maternity  !  Wliat  shall  wc  say  to 
the  readers  of  the  Avk  Maria  on  a  subject  so 
beautiful,  so  rich,  so  dear  to  all,  and  yet  so  dilR- 
cult  properly  to  explain*  The  Saints  and  Doc- 
tors of  the  Church,  who  best  understood  it,  would 
appear,  one  and  all,  to  have  extiggerated,  and  yet  one 
is  at  a  loss  how  to  give  even  a  faint  idea  of  its  sub- 
limity, in  words  less  comprehensive.  "  To  be 
Mother  of  God  is  a  dignity  next  to  that  of  being 
God  :"  "  Slary  could  not  be  more  united  to  God 
than  she  was,  without  being  God."  Such  is,  in 
substance,  the  language  of  the  school.  Hence 
this  lx)ld  declaration  of  Bossuet,  commenting  on 
these  words  of  the  Gospel,  Maria  de  qua  natim 
eM,  JiHUt:  ("Mary  of  whom  .lesus  was  bom:") 
"  When  men  wish  to  praise,"  said  the  gnjat  ora- 
tor, "  they  multiply  words  and  say  but  little  ;  but 
when  the  Holy  Gho.st  wishes  to  make  the  eulo- 
gium  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  in  one  word  He  com- 
pletes it ;  and  such  is  the  perfection  of  the  tableau 
that  nothing  can  ever  bo  added  to  it :  Maria  de 
qua  juttus  eM  Jt^iis."  No  wonder  that  where  (Jod 
Himself  tinds  tlie  limit  of  His  power,  man  should 
find  the  limit  of  his  language.  God  couldcreate 
a  greater  world,  a  greater  Heaven,  but  could  not 
exalt  a  creature  to  greater  excellence'  than  by 
mnking  her  His  motlier. 

During  the  next  six  weeks  the  hearts  of  the 
faithful  prepare  with  holy,  grateful  thoughts, 
worthily  to  commemorate  the  Mativity  of  the  Son 
of  the  Eternal  Father,  which  they  could  not,  even 
if  they  would,  separate  from  the  Divine  Maternity 
of  this  Mother.  Father  Falwr,  whose  words  are 
theology  clothed  in  strains  of  heavenly  poetry, 
tells  us  that  nearest  to  the  throne  of  God,  "sits  a 
Virgin  Mother." 

The  Word  in  the  Father's  bosom  was  to  find  a 
home  on  earth,  and  "  the  glorious,  adorable  and 
eternal  Word,  in  the  ample  range  of  His  unre- 
stricted choice,  predestined  the  bosom  of  Mary  to 
be  His  created  home,  and  fashioned,  with  well 
plea.sed  love,  the  Immaculate  Heart  which  was  to 
tenant  it  with  Himself  O  Mary !  O  marvelous, 
mystical  creature !  O  resplendent  mote,  lost  al- 
most to  view  in  the  upper  light  of  the  supernal 
fountains!  who  can  sufficiently  abase  himself  be- 
fore thee,  and  weep  for  the  want  of  love  to  love 
thee  rightly,  in  thy  wontlerful  prerogative  of  the 
Divine  Maternity?  There  were  no  creatures  to 
sing  anthems  in  Hraven  when  that  choice  was 
made.  No  angelic  thunders  of  song  rolled  round 
the  throne  in  oceans  of  melodious  sound,  when 


the  Word  decreed  that  primal  object  of  His  ador- 
able predilection.  No  creations  of  almost  divine 
intelligence  were  there  to  shroud  their  faces  with 
their  wings,  and  brood  in  self-abasing  silence  on 
the  beauty  of  that  created  home  of  their  Creator. 
There  was  only  the  silent  song  of  God's  own  awful 
life,  and  the  eternal,  voiceless  thunder  of  His  good 
pleasure." 

To  be  the  Mother  of  the  Son,  with  all  the  im- 
mense realities  of  such  a  Maternity,  Mary  was 
created.  She  was  a  mother,  in  the  language  of 
theology's  poet,  "fitted  to  mini.ster  to  that  mar- 
velous Body  out  of  her  own  heart's  bK)od,  and  to 
be  herself  for  months  the  tabernacle  of  that  most 
Heavenly  Soul.  All  God's  works  are  in  propor- 
tion. When  He  appoints  to  an  office,  His  appoint- 
ment is  marked  by  extreme  fitness.  He  elevates 
nature  to  His  own  purposes.  He  enables  it  to  com- 
pass the  most  supernatural  destinies  by  filling  it 
with  the  most  incredible  graces.  There  was  no 
accident  about  His  choice  of  Mary.  She  was  not 
merely  the  holiest  of  living  women  on  earth  at 
the  time  when  He  resolved  to  come ;  she  was  not 
a  mere  instrument  for  the  pa-ssing  necessity  of  the 
hour,  to  be  used  and  fiung  aside,  and  lie  indistin- 
guishable in  the  crowd,  when  her  use  was  gone. 
This  is  not  God's  way.  He  does  not  deal  thus 
with  the  least  of  His  elect.  His  whole  revelation 
of  Himself  renders  such  a  supposition  as  impossi- 
ble as  it  would  be  profane.  There  is  nothing  ac- 
cidental or  of  mere  ornament  in  the  works  of  the 
Most  High.  His  operations  have  no  excrescences, 
no  extrinsic  appendages.  God  does  not  use  His 
creatures.  They  enter  into  His  purposes,  and  are 
an  integral  part  of  them ;  and  every  part  of  a  di- 
vine work  is  one  of  that  work's  perfef^tions.  This 
is  a  characteristic  of  divine  working,  that  every 
thing  alx)Ut  it  is  a  special  perfection.  Mary  thus 
lies  high  up  in  the  very  fountain  head  of  creation. 
She  was  the  choice  of  God  Himself,  and  He  chose 
her  to  be  His  Mother." 

To  the  exquisite  poetry  of  Fabcr  we  add  the 
clear  philosophical  disquisitions  of  Nicolas  on  this 
glory  of  all  humanity,  the  Divine  Maternity.  In 
the  "New  Philosophical  Studies"  he  says:  "Her 
Divine  Maternity  is  not  an  event,  a  mere  quality : 
it  is  her  constitution,  her  very  being.  She  it 
Mother  of  God  as  men  are  men,  angels  are  angels, 
and  as  Cherubim  are  distinct  from  Seraphim.  She 
makes  a  single  hierarchy — an  order  apart,  surpass- 
ing all  the  others." 

Undoubtedly  she  belongs  to  our  human  nature ; 
she  is  (»ur  sister.  God  f<irhid  that  we  should  dis- 
own or  forget  this.     She  belongs  to  our  nature  aa 
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that  nature  belongs  to  the  slime  of  the  earth  out 
of  which  God  formed  the  first  Adam ;  and  in  order 
that  she  herself  should  become  the  holy  virgin 
earth  of  which  Qod  formed  tlie  sacred  body  of 
her  Divine  Son,  she  was  as  much  elevated,  by  the 
power  of  God,  above  the  flesh  and  blood  of  man, 
as  man  in  his  innocence  was  above  the  slime  from 
which  God  drew  him. 

By  the  Incarnation  she  became  "Virgin  Mother, 
and  Mother  of  God.  What  union,  what  wonder- 
ful intimacy  does  not  this  Maternity  establish 
between  Mary  and  God,  since  it  is  the  union  of  the 
mother  with  her  offspring  living  in  her  womb, 
and  of  her  womb,  a  part  of  herself!  The  same 
blood  circulated  in  Mary  for  herself  and  for  Jesus, 
the  same  heart  caused  its  pulsations,  the  same 
breath  warmed  it ;  in  fine,  as  Saint  Augustin  says, 
it  was  the  flesh  of  Mary  and  of  Jesus — Caro  Chrisii, 
caro  Maria. 

What  is  true  of  all  mothers,  was  in  Mary  carried, 
in  this  astonishing  union,  to  a  degree  which  leaves 
all  others  far  behind  it ;  because  her  virginal  sub- 
stance shared  with  no  other  this  union  with  her 
offspring,  and  because  the  virtue  and  operation  by 
which  she  conceived,  were  as  divine  as  the  Fruit 
itself.  We  do  not  infer  that  this  union  was  as 
strict  as  that  which  united  the  flesh  of  Jesus  with 
his  Divinity ;  it  was  not  an  hypostatic  or  personal 
union,  or  else  Mary  would  have  been  God,  as  lier 
Son  was,  which  is  inadmissible.  But  with  what 
divinity  must  not  this  flesh  of  Mary,  which  be- 
dewed and  perfumed  the  blood  of  a  God,  have 
been  impregnated,  if  I  dare  so  speak ! 

Let  us  not  be  astonished  nor  alarmed  at  so  close 
a  relation  between  Mary  and  God — we  Catholics, 
to  whom  it  is  given  to  assimilate  to  ourselves,  in 
the  Sacrament  of  the  Eucharist,  this  same  divine 
flesh,  and  to  be  able  to  say,  with  the  Apostle,  I 
live,  note  not  I,  hat  Jesus  Christ  liveth  in  me. 

In  Mary  this  union  was  more  wonderful,  since 
it  was  natural  as  well  as  supernatural.  And  since 
Mary  gave  the  life  of  nature  to  this  flesh  of  the 
Word  from  whom  she  received  the  life  of  grace, 
to  determine  this  marvelous  connection,  we  may 
say  wuth  the  Angel  of  the  Sbhool,  that  INIary  had 
a  consanguinity  with  Christ  as  man,  and  an  affinity 
with  Christ  as  God,  and  that  by  the  operation  of 
this  blessed  Maternity  she  bordered  on  the  Divin- 
ity : — Elk  confinait  ct  la  Divinite — Propria  opera- 
tione  attigitfims  Divinitatis. 

Saint  Bonaventure  feared  not  to  avow  that  the 
quality  of  Mother  of  God  was  the  last  effort  of 
the  Divine  omnipotence,  and  consequently  that  it 
is  infinite,  since  it  exhausts,  in  some  manner,  the 
power  of  God.  And  Saint  Thomas  supports  this 
opinion,  by  the  words  of  the  Angel  to  Mary,  that 
the  virtue  of  the  Most  High  should  overshadow 
her,  and  explains  it  in  this  manner :  "  Every 
power  has  its  sphere,  which  is  the  term  and  the 
greatest  extent  of  its  operation,  and  the  Virtue  is 
the  last  effort  of  a  power.  Consequently  the 
Angel,  in  saying  that  this  mystery  would  be  the 
work  of  the  Virtue  of  the  Most  High,  gives  us  to 
understand  that  God  would  here  use  all  His  force,  as 
the  Virgin  says,  'with  all  the  might  of  His  arm.'  " 

We  are  not  sufficiently  penetrated  with  this 


truth,  because  in  comparing  Mary  with  ordinary 
mothers,  we  represent  to  ourselves  this  quality  of 
Mother  of  God  in  her  as  exterior  and  something 
accidental,  and  not  as  inherent  in  her  person; 
while  in  reality  it  has  its  seat  in  her  moral  being, 
whence  it  influences  her  physical  nature.  Mary 
conceived  the  Word  in  her  womb ;  but  this  con- 
ception was  the  effect  of  a  plenitude  of  graces 
and  the  operation  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in  her  soul, 
w^hich  made  of  her  a  tabernacle  and  a  sanctuary. 

We  may  say  that  a  woman  is  not  more  estima- 
ble in  herself  because  she  has  given  birth  to  a 
great  personage ;  that  this  gives  her  no  increase 
of  virtue  and  true  perfection ;  that  it  is  a  transi- 
tory honor  which  passes  with  her  death  and  that 
of  the  son  which  she  brought  forth  ;  but  the 
dignity  of  Mother  of  God  in  Mary  is  her  sanctifi- 
cation,  it  is  the  grace  that  elevates  her  far  above 
all  the  angels,  the  grace  in  which  she  has  been 
predestined,  created  and  conceived  to  this  great 
end :  it  is  her  Person  itself. 

Mary  must  be  considered  in  her  dignity  of 
Mother  of  God,  as  all  the  just  are  regarded  in  the 
quality  of  Children  of  God,  since  it  is  this  quality 
of  child  of  God  which  has  been  elevated  in  her 
even  to  the  hights  of  grace,  even  to  the  sublime 
dignity  of  Mother  of  God.  In  the  case  of  the 
first,  the  quality  of  child  of  God  is  not  merely 
the  result  of  the  will  of  God  to  give  them  His 
kingdom  without  placing  any  thing  in  them ;  no, 
this  dignity  which  the  grace  of  adoption  gives 
them  is  inherent  in  the  soul.  Consequently  the 
dignity  and  grace  of  Mother  of  God  is  a  personal 
and  permanent  thing  in  Mary,  uniting  her  to  God 
by  the  most  intimate  bond  that  can  possibly  be 
imagined,  making,  on  this  rare  creature,  a  divine 
and  eternal  impression. 

Whether,  then,  we  consider  Mary  at  the  instant 
of  her  Maternity,  or  carrying  the  Word  within 
hpr  womb,  she  is  with  God  in  that  astounding 
union  in  which  we  find  the  beating  of  one  heart, 
and  the  breathing  of  but  one  breath.  We  must 
not  believe  that  this  union  Avas  relaxed  at  His 
birth,  nor  while  this  God  lived  His  individual, 
human,  evangelical  and  glorious  life.  No;  this 
union  has  ever  remained  on  the  earth  and  in 
Heaven,  equally  close  as  it  had  been  in  the  womb 
of  Mary.  It  was  even  closer  by  Mary's  increase 
of  graces  and  merits,  until  the  day  of  her  Assump- 
tion, when  it  was  consummated  and  crowned  for 
eternity. 

We  may  compare  the  state  of  Mary  as  Mother 
of  God  to  that  of  the  Saviour  as  Man-God.  As 
Jesus,  the  source  and  plenitude  of  grace,  incarnate 
grace  itself,  was  so  completely  filled  with  it,  ac- 
cording to  His  humanity,  that  he  always  acted  in 
this  order,  without  ever  leaving  it,  in  like  man- 
ner, Mary  so  completely  possessed  the  grace  of 
Mother  of  God,  that  she  always  acted  in  this  or- 
der, without  over  departing  from  it ;  and  as  all 
the  human  actions  and  affections  of  Jesus  were 
divine,  being  of  a  value  equil  to  God,  who  per- 
formed them  in  Him,  so  all  those  of  the  Virgin 
were  proportioned  to  the  grace  of  Mother  of  God, 
whence  they  took  their  origlii,  and  which  filled 
her  soul 
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This  analogy  (preserving  all  due  pmj)ortion)  is 
rigorous.  It  hiis  its  principle  in  the  chain  of  pre- 
destination which  united  Mary  to  Jesus  in  theac- 
annplishment  of  God's  de>«ign.  *iUiis  unique  de- 
sign, called  l)y  the  Fathers  tUe  greut  affair  of  all 
ayen,  Negotium  lutculorum  omnium,  because  it  was 
the  thought  ami  dcaire  of  all  nations  that  pre- 
ceded it,  and  the  happiness  of  thase  which  suc- 
ceeded it,  is  the  Incarnation;  it  is  Jesus  Christ. 

Now,  without  speaking  of  the  Holy  Spirit  who 
operated  this  mysterj-,we  may  say  there  were  but 
two  persons  who  entered  into  the  formation  of 
the  Man-God :  nevertheless  as  the  design  of  God 
was  to  make  His  Son,  not  only  man,  but  son  of 
man  and  child  of  the  Virgin.  He  willed  that 
the  holy  person  of  Mary  sliould  also  enter  into 
the  decree  of  the  Incarnation.  And  as  He  ele- 
vated created  naturf  to  the  highest  point  of  ct)m- 
munication  that  this  nature  could  have  with  tlie 
uncreated  Being,  by  making  a  Man-God ;  it  was 
also  His  will  to  establish  in  Mary  the  most  sub- 
lime union  to  which  a  created  being  could  reach, 
with  iu  God ;  making  of  this  created  being — a 
M>(her  of'  God. 

We  should,  then,  see  in  Mary,  Mother  of  God, 
a  sacred  object,  which  all  ages  contemplated  and 
revered  as  the  center  of  benediction  of  the  Old 
and  the  New  Law ;  as  the  center  where  rested  the 
ancient  Patriarchs  by  a  fecundity  founded  on  the 
counsel  of  God,  the  center  to  which  all  Christians 
ascend  and  belong  by  the  privilege  which  they 
enjoy  of  being  children  of  God. 

And  as  we  must  acknowledge  that  the  ancients 
in  their  way  reached  Jesus  Christ  only  through 
His  mo-'L  h  tly  Mother,  who  alone  of  their  seed  bore 
this  most  ble-ssed  fruit,  so  we  also,  in  our  way, 
cannot  reach  Him  save  by  a  particular  depend- 
ence on  her  divine  Maternity,  since  we  ar^v^hil- 
dren  of  God  only  by  incorporation  in  the  hu- 
manity, which  .she  g.ave  His  only  Sou. 

Such  is  the  fundamental  truth  which  unites  by 
an  indissoluble  bond  our  devotion  toward  Mary 
to  the  worship  we  give  to  Jesus,  and  ujust  dedi- 
cate us  wholly  and  entirely  to  the  Son  and  the 
Mother. 

In  tl  0  annals  of  the  primitive  Christians,  we 
read,  that  the  Greeks,  so  ardent  in  their  dev«)tion 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  never  placed  crowns  of 
gold,  diamonds  or  precious  stones  upon  her  im- 
ages, but  they  .vrote  on  the  forehead  in  letters  of 
gold  the  one  word — Tlieotokoa — Motiikk  of  God. 


Mother  of  GJod!  Her  place  .shall  be, 
Above  all  creatures  next  the  Diety. 
His  praises  first  the  tuneful  choirs  employ, 
"Thy  throne  O  God  I  is  filled  with  endless  jny. 
Thy  government  and  glory  near  shall  cease, 
Almighty  God  the  S<m,  true  Prince  of  Peace! 
Hail  Virgin  Mother  of  our  Sovereign  King! 
The  nine  angelic  choirs  now  softer  sing, 
While  the  triumphant  Church  re-ecb«H.'s,  then 
Hail  thou  most  tender  Mother  to  all  men! 
If  when  on  earth,  thy  supplication  made 
Thy  Son  to  yield,  what  He  had  erst  delayed  ; 
Oh  what  will  He  not  grant  when  thou  dost  stand, 
The  sinners  advocate,  at  His  right  hand? 


SAINr-WOESHIP. 

I  have  shown  that  it  is  not  only  meet  and 
proper  to  worship  God  in  His  Saints,  bat  also  to 
worship  the  Saints  themselves  for  such  p-Tsmal 
merits  or  worth  as  they  have  acquired  by  their 
voluntary  concurrence  with  the  divine  action  in 
nature  and  grace.  I  intended  to  proceed  directly 
in  the  present  article  to  consider  what  is  the 
actual  worship  which  we  render  to  the  Saints, 
but  I  must  prove  to  my  readers  that  the  principle 
of  Saint-worship  is  held  even  by  people  who 
accept  not  the  Church. 

The  principle  of  Saint-worship  is,  that  Saints 
have  merit,  and  merit  is  to  be  honored  wherever 
it  exists, — a  brcxid,  and,  in  some  sense,  a  demo- 
cratic principle,  in  that  it  overlooks  all  the  fac- 
titious distinctions  of  birth,  race,  rank,  wealth, 
or  position,  and  to  fix  the  regard  on  real  moral 
worth.  The  Church  has  canonized  kings,  nobles, 
military  officers  of  high  rank,  private  soldiers, 
humble  shepherds,  poor  peasants,  and  day-labor- 
ers. Mary  is  not  worshiped  as  a  Saint  becau.He 
she  was  of  the  royal  line  of  David,  but  for  her 
personal  worth — her  real  worth,  acquired  by  her 
uniform  concurrence  with  divine  grace;  and  if 
more  honored  than  any  other  Saint,  it  is  so  be- 
cause her  merits  are  greater,  as  well  as  closer  her 
connection  with  the  salvation  of  man. 

I  hojje  some  day  to  point  out  to  the  readers  of 
the  Ave  M.Kiu.»,t'he  peculiar  merits  of  our  Blessed 
Lady,  and  to  show  wherefore  she  is  really,  as  the 
Church  calls  her,  the  Queen  of  all  Saints.  In  no 
way  can  we  better  h-arn  what  are  the  virtues  most 
precious  in  the  eyes  of  the  Church,  than  by  meditat- 
ing on  those  of  Mary,  and  in  no  way  can  we  better 
aid  our  own  spiritual  progress.  In  meditating 
on  her  distinctive  virtues  we  may,  perhaps,  learn 
why  the  Church,  from  the  earliest  ages,  has  taken 
so  much  care  to  encourage  her  worship,  and  uni- 
formly treats  with  special  indulgence  those  who 
prove  themselves  her  devoted  clients.  But  this 
enters  not  into  my  present  plan,  which  is  con- 
fined to  the  nature,  ground,  and  character  of 
Saint-worship  in  genial. 

I  have  defended  m  justified  the  worship  of 
the  Saints  by  .showing  that  God  has  created  them 
second  causes,  and  CHj)al)le  of  concurring  by  their* 
own  free  will  with  His  divine  action,  and,*  there- 
fore, by  the  assistance  of  His  grace,  of  accjuiring 
merit.  Tiie  Saints  are  they  who  have  well  mer- 
ited, and  it  would  lie  unjust  not  to  acknowledge 
it,  and  to  render  them  the  honor  that  is  their  due. 

The  principle  of  Saint-worship  is  admitted, 
and  the  worship,  to  some  extent,  is  practically 
rendered,  even  by  those  who  pretend  that  the 
Saint  worship  practised  by  Catholics  is  idolatry 
and  superstition.  All  ages  and  nations  practise, 
in  some  form  and  in  some  degree,  what  Carlyle 
calls  hero-worship,  and  in  which.' in  his  quaint 
way  he  tells  us,  there  is  a  moral  fitness  and  a 
profound  philosophy.  No  small  part  of  the  re- 
ligion of  the  ancient  Gentiles  consisted  in  hero- 
worship.  No  doubt  the  Gentiles  often  honored  in 
their  heroes  and  great  men  what  were  really  no 
virtues,  and  with  honors  which  should  never  be 
paid  to  a  creature ;   but  so  far  as  they  honored 
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human  virtue,  or  intended  to  honor  it,  they  rec- 
ognized the  fundamental  principle  on  which  our 
Saint-worship  rests,  and  diflfered  from  us  only  in 
its  development  and  application. 

The  modern  Gentiles,  or  non-Catholic  world, 
are  further  gone  than  were  the  ancients,  and  are 
less  loyal,  less  sound  in  principle,  and  less  ready 
to  recognize  real  worth  and  render  it  the  honor 
it  merits.  The  ancients  had  right  principles, 
right  feelings,  and  were  less  diy  and  hard  than 
the  moderns,  less  self-sufficient,  less  egotistical, 
and  more  generous  in  their  feelings.  They,  no 
doubt,  obscured  and  even  perverted,  what  was 
good  in  them  by  tlieir  Pantheistic  error,  but  the 
general  prevalence  among  them  of  hero-worship 
proves  that  there  was  still  some  freshness  left  in 
their  nature.  God  lives  and  reigns,  though 
men  fail  to  recognize  Him  in  the  theories,  and 
is  active  in  human  nature,  though  they  deny,  or 
attempt  to  explain  away  His  existence.  If  God 
did  not  exist,  and  as  Creator,  there  would  and 
could  be  no  one  to  deny  or  confound  Him  with 
nature. 

Yet  even  our  modern  Gentiles  are  not  wholly 
insensible  to  the  principles  of  Saint-worship, 
and  do,  in  their  own  way,  develop  and  apply  it 
in  practice.  Did  not  our  Protestant  countrymen 
write  to  honor  the  memory  of  the  late  President 
Lincoln,  and  almost  fell  into  the  old  Gentile 
error  of  divinizing  him,  by  calling  him,  as  many 
of  them  did,  a  second  Messiah,  that  is,  God  made 
flesh?  Do  they  not  honor,  and  justly,  the  mili- 
tary merits  of  Grant,  Sherman,  Rosecrans,  Sheri- 
dan, and  hundreds  of  others  who  proved  them- 
selves brave  and  successful  commanders  of  armies, 
corps,  divisions,  brigades,  or  regiments  ?  What 
is  the  principle  of  this  honor  ?  It  is  the  principle 
of  human  worth,  of  human  merit,  and  far  gone 
is  the  nation  that  fails  to  recognize  and  honor 
worth  in  its  servants.  Every  nation,  not  lost  to 
all  sense  of  virtue,  honors,  in  some  form,  its  great 
men.  How  many  American  parents  have  named 
their  children  George  Washington,  John  Adams, 
Thomas  Jefferson,  James  Madison,  Andrew  Jack- 
son; and  how  many  coimties,  towns,  cities,  vil- 
lages, and  city  streets  in  our  country  have  the 
name  of  Washington,  Adams,  Jefferson,  Madison, 
Monroe,  Webster,  Calhoun,  Van  Buren,  Lincoln, 
«fec.,  just  as,  in  Catholic  countries,  they  have  the 
names  of  Saints  ? 

All  this  shows  that  the  principle  of  Saint-wor- 
ship is  active  in  the  hearts  of  non-Catholic  Amer- 
icans, and,  I  need  not  say,  is  a  principle  that  does 
honor  to  human  nature. 

But  this  is  natural,  and  there  is  nothing  religious 
in  it,  while  the  worship  Catholics  render  their 
Saints  is  strictly  a  religious  worship.  But  I  am 
not  so  sure  that  there  is  nothing  religious  in  the 
worship  our  countrymen  pay  to  their  heroes  and 
great  men.  It  is,  indeed,  civil  worship  or  honor, 
but  civil  honor  is  at  bottom  no  more  distinct  from 
religious  honor,  if  we  take  the  term  religions  in 
its  broadest  sense,  than  civil  duty  is  distinct  from 
religious  duty;  All  duty  is  duty  to  God ;  and  the 
basis,  the  fundamental  principle  of  the  civil  order 
is  precisely  that  of  the  religious  order.    All  true 


civil  or  political  principles  have  their  ground  and 
origin  in  theological  principles,  and  through  the 
medium  of  the  creative  act  are  joined  to  God. 

We  live,  and  move,  and  have  our  being  in  God, 
and  God  by  His  creative  act  is  in  us,  in  all  our 
thoughts,  words,  and  deeds,  for  without  Him  we 
are  nothing,  and  can  do  nothing.  The  funda- 
mental principle  of  all  human  activity  in  all  orders 
is  one  and  the^pame.  Hence  the  theologians  tell 
us,  grace  supposes  nature,  and  it  is  a  Protestant 
error  to  hold  that  grace  supersedes  nature,  or  that 
in  the  just  only  grace  acts,  as  I  have  heretofore 
shown.  Grace  takes  away  no  natural  faculty  and 
adds  none ;  it  simply  elevates  to  a  new  plane  our 
natural  faculties,  and  gives  them  a  new  power  and 
direction,  as  we  are  taught  by  the  Church,  in  her 
doctrine  that  our  free  will  concurs  in  the  work  of 
conversion.  In  conversion,  in  justification,  in 
spiritual  progress,  human  nature  acts  and  must 
act,  and  on  this  fact  we  have  grounded  the  possi- 
bility of  human  merit.  Nature  is  not  sufficient 
for  herself,  is  not  complete  in  herself,  for  slie  has 
in  herself  neither  her  first  beginning  nor  her  last 
end,  and  therefore  it  is  that  all  natural  good  is 
imperfect  good.  But  all  Catholic  theologians 
teach  that,  as  far  as  real,  it  is  good,  and  hence  the 
proposition  that  "all  the  works  of  infidels  are 
sins,"  is  a  condemned  proposition. 

Now,  as  man  exists  and  acts  only  by  virtue  of 
the  creative  act  of  God,  all  his  actions,  in  some 
sense,  pertain  to  the  religious  order,  as  being  done 
by  virtue  of  the  principle  which  is  the  principle 
of  religion  itself.  Whatever  action  is  right  in  the 
natural  order,  or  in  the  civil  order,  is  included  in 
religion,  and  to  some  extent  partakes  of  its  char- 
acter. The  civil  virtues  are  not  of  themselves 
suffi^ent  to  merit  the  eternal  rewards  of  Heaven, 
nor^re  the  civil  honors  we  pay  to  them,  or  to 
statesmen,  militaiy  heroes,  patriots,  philosophers, 
scholars,  poets,  artists,  etc.,  as  high  as  those  merited 
by  the  great  Saint,  who  to  the  natural  joins  the 
supernatural ;  but  they  differ  from  them  not  in 
principle  or  kind,  and  are  religious  in  the  sense 
that  they  proceed  from  the  relations  of  man  to 
God  through  the  divine  creative  act. 

Moreover,  it  is  not  of  Catholic  faith  that  the 
worship  we  pay  to  the  Saints  is,  strictly  speaking, 
religious  worship  in  any  other  sense.  Strictly 
s]ieaking,  no  worship  is  religious  that  is  not  offered 
directly  to  God.  The  principle  that  prompts  to 
the  worship  of  the  Saint  is  precisely  the  same 
principle  that  prompts  the  civil  honors  paid  by 
all  nations  to  their  heroes  and  great  men.  The 
difference  is  in  the  virtues  honored,  not  in  the 
honors  or  the  principle  on  which  they  are  rendered. 

The  error  of  Geutilism,  in  its  hero-worship,  was 
not  as  to  the  principle  underlying  it,  which  was 
the  same  with  the  principle  of  the  Catholic  Saint- 
worship,  a  principle  natural  to  the  human  heart, 
and  authorized,  as  we  have  seen,  by  its  relation  to 
the  principle  of  the  worship  of  God  Himself,  but 
in  the  virtues  honored,  and  even  in  the  honors 
paid.  There  is  a  vast  difference  between  canoni- 
zation and  apotheosis.  Canouizfttion  simply  at- 
tests the  virtues  of  the  Saint,  and  authorizes  the 
faithful  to  worship  or  honor  him  as  a  Saint;  apothe- 
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osis  placed  tlie  hero  among  the  cods,  and  author- 
ized his  worship  «*  a  god.  To  the  Saint  we  pay 
only  such  honors  as  are  due  to  a  man  who  concur- 
ring with  divine  grace  is  sanctified  and  glorifie<l, 
or  completed,  made  perfect  in  Clirist  our  Lord : 
to  the  divinized  hero  the  heathen  paid  divine 
honors,  which  arc  not  and  cannot  bo  due  a  simple 
creature,  however  great  or  holy. 

Then  again,  the  virtues  honored  l)y  the  heathen 
in  their  hero-worship  were  often  no  virtues  at  all, 
or,  if  virtues,  were  not  virtues  of  the  highest  order. 
Take,  for  example,  Hercules,  Theseus,  Romulus, 
Indra,  Wodin,  or  Thor.and  the  legend  presents 
you  no  example  worthy  of  imitation,  no  virtue  but 
simple  strength  or  force,  which  is,  though  a  good 
thing,  no  moral  virtue  at  all,  nor  any  thing  for 
which  its  possessor  deser\'es  to  be  honored,  since 
it  is  not  a  merit  acquired  by  the  action  of  his  own 
free  will,  with  or  without  the  assistance  of  grace. 
I  say  nothing  here  of  the  vices,  the  crimes,  the 
gross  demerits  ascribed  by  the  legend  to  the  famed 
heroes  worshiped  by  the  Gentiles,  because  the  le- 
gend is  to  a  great  extent  mythical,  and  these  things 
may  perhaps  be  explained  in  a  Pantheistic  sense, 
as  symbolizing  the  productive  and  destructive 
forces  of  nature.  I  speak  here  of  hero-worship 
proper,  or  of  men  deified,  not  of  the  worship  paid 
to  the  gods  by  nature,  who,  as  the  Scriptures  in- 
form us,  were  all  daemons,  or  as  we  may  say,  fallen 
angels,  evil  spirits,  too  often  in  the  history  of  the 
world  adored  as  divine,  as  they  are  hx  modem 
Spiritism. 

The  terra  Messiah  applied  in  the  public  honors 
paid  to  our  late  President,  so  barbarously  assassi- 
nated, and  a  few  years  ago  to  Cyrus  W.  Field,  who 
it  was  supposed  had  succeeded  in  laying  a  work- 
ing telegraph  across  the  Atlantic,  prove  how  prone 
men  are  not  only  to  hero-worship,  but,  when  left 
to  themselves,  to  fall  into  the  Pagan  «rror  of  con- 
founding men  with  God  and  God  with  men,  and 
to  convert  even  civil  honors  into  idolatry  or  super- 
stition. The  heart,  when  touched  by  some  deep 
feeling  or  acting  under  strong  excitement, -is  prone 
to  exaggerate,  to  run  into  every  species  of  extrav- 
agance, and  the  Church,  by  taking  charge  herself 
of  Saint-worship,  forbidding  all  private  or  local 
canonization,  and  allowing  public  honors  to  be 
paid  only  to  such  as  she  proposes  to  the  veneration 
of  the  faithful,  and  to  be  worshiped  only  with 
such  offices  as  she  herself  prescril^es,  offers  the  only 
safeguard  we  can  have  against  this  natural  extrav- 
agance, or  against  converting  the  worship  into 
idolatry  or  superstition.  I  said  in  a  previous  art- 
icle that  Saint-worship  is  our  bept  protection 
against  Pantheism :  I  say  now,  that  Saint-worship 
as  authorized  and  directed  by  the  Church  is  al- 
most our  only  protection  against  the  superstition 
and  idolatry  of  Gentilism,  and  into  which  man- 
kind are  sure  to  fall  just  in  proportion  as  with- 
drawn from  the  instructions  and  influences  of  the 
Church. 

It  is  instructive  to  note  how  uniformly  in  the 
history  of  the  world  men,  in  proportion  as  they 
fall  into  a  low  and  groveling  superstition,  fancy 
that  they  are  becoming  enlightened  and  wise, 
and  with  what  proud  and  contemptuous  airs  they 


look  down  on  those  who  are  really  enlightened 
with  the  wisdom  of  Gkni,  and  really  elevated 
alK>ve  the  highest  powers  of  human  nature,  by 
the  effectual  workings  of  Divine  grace.  The 
Gospel  was  to  the  Greeks  foolishness,  and  Chris- 
tianity to  the  proud  Romans  was  a  "  hateful  su- 
perstition." Little  did  it  occur  to  them  that  the 
folly  and  superstition  were  in  themselves,  not  in 
the  humble  followers  of  the  Cross,  the  most 
magnanimous  of  men.  IIow  true  is  Saint  Paul's 
description:  "They  became  vain  in  their  thoughts, 
and  their  foolish  heart  was  darkened.  For  pro- 
fessing them.selves  to  be  wise,  they  Ixicame  fools, 
and  changed  the  glory  of  the  incorruptible  God 
into  the  likeness  of  the  image  of  a  corruptible 
man,  'and  of  four-footed  beasts  and  creeping 
things,"  though  from  the  beginning  of  the  world 
the  invisible  things  of  God,  even  His  eternal 
ix)wer  and  divinity  had  been  clearly  seen,  being 
understood  by  the  things  that  are  made ! 

The  same  thing  is  observable  now  in  this  age 
of  revived  Gentilism.  With  what  self-compla- 
cency do  they  who  call  themselves  men  of  the 
age  boast  of  their  enlightenment,  their  science, 
their  intelligence  which  scarcely  leaves  to  nature 
or  to  God  a  secret,  and  with  what  scorn  and 
contempt  do  they  not  view  that  poor  mother, 
who  has  just  buried  the  last  darling  of  her  heart, 
kneeling  before  an  image  of  Mary  and  through 
her  sobs,  exclaiming,  "Mother  of  Sorrows,  pray 
for  me,"  or  the  poor  man  harrassed  in  body  or 
mind,  calling  upon  the  Saints  to  pray  for  him,  that 
is,  join  their  prayers  to  his  to  God  for  relief,  or  re- 
signation !  They  see  in  it  only  besotted  ignorance 
and  superstition,  in  which  the  priests, — tne  horri- 
ble monsters, — study  to  keep  their  flocks,  the 
better  to  control  them  and  to  fleece  them.  And 
yet  these  same  enlightened  and  scientific  men, 
can  see  no  God,  but  the  blind  forces  of  nature, 
and  can  believe,  if  in  any  thing  but  themselves 
only,  in  modem  necromancy  or  spirit-rapping! 
There  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun.  Modern 
Gentilism  but  repeats  the  ancient,  and  men  be- 
lieve that  they  are  becoming  enlightened  and 
wise  just  in  proportion  as  they  plunge  deeper 
into  the  darkness  of  ignorance  and  superstition, 
and  we  may  well  say  of  them,  as  Clemens  Alex- 
andrinus  says  of  the  Greeks,  "they  can  believe 
any  thing  and  every  thing,  but  the  tmth."  The 
ignorance  and  superstition  they  pity  or  despise 
in  us  are  theirs  not  ours,  only  they  are  too  igno- 
rant to  know  it:  the  monster  they  see  in  the  sun, 
and  which  frightens  them,  is  the  fly  on  the  end 
of  their  telescope,  and  the  greenness  that  they 
seem  to  see  spread  over  the  faces  of  Catholics  is 
in  the  medium  through  which  they  look. 

The  principle  of  Saint- worship  is  as  universal 
as  human  nature,  and  the  worship  we  render  to 
the  Saints  differs  from  the  civil  honors  paid  to 
heroes  and  great  men,  only  as  to  the  quality  of 
the  virtues  we  honor,  and  the  fact  that  the 
honors  paid  are  by  authority,  and  under  the  di- 
rection of  the  Church  instead  of  the  civil  govern- 
ment or  unguided  individual  sentiment. 

But  this  IS  a  point  which  I  must  reserve  for  a 
future  article. 
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SAINT  CECILIA. 

[Continued.] 

[Tliose  of  nur  readers  who  are  familiar  witli  the 
Acts  of  the  Martyrs,  in  the  original,  or  La  Vie  de 
Snintf.  Ceeile,  hy  the  erudite  and  eloquent  Dom 
Gueranger,  well  know  that  we  do  not  give,  in  these 
pages,  a  romance,  nor  even  a  well  accredited  legend, 
but  something  still  more — a  most  authentic  sketch 
of  the  life  of  a  great  Saint.  All  the  events  we 
chronicle,  and  many  more,  are  contained  at  length 
in  the  above  roennoneil  works;  the  conversations 
we  record  are  translated  literally,  word  for  word, 
from  the  Acts  of  the  Martyrs.] 

Almachius  was  greatly  enraged  at  this  open 
contempt,  yet  he  hesitated  to  condemn  them  to 
death,  until  his  cupidity  was  aroused  by  his  assist- 
ants, who  represented  that,  unless  immediately 
executed,  they  would  continue  distributing  their 
riches  to  the  poor.  "  Therefore  condemn  them  at 
once,  good  Almachius,"  continued  Tarquinius,  "or 
you  will  find  yourself  in  the  end  minus  their  fine 
estates,  which  you  may  now  enjoy  if  you  are  wise." 

The  brothers  were  consequently  condemned  to 
be  beheaded  at  the  temple  of  Jupiter,  four  miles 
from  Home. 

The  execution  of  the  sentence  was  intrusted  to 
Maximus.  His  heart  was  touched  by  what  he  re- 
garded as  the  folly  of  the  young  noblemen,  and 
he  used  all  his  eloquence  to  restore  them  to  reason. 
In  return,  the  brothers  showed  him  so  clearly  the 
truths  of  the  Christian  faith,  that  his  heart  was 
touched;  whereupon  Valerian,  moved  by  an  in- 
spiration of  the  Holy  Sjjirit,  exclaimed  :  "  If  thou 
wilt  repent  and  be  baptized,  at  the  moment  my 
brother  and  I  shall  quit  our  mortal  bodies,  thine 
eyes  will  be  opened,  and  thou  shalt  see  our  souls 
ascend  to  eternal  glory.  Grant  us  a  delay  of  one 
day,  and  all  that  we  have  promised  of  eternal 
rewards  shall  be  thine." 

Maximus  did  not  hesitate  a  moment.  He  con- 
ducted the  young  noblemen  to  his  own  house, 
where  they  continued  their  instructions,  and  the 
entire  family,  and  the  soldiers  charged  to  execute 
the  brothers,  were  all  converted. 

Cec  ilia,  accompanied  by  a  priest,  came  at  the  dead 
of  night,  and  the  new  converts  were  baptized. 
The  next  morning,  in  the  midst  of  the  silent  assem- 
bly, she  thus  addressed  her  spouse  and  brother : 
"Go,  soldiers  of  the  cross!  n  ject  the  works  of  dark- 
ness and  clothe  yourselves  with  the  armor  of  light. 
Go  and  receive  the  crowns  of  life  which  the  just 
Judge  prepares  for  you  and  all  who  await  His 
coming." 

Valerian  and  Tiberius  were  beheaded.  The 
faithful  obtained  their  bodies,  which  Cecilia 
buried  with  all  honor. 

Maximus  saw  the  accomplish  meftt  of  their  prom- 
ise. He  affirmed  on  oath:  "The  moment  the 
sword  struck  the  two  martyrs,  I  saw  the  angels  of 
God,  brilliant  as  the  sun,  bearing  in  theif  arms  to 
Heaven,  the  souls  of  Valerian  and  Tiberius,  who 
seemed  like  young  bridegrooms  adorned  for  their 
nuptials."  While  relating  this  he  shed  tears  of 
joy  and  love.  Many  Pagans  who  heard  him  were 
converted  on  the  spot.  When  Almachius  was  in- 
formed of  these  wonderful   conversions,  he   or- 


dered Maximus  to  be  beaten  to  death  with  whips 
loaded  with  plummets  of  lead. 

By  the  Roman  law,  the  property  of  all  con- 
demned criminals  was  confiscated  to  the  itiiperial 
treasury.  Almachius  therefore  demanded  from 
Cecilia  the  wealth  of  her  husband  and  brothef-in- 
law ;  but  the  saintly  virgin  in  her  wisdom  had  al- 
ready distributed  their  rich  possessions  among 
the  poor. 

Cecilia  was  so  distinguished  throughout  Rome, 
and  the  death  of  her  relatives  produced  so  pro- 
found a  sensation,  that  all  attention  was  now  di- 
verted to  her,  and  as  she  devoted  herself  more 
than  ever  to  works  of  mercy,  visiting  those  in 
prison,  and  burying  the  dead,  Almachius  was 
forced  to  notice  her  open  contempt  of  Paganism ; 
yet  he  did  not  summon  her  to  his  tribunal  but 
sent  some  of  his  most  distinguished  officers  to  per- 
suade her  to  oflfer  sacrifice  to  the  gods. 

They  were  in  admiration  of  her  youth  and 
beauty,  but  above  all  were  they  struck  with  the 
pure  and  heavenly  air  which  breathed  in  her  every 
look.  They  felt  the  same  com])assion  for  her  that 
her  martyred  relatives  had  excited  in  their  execu- 
tioners. And  they  used  all  their  eloquence  to 
convince  her  of  the  folly  of  sacrificing  youth, 
beauty,  wealth  and  all  the  enjoyments  of  life,  for 
what  they  called  vain  superstition.  Cecilia  re- 
plied with  dignity: 

"  And  now,  citizens  and  brothers,  listen  to  me. 
You  are  the  officers  of  your  magistrate,  but  in 
the  depths  of  your  hearts  you  are  horrified  at  his 
infamous  conduct.  I  am  proud  and  hapj^y  to 
suffer  every  torment  rather  than  deny  my  God, 
for  I  have  never  been  in  the  least  attached  to  this 
life.  But  oh,  most  truly  do  I  pity  you,  who,  in 
the  flower  of  ^jour  youth,  have  the  misfortune  to 
obey  so  wicked  and  unjust  a  judge." 

Her  auditors  could  not  conceal  their  emotion; 
they  were  afiected  even  to  tears,  and  again  ex- 
pressed their  deep  regret  at  seeing  a  lady  so 
noble,  wise,  and  beautiful,  rushing  with  such 
eagerness  into  the  very  jaws  of  death.  Most 
earnestly  they  besought  her  not  to  sacrifice  so 
many  charms,  such  distinguished  nobility  to  the 
silence  of  the  grave. 

The  virgin  interrupted  them:  "To  die  for  Christ 
is  not  to  sacrifice  my  youth,  but  to  renew  it ;  it  is 
giving  a  little  dust  in  exchange  for  gold ;  or  a 
poor  hut  for  a  magnificent  ])alace ;  perishable 
wealth  for  immortal  treasures!  If  to-day  you 
were  to  receive  a  quantity  of  gold  on  condition 
that  you  returned  as  many  pieces  of  base  coin, 
would  you  hesitate  a  moment  before  taking  ad- 
vantage of  so  tempting  an  oflfer  ?  Would  you 
not  persuade  your  friends  and  relations  to  hasten 
and  make  the  same  happy  exchange?  And 
should  any  one  seek  to  prevent  you  from  profit 
ing  by  this  source  of  wealth  (even  thoiigli  they 
would  shed  tears  and  exhaust  the  powers  of 
eloquence,)  would  you  not  consider  them  blind  to 
your  real  interests?  Nevertheless,  in  all  this 
there  is  merely  a  question  of  exchanging  one 
metal  of  the  earth  for  another  of  less  value  but 
of  equal  weight.  Ah,  Jesus  Christ,  our  God,  does  not 
merely  give  weight  for  weight,  but  in  return  for  all 
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we  oflfor  Ilim,  He  given  a  hundred  fold,  adding  to 
it  the  priceless  treasure  of  eternal  life." 

The  officers  wert?  profoundly  moved.  Seizing 
the  happy  moment,  and  transj>orted  with  apos- 
tolic zeal,  Cecilia  arose,  and  standing  upon  a 
marble  pedestal,  turned  to  the  troop  of  offi- 
cers and  soldiers,  and  exclaimed:  "Do  you  be- 
lieve in  that  Lord  Jesus  Christ  of  whom  I  have 
been  speaking  to  you?" 

They  all  nplied  as  if  with  one  voice,  "Yes,  we 
firmly  believe  that  Christ  the  Son  of  God,  who  pos- 
sesses such  a  servant  as  thou  art,  is  the  true  God." 

"  Return  then  to  thc^miserable  Ahnachius,  and 
tell  him  that  I  am  preparetl  to  die  and  ask  only 
for  a  short  delay  ;  after  which  come  back  to  me, 
and  you  will  find  one  who  will  make  you  heirs 
to  eternal  life." 

The  officers  did  as  she  bade  them.  They  car- 
ried her  answer  to  Almachius,  and  then  returned 
to  her  house,  where  they  found  Pope  Urban, 
whom  Cecilia  had  informed  of  their  conversion. 
Not  only  the  officers  and  soldiers,  but  many  oth- 
ers of  high  rank  had  been  converted  by  Cecilia's 
words.  Upwards  of  four  hundred  assembled  in 
her  house,  where  they  were  baptized  by  the  holy 
Pontiff". 

These  wonderful  conversions  excited  the  atten- 
tion of  the  entire  city  of  Rome,  and  Almachius 
had  no  alternative  but  to  summon  Cecilia  before 
his  tribunal.  It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  joy 
of  her  heart  on  this  occasion.  The  long  expected 
hour  had  come.  She  had  preserved  the  purity 
of  her  virginal  robe,  and  now  she  was  going  to 
adorn  it  for  the  coming  of  her  Spouse,  with  the 
sparkling  rubies  of  the  martyr's  blood  ! 

With  the  light  of  Heaven's  love  and  inspira- 
tion she  stood  before  the  tyrant's  throne,  who 
thus  commenced  his  interrogations : 

"  Young  lady,  what  is  thy  name  ?  " 

"Men  call  me  Cecilia,  but  my  most  beautifiil 
name  is  Christian." 

"  What  is  thy  condition  ? " 

"Citizen  of  Rome,  of  noble  and  illustrious 
birth." 

"  It  is  of  thy  religion  we  question  thee,  we 
know  the  nobility  of  thy  family." 

"  Then  thy  question  was  not  exact,  since  it  re- 
quired two  answers." 

"  Whence  comes  such  assurance  in  my  presence?" 

"  From  a  pure  conscience  and  a  sincere  faith." 

"Art  thou,  then,  ignorant  of  my  power?" 

"  And  art  thou  ignorant  of  the  power  of  my  be- 
trothed ?" 

"  Who  is  he  ?" 

"The  Lord  Jesus  Christ?" 

"I  know  that  thou  wert  the  spouse  of  Valerian." 

"Prefect,"  said  Cecilia,  "thou  didst  speak  a 
moment  ago  of  thy  power  :  thou  thyself  hast  not 
even  an  idea  of  it  But  if  thou  wilt  question  me 
on  the  subject,  I  shall  show  thee  the  truth,  con- 
firmed by  strong  proofs." 

"  Very  good ;  continue.  I  should  like  to  hear 
thee  speak." 

"Thou  wilt  pay  but  little  attention,  sare  to 
thofie  things  which  please  thee ;  nevertheless,  hear 
me.    The  powerof  man  resembles  an  inflated  blad- 


der. If  you  merely  prick  it  with  a  pin  the  air  es- 
capes, and  all  appearance  of  solidity  vanishes." 

"Thou  didst  commence  in  an  injurious  strain, 
and  thou  dost  continue  in  the  same  style." 

"  It  would  be  injuriou-H,  I  admit,  to  allege  aught 
that  is  false :  ctmvict  me  of  a  falsehood,  and  then 
I  shall  acknowledge  that  my  language  is  injurious ; 
and  if  thou  dost  fail  to  do  so,  I  shall  in  turn  ac- 
cuse thee  of  calumny." 

Almachius  now  sought  to  change  the  discourse. 
"  Dost  thou  not  know,  Cecilia,  that  our  masters, 
the  invincible  Emperors,  have  ordained  that  all 
who  do  not  deny  that  they  are  Christians  shall  be 
punished,  but  tho.se  who  consent  to  renounce  the 
name  are  acquitted  ?" 

"  Your  Emperors  are  wrong  as  well  as  your  Ex- 
cellency !  The  laws  which  thou  dost  attribute  to 
them  sigjply  prove  one  thing  :  that  you  are  cruel 
and  we  are  innocent.  Indeed,  if  the  name  of 
Christian  were  a  crime,  it  should  be  our  place  to 
deny  it,  and  yours  to  oblige  us  by  torments  to 
confess  it" 

After  a  long  debate  on  this  point,  Almachius 
said :  "  Miserable  woman !  art  thou  ignorant  of 
the  fact  that  the  power  of  life  and  death  is  in  my 
hands  ?  given  to  me  by  the  authority  of  our  mighty 
princes.  How  durst  thou,  then,  speak  to  me  with 
so  much  pride  ?" 

"  Pride  is  one  thing^nnness  another,"  replied 
the  virgin,  "  but  thou  dost  confound  them.  I  have 
spoken  with  firmness,  not  pride,  for  we  hold  that 
vice  in  horror.  If  thou  dost  not  fear  to  hear  one 
more  truth,  I  can  show  thee  that  what  thou  hast 
just  said  is  false." 

"  Ha !"  exclaimed  the  prefect,  "  what  have  I  said 
that  is  false  ?" 

"  Thou  didst  pronounce  a  falsehood  in  saying 
that  thy  princes  have  given  thee  the  power  of  life 
and  death." 

"I  lied  by  that  assertion!"  exclaimed  the  as- 
tonished judge. 

•'  Yes,"  said  the  virgin,  "  and  if  thou  wilt  per- 
mit me,  I  will  prove  that  thou  hast  lied  in  the  face 
of  the  evidence  itself" 

"  Explain  thyself,"  replied  the  confused  prefect. 

"  Didst  thou  not  say,  continued  Cecilia,  "  that 
thy  princes  have  confided  to  thee  the  power  of 
life  and  death  ?  Nevertheless,  thou  well  knowest 
that  thy  power  is  limited  to  death.  Thou  canst 
take  life  from  those  who  are  enjoying  it,  I  admit 
but  thou  canst  not  restore  it  to  the  dead.  Say 
then  if  thou  wilt,  that  thy  Emperors  have  made 
thee  the  minister  of  death,  but  nothing  more ;  if 
thou  dost  add  any  thing  else,  thou  liest  without 
any  advantage." 

"  Enough  of  this  audacity,"  said  the  prefect 
"  and  sacrifice  to  the  gods,"  pointing  at  the  same 
time  to  the  statues  which  filled  the  pretorium. 

Cecilia  replied :  "  It  seems  to  me  that  thou  hast 
lost  the  use  of  thine  eyes !  In  the  gods  of  whom 
thou  speakcst,  I,  and  all  who  have  sight,  see  noth- 
ing but  stones,  lead  and  brass." 

"As  a  philosopher,"  exclaimed  the  enraged  Al- 
machius, "  I  despised  thy  insults  when  directed 
against  myself;  but  I  can  never  submit  to  hear 
the  gods  insulted  I" 
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"  Since  thou  hast  commenced  to  speak,"  said  the 
vir<'-in,  with  severe  irony,  "thou  hast  not  said  one 
word,  of  which  I  have  not  exposed  the  injustice  or 
nonsense;  now  in  order  that  nothing  may  be 
wanting,  behold  thou  art  obliged  to  acknowledge 
that  thou  hast  lost  thy  sight !  Thou  dost  give  the 
name  of  gods  to  objects  that  we  all  plainly  see  are 
stones,  and  useless  stones  at  that.  Touch  them 
and  thou  wilt  thyself  feel  what  they  are.  Why 
then  dost  thou  expose  thyself  to  be  laughed  at  in 
this  manner  by  the  people  ?  Everybody  knows 
that  God  is  in  Heaven.  These  stone  statues  might 
be  of  some  use  if  they  were  thrown  into  a  kiln 
and  converted  into  lime !  They  are  worn  out  in 
their  idleness,  and  are  incapable  of  defending 
themselves  from  the  flames  ;  how  then  could  they 
aid  thee  ?  No,  Jesus  Christ  alone  can  deliver  us 
from  death  and  save  us  from  fire," 
[to  be  continued.] 
mt 

LEGENDS  OF  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 
"So.  11.— The  Knight  of  Champfieury. 

In  the  twelfth  century  there  lived  at  Champ- 
fieury, in  the  province  of  Champagne,  a  knight, 
whose  expenditure  was  more  lavish  than  his  for- 
tune could  well  admit  of.  He  was  too  much 
devoted  to  pleasure,  and  spent  all  his  wealth  in 
festivities,  so  that  at  last  iie  fell  into  dc-^p  dis- 
tress; and  his  friends,  who  were  so  d-  ued  to 
him  while  they  shared  his  banqu^  .,  ceased  to 
know  him  when  he  became  poor 

He  had  married  a  young  lady  whose  sweetness, 
modesty,  and  simple  grace  rendered  him  the  hap- 
piest of  husbands.  But  the  dowry  of  the  gentle 
Marie  had  been  wasted  like  all  the  rest ;  and 
there  now  only  remained  to  this  impoverished 
couple  a  half- ruined  manor-house,  in  which  they 
lived  in  total  solitude.  But  the  young  wife, 
always  resigned  and  submissive,  never  breathed 
a  single  word  of  complaint,  question,  or  reproach. 

One  day,  as  if  to  complete  the  distress  of  the 
Lord  of  Champfieury,  it  was  announced  to  him 
that  the  Count  of  Champagne,  his  suzerain,  was 
coming  to  pass  a  few  days  on  his  estate,  and 
would  halt  at  his  house  for  dinner.  The  knight, 
who  loved  vanity  and  magnificence,  fell  into  the 
darkest  melancholy ;  he  left  his  house,  and  sought 
a  lonely  place,  where  he  might  weep  in  secret. 

After  wandering  about  for  an  hour,  he  stopped 
in  the  middle  of  a  desert  plain,  and  threw  him- 
self down  on  the  dry  grass,  in  a  space  where  four 
ways  met,  inclosed  by  seven  withered  chestnut 
trees.  As  he  was  giving  vent  to  his  vehement 
grief,  and  seeking  in  vain  in  his  mind  for  any  de- 
vice whereby  he  might  be  enabled  to  receive  the 
proposed  visit  in  a  fitting  manner,  without  per- 
ceiving that  the  day  was  drawing  to  a  close  (it 
was  in  the  month  of  May),  he  suddenly  heard  the 
rapid  steps  of  a  horseman  approaching  him.  He 
hastened  to  dry  his  tears,  rose  up,  and  found  him- 
self in  the  presence  of  a  man  of  lofty  and  impos- 
ing stature,  but  gloomy  aspect,  mounted  on  an 
Arab  horse  as  black  as  ebony.  He  looked  at  him 
attentively,  and  was  sure  that  he  had  never  seen 
him  before.     The  unknown  dismounted. 


"You  are  in  great  trouble.  Sire  de  Champ- 
fieury," said  he,  with  an  appearance  of  interest : 
"do  not  be  oflFended  if  I  beg  to  know  the  cause  of 
it ;  perhaps,  however,  I  know  it  already.  If,  then, 
you  will  consent  to  do  me  homage,  I  can  relieve 
you,  and  replace  you  in  a  brilliant  position,  re- 
storing to  you  greater  riches  than  those  you  have 
lost." 

The  astonished  knight,  before  he  replied,  exam- 
ined the  stranger  anew.  He  was  simply  clad  in 
black ;  and  there  was  no  coat  of  arms,  either  on 
his  mantle  or  on  the  trappings  of  his  horse,  to  in- 
dicate a  mighty  sovereign ;  neither  had  he  squires 
nor  attendants  of  any  kind.  At  last  the  Sire  of 
Champfieury  spoke. 

"  My  suzerain,"  he  said,  "  is  the  Count  of  Cham- 
pagne. Whatever  I  can  do  to  serve  you  that  will 
not  falsify  the  oath  of  fidelity  which  I  have  sworn 
to  him,  I  will  gladly  perform,  when  I  am  con- 
vinced that  your  promises  are  serious.  But,  first 
of  all,  I  must  know  who  you  are," 

"  When  we  have  made  our  agreement,"  answered 
the  black  knight,  "  you  shall  know  me.  The 
homage  which  I  require  does  not,  in  any  way,  in- 
terfere with  that  which  you  owe  to  the  Count  of 
Champagne,  your  suzerain,  who,  in  two  days' 
time,  intends,  with  a  brilliant  suite,  to  stop  for 
dinner  at  your  manor-house." 

These  last  words  cruelly  recalled  to  the  knight 
his  d'"«perate  situation. 

"  Whoe>\  -  vou  may  be,"  he  said  at  last,  after  a 
moment  of  sileni  .  "  and  if  it  ruin  me  utterly,  only 
saving  my  honor,  I  ^"'^e  myself  up  to  you,  for  I 
was  at  the  point  of  dea^  : ;  but,"  he  added,  in  a 
tone  of  agony,  "  I  must  first  know  who  you  are." 

"  Well,  then,"  answered  the  black  knight  slowly, 
"  be  not  terrified ;  though  my  name  may  perhaps 
sound  strange  to  your  Christian  ear,  and  your 
prejudices  will  rise  up  against  me,  I  am  he,  who, 
on'ce  an  imprudent  rebel,  am  now  a  reprobate 
chief;  do  you  not  understand  me  now  ?  You  see 
in  me  the  object  of  the  terror  of  your  brethren, — 
that  fallen  angel  who  dared  to  strive  in  Heaven." 

"  Satan !"  exclaimed  the  Sire  of  Champfieury, 
recoiling  with  terror ;  and  he  raised  his  hand  in- 
stinctively to  make  the  sign  of  the  Cross. 

"  Stop,"  said  he,  with  an  agitated  voice ;  "what 
you  were  about  to  do  is  painful  to  me.  I  come  to 
save  you ;  but  for  me  you  are  on  the  very  thresh- 
old of  disgrace ;  but  I  can  restore  to  you  riches 
and  honors." 

"  I  doubt  it  not,"  answered  the  knight,  bitterly; 
"  but  I  will  have  none  of  your  gifts." 

"As  you  please,"  said  the  other ;  "  in  two  days, 
then,  when  the  Count  of  Champagne  arrives — " 

The  knight  started ;  then,  as  if  fascinated  by  a 
glance  from  the  black  stranger,  he  resumed,  in  a 
tone  of  apparent  tranquillity,  "  But  in  what  con- 
sists the  homage  to  which  you  desire  to  subject 
me  ?" 

"  In  very  easy  matters,"  replied  the  fiend,  who 
paused  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  recollect  himself, 
and  then  continued : 

"  I  shall  only  require  three  thin^.  The  first 
may  seem  strange  to  you ;  but,  you  see,  I  must 
have  some  guarantee ;  the  rest  will  be  more  easy. 
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You  must  sell  mc  the  eternal  salvRtion  of  your 

wife,  aiul  bring  lier  to  me  on  this  day  next  year." 

The  knight,  tijongli  he  exix'cted  some  revolting 

Ero|)«)SuI,  was  indignant  at  this ;  and  his  heart 
eat  last  with  anger.  But  he  \va.s  under  an  in- 
flueuc-e  which  made  itself  felt  more  and  more 
powerfully  every  moment.  Ily  degrees  his  indig- 
nation calmed  itself  down ;  he  thought  that  the 
rebel  angel  might  have  demanded  something  yet 
worse  ;  that  he  liad  a  year  before  him  wherem  to 
modify  the  abominable  bargain  ;  and  so  he  only 
muttered,  in  a  hesitating  voice,  that  it  was  not  iu 
his  power  to  execute  the  condition  proposed. 

"Only  bring  her  here,"  said  the  black  knight; 
"that  is  all  I  ask;  on  this  day,  next  year,  bring 
your  wife  here  alone  with  you,  without  having 
warne<l  her  of  our  contract.  The  rest  is  my  affair." 
The  knight  of  Champfleury  accepted  this  tirst 
condition,  and  signed  with  his  blood,  on  a  triangle . 
of  blank  ])archment,  the  promise  to  fulfill  it. 

The  eyes  of  the  prince  of  hell  then  glared  in 
triumph  ;  and  he  proposed  his  second  ccmdition, 
which  was,  that  the  knight  should  deny  his  God. 
At  this  fearful  word  he  recoiled  in  horror,  and 
burst  forth  into  a  torrent  of  reproaches,  to  which 
the  stranger  answered  nothing ;  and  too  soon  the 
knight's  resistance  had  exhausted  itself,  and  he 
consented  to  this  second  crime,  secretly  whisper- 
ing to  himself  that  he  had  a  year  before  him 
wherein  to  repent.  Without  daring,  therefore,  to 
raise  his  eyes  toward  Heaven,  and  shuddering  all 
the  time  at  his  own  baseness,  he  repeated  the  olas- 
phemies  which  the  evil  spirit  dictated  to  him,  and 
formally  renounced  his  portion  in  paradise. 

Thus  he  was  entirely  in  the  grasp  of  Satan,  and 
■while  cold  dews  of  horror  stood  on  his  brow,  he 
asked  what  was  the  third  condition  of  his  com- 
pact ;  and  the  fiend,  protesting  that  after  that  he 
would  ask  nothing  further,  declared  to  him  that 
he  must  renounce  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

The  Sire  de  Champfleury  started  back  at  the 
word,  and  recovered  some  remains  of  energy ;  for, 
{  though  he  well  knew  that  in  denying  his  God  he 
had  committed  a  crime  still  blacker,  yet  this  third 
act  was  to  him  as  the  last  drop  which  made  the 
cup  of  horror  overflow. 

"  Renounce  the  Blessed  Virgin !"  he  cried;  "  after 
two  crimes  which  destroy  my  soul,  shall  I  further 
renounce  the  Mother  of  God,  the  patroness  and 
protectress  of  my  own  Marie  ?" 
The  fiend  started  at  the  name. 
"If  I  renounce  her,"  thought  the  knight,  "what 
8upi>ort,  what  resource  shall  I  have  left  to  make  it 
possible  for  me  ever  to  be  reconciled  to  God? 
No,"  he  continued,  speaking  aloud,  "  I  will  never 
submit  to  this  last  degradation;  you  have  led  me 
too  far ;  you  have  ruined  me ;  let  us  have  done, 
and  do  thou  leave  me." 

He  was  so  determined,  that  the  demon,  seeing 
that  he  might  lose  all  if  he  pressed  him  too  closely 
on  this  point,  contented  himself  with  what  he  had 
already  gained.  Then  he  told  the  knight  of  a  se- 
cret comer  in  his  house  where  he  would  find  im- 
mense sums  of  gold  and  heaps  of  jewels ;  after 
which  he  mounted  his  horse  and  disappeared. 
The  knight,  greatly  agitated,  returned  home. 


Ho  found  the  promised  treaftures  in  the  precise 
sjjot  where  he  had  been  directed  to  seek  for  them, 
and  gathering  them  up,  without  confiding  to  any 
one  the  treaty  by  which  he  had  made  tucm  his 
own,  prepared  for  the  expected  visit. 

He  received  the  C(mntof  Clmmpagnc  with  such 
magnificence,  that  those  who  lx;lieve«l  him  to  have 
l)een  imjwverished  knew  not  what  to  think;  and 
they  were  still  more  amazed  when,  on  one  of  the 
barons  in  the  Count's  suite  reminding  him  that 
Saint  Bernard  wa«  at  that  time  preaching  the  sec- 
ond crusade,  and  inviting  him  to  follow  under 
the  banner  of  his  king,  Ixiuis  the  Young,  he  re- 

{)lied  that  particular  engagements  would  keep 
lira  at  home  during  the  whole  of  that  year;  but 
that  he  begged  to  ofier  to  the  Count  his  suzerain 
200  marks  of  gold,  to  furnish  the  equipment  of 
his  troop.  The  Count  accepted  this  liberal  sum 
with  gratitude;  and  the  whole  court  compliment- 
ed the  Sire  de  Champfleury,  who,  soon  after  this, 
enlarged  his  possessions,  rebuilt  his  castle  in  the 
most  sumptuous  manner,  and  distinguished  him- 
self more  than  ever  by  his  uuignificencc  aud  the 
splendor  of  his  entertainments. 

With  all  this,  it  was  remarked  that  he  had  lost 
all  his  former  gayety  ;  and  that  his  brow  was  con- 
stantly clouded  with  care.  The  joy  of  his  newly 
acquired  wealth,  the  perpetual  round  of  festivity 
in  which  he  indulged,  the  occupations  which  he 
multiplied  to  himself  in  the  hope  of  distraction, — 
all  could  not  suffice  to  deaden  the  anguish  which 
pierced  his  verj'  soul,  when  he  remembered  the 
fearful  promise  which  he  had  given,  and  signed 
with  his  own  blood ;  his  heart  was  slowly  wasting 
away  within  him  ;  his  nights  were  sleepless ;  his 
happiness  only  a  splendid  pageant  with  no  real- 
ity. He  could  no  longer  feel  any  of  those  impulses 
which  lead  to  prayer;  on  the  contrary,  if  ever  he 
entered  a  church,  he  was  seized  with  a  trembling 
horror  which  drove  him  from  it ;  so  that  he  never 
dared  assist  at  any  of  the  sacred  offices.  He  had 
reckoned  on  making  use  of  this  year  to  reconcile 
himself  with  God ;  out  a  bar  of  iron  seemed  to  be 
fixed  in  his  heart  between  remorse  and  repent- 
ance. His  wife  gave  him  a  little  son  just  four 
months  before  the  anniversary  of  the  fatal  compact. 

The  knight,  whose,  pride  revolted  at  the  idea 
of  confessing  from  what  source  his  riches  came, 
had  never  revealed  to  any  one  his  dreadful  secret. 
It  was  only  at  the  moment  of  fulfilling  his  en- 
gagement that  he  regretted  he  had  not  consulted 
some  learned  religious  ;  but  it  was  now  too  late. 
One  single  hope  remained  to  him, — his  young 
wife,  so  pure  and  pious, — could  it  be  that  Heaven 
would  abandon  her  in  her  need  ? 

When  the  fatal  day  was  come,  he  called  her  to 
him,  and  said :  "  We  have  a  journey  to  take  to- 
day. Get  ready,  for  we  must  mount  on  horseback 
immediately." 

The  young  lady  placed  lier  little  son  in  the  arms 
of  her  servant,  said  her  prayers,  and  followed  her 
husband. 

"  Shall  we  soon  return  ♦"  she  asked. 

"  Oh !  we  are  not  going  far,"  answered  the 
knight  vaguely,  and  hastened  their  departure. 

After  the  pair  bad  journeyed  on  for  about  a 
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quarter  of  an  hour,  they  came  to  a  little  chapel 
consecrated  to  the  Blessed  Virgin ;  and  the  lady 
of  Champfleury,  whose  tender  devotion  to  her 
gentle  patroness  the  knight  well  knew,  begged 
his  permission  to  stop  for  a  few  seconds  in  this 
oratory  ;  for  she  never  passed  a  place  dedicated  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin  without  pausing  there  to  oflFer 
up  a  short  prayer.  Accordingly,  he  gave  her  his 
hand  to  dismount,  and  remained  himself  at  the 
door  holding  the  two  horses,  while  she  went  in. 
The  lady  remained  but  a  short  time  in  prayer ; 
and,  as  soon  as  she  reappeared,  the  knight  replaced 
her  in  her  saddle  and  rode  on  by  her  side,  shud- 
dering inwardly  more  and  more,  the  nearer  they 
approached  their  journey's  end. 

Never  had  his  young  wife,  of  whom,  now  that 
he  was,  perhaps,  about  to  lose  her,  he  felt  bitterly 
that  he  was  no  longer  worthy,  never  had  his  sweet 
Marie  been  so  dear  to  him.  Her  beauty,  full  of 
modesty,  the  serenity  of  her  countenance,  her 
smile  sweeter  than  ever,  claimed  from  him  at  once 
respect  and  tenderness.  But  he  could  only  sigh  ; 
he  felt  himself  a  slave  to  the  compact  he  had 
signed ;  and  he  stood  in  too  great  dread  of  him 
to  whom  he  had  bound  himself,  to  dare  dream  for 
a  moment  of  drawing  back  from  the  fulfillment 
of  his  pledge ;  although  it  seemed  to  him  that  to 
snatch  away  his  young  and  virtuous  partner 
would  be  to  tear  from  liim  his  heart.  Hot  tears 
from  time  to  time  rolled  down  his  cheeks,  and  liis 
breast  heaved  with  sighs  when  he  beheid  the  seven 
withered  chestnut  trees,  under  which  his  interview 
with  the  black  knight  had  taken  place.  Involun- 
tarily he  dniiw  nearer  to  Marie,  and  would  have 
taken  her  hand,  but  dared  not;  he  could  only 
murmur,  "  My  dear  Marie  !" 

"You  weep,"  she  answered;  "you  tremble; 
have  you  any  sorrow?" 

"Oh!  let  us  move  on,"  he  cried;  "I  may  not 
delay."  A  feeling  which  he  could  not  account  for 
had  arisen  within  him  toward  his  companion — a 
deep  sentiment  of  veneration,  such  as  we  pay  to 
the  saints  in  Heaven,  absorbed  every  other.  He 
dared  no  longer  even  look  toward  her,  but  spurred 
on  his  horse  in  despair. 

As  soon  as  they  had  reached  the  spot  where  the 
compact  had  been  signed,  the  black  horseman 
came  galloping  up,  followed  this  time  by  numer- 
ous squires,  all  clad,  like  him,  in  black.  But  he 
had  no  sooner  raised  his  eyes  toward  the  lady 
whom  the  Lord  of  Champfleury  had  brought  him, 
than  he  grew  pale,  shuddered,  fixed  his  eyes  on 
the  ground,  and  seemed  afraid  to  advance  a  single 
step. 

"  Disloyal  man,"  said  he  at  last,  addressing  the 
knight,  "  is  this  your  oath  ?" 

"  What !"  replied  the  Lord  of  Champfleury,  "am 
I  not  here  punctual  to  the  hour  fixed  ?  I  have 
brought  you  more  than  my  life ;  but  I  am  under 
your  spells." 

"  The  compact  is  signed  with  your  blood,  base 
and  dishonorable  man,"  interrupted  the  demon, 
"  and  you  have  enjoyed  all  the  fruits  of  it.  Were 
you  not  to  have  brought  your  wife  to  this  place  ? 
instead  of  which  you  are  come  with  my  inveterate 
enemy." 


The  knight,  in  no  way  comprehending  what 
these  words  meant,  turned  toward  his  companion. 
An  aureola  of  light  surrounded  the  lady's  brow ; 
and  the  black  horseman,  as  this  aureola  gradually 
grew  larger,  dared  no  more  to  uplift  his  voice. 

The  truth  was  this :  The  lady  of  Champfleury 
had  gone,  as  we  have  seen,  into  the  chapel  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  and  had  placed  herself  lovingly 
on  her  knees  before  the  revered  image  of  the 
Queen  of  Mercy ;  but  she  had  fallen  into  a  mirac- 
ulous slumber  after  her  first  Ave,  and  the  Mother 
of  God  had  taken  her  form,  herself  to  accompany 
the  miserable  knight  to  the  fearful  place  of 
meeting. 

The  Lord  of  Champfleury,  stupefied  with  as- 
tonishment, felt  his  mind  and  spirit  overwhelmed, 
and  threw  himself  down  from  his  horse,  to  fall  at 
the  feet  of  his  beloved  Marie,  and  ask  her  pardon ; 
.for  he  still  believed  that  it  was  she  whom  he  had 
brought,  and  the  aureola  which  encircled  her 
brow  appeared  to  him  only  as  the  consoling  sign 
of  the  protection  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  But  at 
last  the  lady  spoke;  and  with  that  voice,  full  of 
a  celestial  harmony,  and  calming  all  the  tumults 
of  earth,  she  said  to  the  demon : 

"  Evil  spirit,  didst  thou  dare  to  claim  as  thy 
prey  a  woman  who  trusts  in  me  ?  Will  thy  miser- 
able pride  never  be  quelled  ?  I  come  not  to  chas- 
tise thee,  nor  to  aggravate  thy  pains ;  but  I  come 
to  lift  up  this  weak  sinner  from  his  apostasy,  and 
to  withdraw  from  thy  hands  the  guilty  promise 
which  thou  didst  constrain  him  to  sign." 

The  spirit  of  darkness  bowed  his  head,  slowly 
yielded  the  parchment,  and  withdrew  in  mournful 
silence. 

The  knight,  overwhelmed,  threw  himself  on 
the  ground  and  burst  into  tears.  The  Blessed 
Virgin  touched  him,  and  in  that  moment  he  found 
again  what  he  had  lost  for  a  whole  year, — ^the 
blessing  of  l)eing  able  to  pray ;  and  confessed, 
with  sobs  of  anguish,  and  beating  his  breast,  the 
enormity  of  his  fall. 

"  Rise,  my  son,"  said  the  Blessed  Virgin,  "  and 
know  that  forgiveness  is  more  easy  to  God  than 
sin  to  you ;  but  remember  your  transgression,  and 
renounce  pride  and  presumption  forever." 

These  were  all  the  reproaches  she  addressed  to 
him ;  and  then  she  led  him  back  to  his  wife,  who 
was  not  yet  awake.  When  she  arose,  at  last,  from 
this  miraculous  sleep,  she  saw  her  husband  kneel- 
ing beside  her.  The  Blessed  Virgin  had  gone 
back  into  Heaven,  and  there  remained  only  her 
holy  image,  calm  and  placid,  in  its  little  rustic 
tabernacle.  The  knight  returned  to  his  house 
with  his  beloved  wife,  and  confessed  to  her  his 
enormous  sin,  and  the  unexpected  help  which  had 
dragged  him  back  from  the  abyss. 

From  that  day  the  Lord  of  Champfleury  was  no 
more  celebrated  as  a  proud  and  brilliant  knight, 

but  as  a  model  of  piety  and  charity. 

-  •» 

Mary  is  really  our  mother.  We  are  in  the  truest 
sense  of  the  word  the  children  of  her  loving  heart ; 
for  when  the  cruel  soldier  of  Longinus  thrust  his 
sacrilegious  lance  into  the  Saviour's  side,  a  sword 
of  grief  pierced  our  Blessed  Lady's  bosom,  open- 
ing therein  a  door  by  which  mankind  entered. 
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The  Mother  of  Sorrows. 

Oh !  what  torturing  tears  of  anguish 
Shc^l  the  inaiden-Motlior  milti, 
As  she  viewed  her  own  dear  Child' 

Stretched  in  pain,  in  sorrow  languish, 
Doomed  to  death,  the  God  of  might 
On  the  Cross  of  Calvary's  hight. 

Fnin  would  she  her  life  deliver 
But  one  torture  to  remove 
From  the  ohjoct  of  her  love, — 

Gladly  all  earth-ties  dissever 
If,  by  dying,"  she  could  save 
Iler  sweet  Jesus  from  the  grave. 

Yes,  her  mother's  heart  is  saddened. 
As  she  stands  beneath  His  Cross; 
Yet  ne'er  mourns  she  for  the  loss 

That  she  suffers — but  is  gladdened 
At  her  pain ;  for  njan  can  live 
By  the  Blood  her  Son  doth  give. 

In  that  Blood  so  freely  streaming, 
In  the  torture  oi'  her  Son, 
She  but  views  the  victory  won, — 

Sees  the  price  of  man's  redeeming; 
Now  she  knows  that  man  can  rise 
To  his  home  above  the  skies. 


Weekly  Chronicle. 

Confederation  oftlie  Right  liev.  F.  A.  Feehan,  Bi»1iop 
<\f  Nashville — Obituary  of  Rtt.  Patrick  McCahe — 
Ordination  in  Milwaukee,    Wis. — Dedication  of 
Saint   GnhricVs   Church,  New    York  City — New 
Orphan  Asylum,  Brooklyn. — Laying  the  corner- 
stone of  the  new  iSt.  Mary's  Church,  Providence. — 
Funeral  sercices  of  Gen.  Lamoriciere  by  the  Papal 
Zouaves — Speech  of  Gen,  TVochu  over  Diinoriciere. 
Consecration  of  the  Rioht  Rev.  F.  A.  Fee- 
han, Bishop  of  Nashville. — On  the  Festival  of 
All   Saints  the  Right   Rev.    Bishop  Feehan,  of 
Nashville,  Tenn.,  was  consecrated  by  the  Most 
Rev.  Archbishop  Kenrick    in  the  Cathedral  of 
St.  Louis.     Many  Bishops  and  eminent  ecclesi- 
astics were  present,  joining  ,in  the  solemnities. 
Right  Rev.  Bishop  Duggan,  of  Chicago,  delivered 
the  discourse  of  the  day. 

The  St.  Louis  Republican,  of  the  2d  inet.,  speak- 
ing of  this  consecration,  says: 

Again  and  again  has  it  been  our  duty,  as  pub- 
lic journalists,  to  chronicle  almost  every  one  of 
the  many  imposing  ceremonials  of  the  Catholic 
Church.  Never,  however,  did  we  witness  in  St. 
Louis  a  more  solemn  or  imposing  ceremony  than 
that  of  yesterday.  The  vast  Cathedral  was  liter- 
ally filled  in  everj*  part,  while  a  vast  crowd  con- 
gregated and  remained  outside  of  the  church 
during  the  entire  service.  In  addition  to  the 
high  esteem  in  which  the  new  Bishop  is  held, 
not  alone  by  his  own  congregation,  but  by  the 
citizens  of  St.  Louis  generally,  the  fact  that  six 
years  have  passed  away  since  a  Bishop  was  con- 
secrated in  this  Diocese  rendered  the  ceremony 
all  the  more  attractive.  The  last  consecration 
that  took  place  here  was  on  July  24th,  1859,  when 
the  Right  Rev.  Dr.  Grace  was  consecrated  Bishop 
of  St.  Paul. 


Obittaiit. — Rev.  Patrick  McCabk  died  of  ty- 
phus fever,  at  Vicksburg,  Mississippi,  October 
12th.  1805. 

He  was  an  alumnus  of  the  Missionary  College 
of  All  Hallows,  near  Dublin.  Though  originally 
belonging  to  the  Diocese  of  Kilmore,  he  uevoted 
himself  to  the  Missionit  of  Natchez.  He  was  or- 
dained Priest,  Septemlnrr  10th,  1804.  On  account 
of  the  war  he  remained  a  few  months  in  the  Dio- 
cese of  Baltimore,  and  reached  Vicksburg  in  the 
beginning  of  February  last.  During  the  tight 
months  that  he  resided  there,  he  was  indefatiga- 
ble in  his  labors  to  bring  souls  to  a  greater 
knowledge  and  love  of  God ;  and  was  eminently 
successful.  Modesty  and  piety  were  imprinted 
on  his  countenance,  and  his  persuasive  words, 
full  of  gentleness  and  force,  always  made  an  im- 
pression which  his  persevering  zeal  followed  up 
till  grace  gained  the  victory  over  sin.  lie  won 
back  many  to  the  practice  of  their  religion  who 
had  long  neglected  it,  and  brought  many  others 
to  the  true  faith  who  had  never  before  enjoyed 
that  blessing.  He  was  no  less  as.siduous  in  lead- 
ing on  the  good  to  higher  degrees  of  perfection  by 
his  instructions,  exhortations,  and  example.  His 
sickness  lasted  ten  days,  during  part  of  which  time 
he  suffered  intense  pain  with  edifying  patience. 
The  la.st  hours  he  spent  in  quiet  prayer.  He  kept 
his  beads  almost  always  in  his  hands,  and  the 
last  signs  of  consciousness  that  he  gave  were,  tell- 
ing his  beads  with  his  fingers  and  moving  his 
lips  to  recite  the  prayers.  The  Bishop  had  the 
melancholy  consolation  of  reaching  his  Ixdside 
two  hours  before  he  died,  and  while  the  young 
Mi-ssionary  had  several  times  expressed  to  the 
Sisters  of  Mercy,  who  nursed  him  day  and  night, 
his  desire  to  die,  on  the  other  hand  he  said  to  the 
Bishop  that  if  it  were  our  Lord's  will  he  would 
cheertuUy  remain  to  help  him  in  the  saving  of 
souls.  "  The  understanding  of  a  man  is  grey  hairs : 
and  a  spotless  life  is  old  age."  (Wisdom  iv,  8,  9.) 

On  Sunday  the  5th,  at  the  Seminary  of  St. 
Francis,  Milwaukee,  Wis.,  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
Henni  confered  ordination  upon  the  Rev.  gentle- 
men named  as  follows :  Rev.  Fathers  Casey,  Fess- 
ler,  I^vin,  Reinhard,  Seig,  Verwyst  and  Heaker, 
for  the  Diocese  of  Milwaukee;  and  Rev.  Fathers 
Gaffney  and  Quigley  of  the  Diocese  of  Dubuque. 

On  Sunday  the  12th  inst.,  the  Patronage  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  Maiy,  the  magnificent  Church 
of  Saint  Gabriel,  on  East  Twenty  Seventh  Street, 
New  York  City,  was  solemnly  dedicated  by  the 
Most  Rev.  Archbishop  McCloskey.  A  sermon, 
full  of  the  triumphant  eloquence  of  Catholic 
truth,  was  delivered  by  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
Lynch,  of  Charleston,  S.  C.  An  admirable  copy, 
by  permission  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  of  Guido's 
Annunciation  adorns  the  main  Altar  of  St. 
Gabriel's.  This,  with  the  name  of  the  edifice, 
and  the  date  of  its  dedication,  renders  the  church 
an  object  of  special  interest  to  the  Ave  Maria.. 

On  Sunday,  the  5th  instant,  the  corner-stone  of 
the  new  Saint  Mary's  Church,  Providence,  R  I., 
was  planted  and  blessed  with  the  usual  ceremonies 
of  the  Church  by  Right  Rev.  Bishop  McFarland. 
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On  Sunday,  the  12th  instant,  the  Right  Rev. 
Bishop  Loughlin  laid  the  corner-stone  of  an 
Asylum  for  orphan  boys  in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

We  are  pleased  to  record  from  our  exchanges, 
the  progress  of  the  Catholic  religion  in  Mary- 
land, the  "cradle  of  the  Church  in  America," 
The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  of  Baltimore  on  his 
tour  througli  the  lower  counties,  commencing  on 
Sunday,  Octoljer  29th,  in  four  days  confirmed 
four  hundred  and  eighty-one  persons,  sixty-two 
of  whom  were  converts. 

The  funeral  service  which  the  Papal  Zouaves 
lately  celebrated  in  the  Cathedral  of  P'rascati,  for 
the  .soul  of  their  great  general  and  founder, 
has  attracted  much  attention  on  account  of  the 
magnificent  funeral  oration  delivered  on  that 
occasion  by  the  new  Belgian  Bishop,  Mgr.  De- 
champ.s,  who  was  Lamoriciere's  friend  and  spir- 
itual director  during  his  exile  in  Belgium.  In 
the  course  of  his  sermon  he  narrated  several 
anecdotes  illustrative  of.  the  great  General's  in- 
tensely religious  mode  of  life  during  that  great 
trial ;  as,  for  instance,  meeting  M.  Thiers  to  go 
over  the  battle-field  of  Waterloo.  The  great  his- 
torian had  written  to  him  to  appoint  7  a.  m.  as 
the  hour  of  meeting,  but  Lamoriciere  replied  with 
noble  simplicity:  "At  seven  I  go  to  Mass;  I 
shall  be  with  you  at  eight."  Thiers'  spoken 
rejoinder  was,  on  embracing  the  General: 
"  Lamoriciere,  I  am  jealous  of  your  faith."  Mgr. 
Dechamps  (whose  sermon  will,  I  trust,  be  publish- 
ed) concluded,  wonderfully  apropos,  in  a  coun- 
try where  the  porches  of  every  ancient  church 
show  us  the  lion  and  the  lamb  dwelling  together, 
in  allusion  to  the  name  of  the  "  Lion  of  Africa" 
given  to  Lamoriciere.  "The  Lion,  in  his  case, 
was  immolated  to  the  Lamb."  I  have  gath- 
ered thus  a  few  of  the  pearls  dropped  from 
the  lips  of  the  Chrysostom  of  Belgium,  to  give 
your  readers  an  idea  of  the  whole  treasure  thus 
poured  out  in  honor  of  our  great  dead.  The 
officers  of  the  Zouave  corps,  while  dining  to- 
gether after  the  service,  were  most  feelingly 
addressed  by  one  of  their  own  number  on  the 
humiliations  which  awaited  here,  in  this  life, 
the  military  defenders  of  the  Holy  See's  rights, 
and  on  the  spirit  of  unity  which  they  should 
cherish  to  meet  these  humiliations  as  true  Chris- 
tian soldiers.  I  had  the  happiness,  on  that  same 
occasion,  to  see  the  Holy  Father  leave  the  Vati- 
can on  his  usual  daily  drive  at  4  p.  m.,  and  so 
I  can  again  testify  de  visu  to  the  fact  of  the  ex- 
cellent health  enjoyed  by  Pius  IX. 

The  Paris  Monde  reports  the  folloAving  speech 
of  General  Trochu  over  the  tomb  of  General  de 
Lamoriciere : 

"  Most  of  the  officers  who  formed  the  staflF  of 
General  de  Lamoriciere,  twenty-five  years  ago,  in 
Africa,  are  now  no  more.  I  am  one  of  the  survi- 
vors, and  I  claim  the  painful,  but  at  the  same 
time  enviable,  privilege  of  representing  the  Afri- 
can army  on  this  occasion.  Our  departed  friend 
at  that  time  enjoyed  a  renown  which  he  had 
earned  by  the  most  brilliant  military  services — 


a  renown  which  was  daily  enhanced  by  fresh  suc- 
cesses. In  our  eyes  he  was  the  man  of  the  day ; 
still  more  was  he  the  man  of  the  future ;  and  our 
imaginations,  untamed  as  yet  by  experience,  pre- 
dicted for  him  a  career  of  unbounded  splendor.  He 
felt  himself  carried  onward  by  a  power  external 
to  himself,  and  whicli  he  seemed  up  to  that  time 
to  have  wielded — I  mean  the  unvarying  success 
that  attended  all  his  undertakings.  He  gave 
himself  freely  up  to  that  incredible  activity  of 
mind  and  body  by  which  we  have  seen  him  work 
himself  out  to  the  end.  Never  did  any  man  try 
his  intellect  and  his  power  of  work  more  than  he 
did.  There  came  a  day — a  day  which  all  men  on 
whom  fortune  smiles,  should  foresee,  and  which 
generally  nobody  does  foresee — in  which  success 
seemed  to  leave  him.  He  lost  his  place  as  a  states- 
man, his  high  position;  grief  made  its  way  into 
the  privacy  of  his  domestic  circle,  and  his  pater- 
nal hopes  met  with  a  cruel  shock !  At  this  point, 
Providence  was  waiting  for  him,  nor  did  he  ne- 
glect the  call,  influenced  too  as  he  was  by  the 
gentle  piety,  the  virtue,  and  the  firm  resignation 
of  the  model  of  all  those  that  he  had  by  his  side. 
He  sought  in  the  Christian  faith  for  consolation 
and  for  strength  to  bear  the  attacks  to  which  he 
was  exposed,  for  now  a  time  had  come  when  most 
of  his  old  friends  had  disappeared  from  the  scene  ; 
when  his  noblest  actions  and  his  most  honest 
motives  were  harshly  criticised,  when  in  disinter- 
ested and  rare  devotion  to  the  religious  cause,  the 
ruin  of  which  would,  he  felt  assured,  involve  the 
downfall  of  social  order  itself,  he  went,  in  spite  of 
the  manifest  physical  impossibility  of  the  attempt 
and  offered  the  support  of  his  name  and  of  his 
sword  to  the  Sovereign  Pontiff;  he  was  sus- 
pected, but  most  wrongfully,  of  ambition.  And 
when  he  yielded  in  the  struggle,  which  the  great 
inequality  in  the  strength  of  the  combatants  might 
well  suffice  to  justify,  he  was  made  the  butt  of  ob- 
loquy. Now  he  is  dead  before  his  time,  leaving 
behind  him  in  unutterable  grief  a  family  worthy 
of  all  sympathy  and  respect,  and  a  most  striking 
example  of  the  uncertainty  of  all  worldly  prosper- 
ity. But  history  w-ill  do  him  the  justice  to  own 
that  he  loved  his  country  well,  that  he  served  her 
faithfully,  and  that  he  led  a  blameless  life.  The 
battalions  which  he  commanded  last  marched  in 
their  weakness  against  the  strong,  and  covered 
him  with  honor  in  the  eyes  of  honest  men  of  every 
creed  and  of  every  country.  At  the  sight  of  his 
bier,  I  feel  overwhelmed  by  the  memories  of  the 
past;  but  if  my  heart  swells  with  grief,  my 
soul  is  calm  when  I  think  of  his  future  desti- 
ny. I  now  bid  him  farewell,  and  I  promise  that 
he  will  live  in  the  hearts  of  all  soldiers  and  Bre- 
tons." 

The  state  of  the  public  health  continues  to  be 
excellent  in  Rome  and  the  Papal  territory.  Never- 
theless, all  comers,  whether  by  land  or  sea,  are 
abundantly  fumigated  at  whatever  point  they 
cross  the  border.  If  they  come  by  sea,  they  have 
the  additional  privilege  of  seven  days'  quarantine. 
Fancy,  after  that,  having  to  read  in  a  journal  that 
the  Papal  Government  takes  no  more  precautions 
against  the  cholera  than  the  Egyptian. 


The  Messenf^er  of  tbo  Sacred  Iloart,  a  Jonrnal  of 

THE  APOSTLESHIP  OF  PEAYEK. 

The  Heart  of  Jesns  our  Life  by  Graoe. 

How  can  man,  without  ceasing  to  be  man,  be 
assimilated  to  God  f  How  shall  the  son  of  noth- 
ingness be  called  the  Son  of  Ood,  and  really  bo 
so ?  (Ut  Jilii  Dei  nominemur  d  simuH.  1  John, 
iii,  1.)  How  may  the  heir  of  eternal  death  acquire 
an  absolute  right  to  the  inheritance  of  God — to 
His  divine  bliss  and  eternal  life  ? 

To  accomplish  these  miracles,  Jesus  Christ  em- 
ploys means  equally  miraculous :  He  gives  us  His 
Spirit.  Yes  ;  that  Spirit  who  is  at  the  same  time 
the  Spirit  of  the  Father  and  of  the  Son,  and  who, 
receiving  from  both  the  di»-ine  nature,  is  equal  to 
them  in  all  things — He  is  really  given  to  us  by 
the  Father  and  the  Son.  Jesus  Christ  sends  Him 
to  us  by  the  will  of  His  Father,  {Pamcktus  quein 
ego  mittatn  vobU  a  Patre.  1  John,  xv,  26,)  and  the 
Father  sends  Him  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ. 
{Spiritui  Stinctui  quern  mittd  Pater  in  nomine  tneo. 
John,  xiv,  26.)  lie  is  the  first  among  gifts,  and 
the  principle  of  all  those  other  infinitely  precious 
gifts  which  make  us  partakers  in  the  divine  na- 
ture. (Per  quern  imixima  et  pretiom  Tc^ifprominsa 
donatit  ut  per  hcBC  ejficiamini  dicirue  con-tortet  na- 
turcB.     (2  Peter,  i,  4.     See  St.  Thorn.,  I,  q.  28.) 

The  real  gift  of  the  Spirit  of  God  to  Christians, 
and  His  equally  real  i)re3ence  in  those  hearts  from 
which  He  has  not  been  banished  by  sin,  are  arti- 
cles of  faith,  as  certain  and  to  us  as  glorious  as  the 
divinity  of  Jesus  Christ  and  His  real  presence  in 
the  holy  Tabernacle.  We  cannot,  then,  be  too 
earnest  in  convincing  ourselves  of  it,  and  in  trying 
to  understand  it  as  far"  as  the  limits  of  our  intel- 
lect permit. 

First :  The  reality  of  this  gift  of  the  Spirit  of 
Qtcxi  is  proved  by  the  most  express  promises  of  the 
Lord.  Long  before  the  Advent  of  the  Word  of 
God,  the  eflFusion  of  His  Si)irit  upon  all  flesh  {Ef- 
fundivm  Spiritttm  ineum  super  omnem  earnem.  Joel, 
ii,  28,)  was  foretold  us  as  the  principal  fruit  of  His 
Incarnation,  and  as  the  fountain  of  a  new  creation. 
(Emitte  npiritum  tuurn  et  croibuntur,  et  renovabis 
faeiem  trrrce.  P.s.,  ciii,  80.)  These  promises  were 
renewed  in  much  more  precise  terms  by  the  Son 
of  God  Himself,  when  the  hour  for  realizing  them 
had  arrived.  He  was  about  to  leave  His  Apostles, 
and  saw  their  hearts  full  of  sadness  at  the  j)ro8pcct 
of  this  painful  separation :  "  Let  not  your  heart 
be  troubled,"  .said  He  to  them.  "I  will  not  leave 
you  orphans :  .  .  .  I  will  come  to  you.  ...  I  will 
ask  the  Father,  and  He  will  give  you  another  Par- 
aclete, that  He  may  abide  with  you  for  ever:  the 
Spirit  of  Truth,  whom  the  world  cannot  receive ; 
...  He  shall  abide  with  you,  and  shall  be  in  you. 
.  .  .  But  I  tell  you  the  truth :  it  is  expedient  for 
you  that  I  go :  for  if  I  go  not,  the  Paraclete  will 
not  come  to  you ;  but  if  I  go,  I  will  send  Him  to 
you.     (John,  xiv  and  xvi.) 

What  can  be  clearer  than  words  like  these  ?  To 
doubt  that  the  Holy  Ghost  was  really  sent  to  the 
Apostle.\  and  that  He  must  remain,  until  the  end, 
present  in  the  bosom  of  the  living  members  of  the 


Church,  would  be  to  doubt  the  trutlt  of  our  Sav- 
iour's pronjise.s.  The  texts  we  have  just  quoted 
are  certainly  the  most  exprcs.sive  among  those 
which  teach  us  the  existence  of  the  Holy  Ghost  as 
a  person  distinct  from  the  Father  and  the  Son; 
we  are  then  authorized  to  affirm  with  equal  certi- 
tude lx)th  the  reality  of  the  Gift  conferred  upon 
us,  and  the  truth  of  HLs  divine  personality.*  As 
surely  as  we  are  certain  that  He  exists  in  God, 
and  that  He  omsummates  the  life  and  happiness  of 
the  Father  and  the  Son,  so  finnly  may  we  be  as- 
sured that  He  exi-sts  in  us,  and  that  He  will  con- 
summate eternally  our  life  and  happine.s.s,  provided 
that  we  do  not  criminally  drive  Him  from  the  inte- 
rior sanctuary  which  He  has  built  for  Himself  in 
our  souls. 

Secondly :  If  we  were  tempted  to  any  doubt  on 
this  subject,  it  would  be  dissipated  by  such  posi- 
tive assertions  and  energetic  affirmations  as  are 
to  be  found  on  every  page  of  the  epistle  of  Saint 
Paul.  In  the  eyes  of  the  great  theologian  of  the 
New  Law,  this  dogma  is  so  certain,  so  undoubted, 
that  he  uses  it  as  the  most  solid  foundation  on 
which  to  build  the  other  articles  of  our  faith. 
Would  he  show  to  Christians  how  secure  is  our 
hope  of  immortality ;  he  demonstrates  it  by  the 
real  presence  of  the  Spirit  of  God  in  us :  '*  And 
if  the  Spirit  of  Him  who  has  raised  up  Jesus  from 
the  dead,  dwell  in  you ;  He  that  raised  up  Jesus 
Christ  from  the  dead  shall  quicken  also  your  mor- 
tal bodies,  because  of  His  Spirit  dwelling  in  you." 
(Rom.  viii,  11.)  Would  the  Apostle  inspire  his 
disciples  with  a  lively  horror  for  sin,  and  above 
all  for  shametul  sin.  he  has  still  recoui-se  to  the  same 
truth  :  "  Know  you  not,"  says  he  to  the  Corin- 
thians, (1  Cor.  vi,  19.)  "that  your  members  are 
the  temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  who  is  in  you, 
whom  you  have  from  God,  and  you  are  not  your 
own?  for  you  are  bought  with  a  great  price. 
Glorify  and  bear  God  in  your  body."  Would  you 
try  to  make  the  union  of  the  just  soul  with  the 
Spirit  of  God  consist  in  conformity  of  sentiments  ♦ 
Would  you  allege  that  love,  wherever  it  exists, 
makes  one  heart  of  two,  without  any  need  of  the 
one  really  dwelling  in  the  other?  Yes,  no 
doulit,  ardent  love — conformity  of  sentiment — 
protliice  a  certain  union ;  but  it  is  not  the  union 
which  it  has  pleased  God  to  form  with  us.     For 

♦The  iame  remark  ran  be  opposed  with  a  utrenpth  which 
appearH  irrexlMtiblc  to  those  thcotoKians  who,  while  adtnittiug 
the  reality  of  tlie  miuiiion  of  the  Holy  Uhosi  to  JuHtiaed  oouli', 
deny  that  this  mission  is  proper  to  Him,  and  think  that  it  is 
only  npproprUUe  to  Him.  Arcordlnc  to  these  thoolo'ians, 
the  Holy  Ghost  is  without  donbt  united  to  jlistifled  souls  by  a 
union  proper  to  these  8»nlH;  but  united  to  them  not  otlier 
wise  than  the  Father  and  the  Sou  are.  Kit  were  thus,  the 
Father  and  the  Son  would  not  have  really  sent  the  Holy 
(Jhost  into  our  souls  ;  Uie  mifgion  of  the  latter  would  be  pure- 
ly fliruratlve,  and  consequently  the  tests  we  have  just  quoted 
could  not  be  brought  forward  to  prove  the  real  personality  of 
this  Divine  Spirit.  For  the  rest,  the  difficulty  which  arrests 
theolofii.ins  is  far  from  insurmountable.  Thev  will  not  admit 
(and  they  are  ripht)  that  the  Holy  Ghost  can  act  vpotijuttijled 
lOuU  by  an  action  not  common  to  the  Father  and  the  Son  ; 
but  it  does  not  follow  from  this  that  He  cannot  be  unitfd  to 
Juttififd  fovl*,  by  a  union  proper  to  Himself  Without  doubt, 
the  Father  and  ihe  Son  must  be  present  by  eonromitanr^ 
in  all  souls  in  which  the  Holy  Spirit  dwell*;  but  these  souls 
can  be  united  by  their  love  to  the  Holy  Spirit,  and  by  Him  to 
the  Father  and  the  Son.  in  the  same 'manner  as  the  Sacred 
Humanity  of  our  Saviour  is  specially  united,  by  Its  subftance 
to  the  personality  of  the  Word,  and  by  Uim'to^he  Father 
and  the  Holy  Ghost. 
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"  the  charity  of  God,"  says  Saint  Paul,  "  is  poured 
out  into  our  hearts  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  who  is 
given  to  us."     (Rom.  v,  5.)  * 

Far  then  from  being  the  principle  of  our  union 
with  the  Spirit  of  God,  divine  charity  is  the  re- 
sult in  us  of  this  union.  Yes,  no  doubt,  our  sen- 
timents are  confonned  to  those  of  Jesus  Christ ; 
we  love  His  Father  as  He  does,  and  we  address 
Him  witli  a  confidence  like  to  that  which  ani- 
mated our  Divine  Saviour,  but  it  is  because  God 
the  Father,  that  He  might  make  us  His  children, 
has  sent  into  our  hearts  the  Spirit  of  His  Sou,  by 
whom  we  cry  :  Abba,  Father.  (Gal.  iv,  6.)  For 
of  ourselves  we  know  not  how  to  pray  as  we  ought, 
but  the  Spirit  in  us  prays  for  us  in  unspeakable 
sighing.s.     (Rom.  viii,  26.) 

Thirdly:  Let  us  believe  in  the  magnificent  des- 
tiny of  which  this  Divine  Spirit  is  not  only  the 
pledge,  but  the  earne.st,+  tendered  as  a  security 
for  future  possession.  The  early  Christians  were 
thoroughly  penetrated  with  these  great  truths. 
Every  one  knows  that  iiict  so  touching,  and  so 
proper  to  show  how  lively  among  them  was  their 
faith  in  the  real  presence  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in  just 
souls :  namely,  how  the  father  of  Origen,  who 
afterwards  sealed  his  faith  with  his  blood,  when 
his  child  was  still  in  the  cradle,  loved  to  kiss  the 
infant's  bosom  respectfully,  recognizing  it  as  the 
living  tabernacle  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

So  when  an  heretical  Prelate,  Macedonius,  dared 
to  attack  the  divinity  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  the  saint- 
ly Doctors  who  defended  the  truth  against  him, 
rested  their  argumets  in  proof  of  this  dogma  on  the 
universal  belief  in  the  doctrine  which  we  have 
here  set  forth.  We  have  already  heard  them  prove 
the  divinity  of  the  Holy  Ghost  by  the  power  He 
has  of  making  men  partake  in  the  divine  nature  ; 
they  also  drew  the  same  conclusion  from  His  sub- 
stantial union  with  souls  luost  distant  from  one 
another.  Let  us  hear  Saint  Anastasius  {In  disput. 
cotdra  Arianos):  "H  the  Holy  Ghost  is  at  the 
same  time  in  the  angels  and  in  all  souls  agreeable 
to  God,  if  He  was  united  to  the  Apostles  whilst 
they  preached  the  Gospel  at  great  distances  from 
one  another,  how  can  we  doubt  that  He  fills  all 
things,  and  that  He  is  eveiy  where  substantially  pre- 
sent." Evidently,  this  course  of  reasoning  would 
have  no  value,  if  the  union  of  the  Holy  Ghost  wit'i 
souls  w^ere  purely  moral,  and  if  these  souls  did  not 
possess  in  themselves  the  very  substance  of  the 
Divine  Spirit. 

Fourthly  :  It  may  be  asked  what  the  Holy  Ghost 
works  in  the  soul  of  the  Christian  to  whom  He  is 
united  by  this  ineffable  tie  ?  The  answer  is  easy : 
He  works  in  the  soul  what  the  soul  works  in  the 

*  (Saint  Tliomas,  and  with  him  the  most  eminent  iheolop:!- 
ai:8,  do  not  liesitate  to  call  erroneous,  and  consequently  con- 
trary to  faith,  the  opinion  acconiiiig  to  which  the  Iloly  Uhont 
isonly  united  to  tl»e  just  poul  by  His  gifts.)  »    ^  u 

+  Qui  dedit  nobis  piunus  spirit  us,  (H  Cor.  i,  22  ;  v,  6 ;  Eph. 
i,  14  ■)  The  Greek  word  translated  by  pignus  in  the  Vulgate 
properly  signifies  the  earnest-mouey  paid  to  bind  a  bargain. 
There  is  this  difference  between  this  money  and  u  pledge, 
that  whereas  a  pledge  is  destined  to  be  exchanged  for  t lie  arti- 
cle promised,  the  earnest-money  is  a  part  of  the  price  itself 
delivered  as  a  guarantee  for  ihe  ultimate  delivery  of  the  whole. 
The  IIolv  Ghost  is  truly,  for  Christians  on  earth,  the  earne.-t 
of  the  happiness  of  Heaven,  in  the  sense  that  the  grace  of  this 
Divine  Suirit  is  the  commencement  of  the  same  eternal  bless- 
edness. \iii8  remark  is  irom  Saint  Augustiu. 


members  of  the  body,  for  according  to  the  testi- 
mony of  Saint  Augustin,  confirmed  by  a  thousand 
proofs  from  the  Sacred  Scripture,  this  Divine 
Spirit  is,  relative  to  the  mystical  body  of  Jesus 
Christ,  what  the  rational  soul  is  to  our  physical 
body ;  for  as  our  souls  give  to  our  members,  of 
themselves  purely  material,  a  human  Jorm,  so  the 
Holy  Ghost  gives  to  the  children  of  men,  intro- 
duced by  baptism  into  the  mystical  Ixxly  of  Jesus 
Christ,  a  divine  form.  This  form  which  we  re- 
ceive from  the  Spirit  of  God  is  not  substantial ; 
that  is,  it  does  not  destroy  our  human  substance. 
It  lets  it  sul)sist  in  its  integrity,  while  elevating  it 
entirely  above  itself.  Our  union  with  the  Spirit 
of  God  is  a  divine  accident,*  but  an  accident  which 
binds  us  to  the  very  substance  of  this  Divine 
Spirit ;  and  in  this  sense  the  union  has  been  often 
called  substantial  by  the  Fathers  and  Doctors  of 
the  Church.  The  neophyte  who  has  just  received 
baptism  remains  a  man  :  but,  in  addition  to  this, 
he  becomes  the  child  of  God.  He  keeps  what  he 
had,  and  gains  what  he  had  not — namely,  a  par- 
ticipation in  the  divine  nature,  which  he  never 
could  have  acquired  by  the  exercise  of  his  natural 
faculties. 

And  in  the  same  manner  as  the  members  of  the 
body,  by  virtue  of  their  union  with  the  soul,  be- 
come capable  of  producing  acts  which  they  could 
never  have  produced  by  their  own  strength,  so 
does  the  soul,  united  to  the  Spirit  of  God  by  sanc- 
tifying grace,  receive  from  Him  the  power  of  pro- 
ducing divine  acts.  She  possesses  a  strength  which 
nothing  can  weaken,  a  liberty  which  nothing  can 
enchain,  for  this  Spirit  is  "the  Spirit  of  fortitude  ;" 
(Is.  vi,  3,)  He  is  the  master  of  all  things,  and  wher- 
ever He  is,  there  is  liberty.     (2  Cor.  iii,  17.) 

Finally,  by  the  dim  faith  and  generous  love  of 
earth,  the  Divine  Spirit  prepares  the  soul  for  the 
clear  vision  and  beatific  love  of  Heaven.  His 
mission  is  to  consummate  the  divine  transfonna- 
tion'of  this  soul,  in  delivering  her  from  all  her 
carnal  and  terrestrial  afiections,  and  rendering  her 
more  and  more  like  unto  Jesus  Christ.  He  never 
ceases  to  persuade  this  object  by  the  sentiments 
with  which  he  inspires  her,  by  the  good  works 
which  he  cau.ses  her  to  accomplish,  and  above  all 
by  the  trials  through  which  He  causes  her  to 
])ass.  By  each  of  these  trials  He  gives  her  a  new 
pledge  of  the  felicity  He  is  preparing  for  her. 
In  making  her  believe  that  she  does  not  see.  He 
renders  her  worthy  to  see  clearly  what  she  has 
believed ;  in  giving  her  strength  to  follow  un- 
tiringly that  divine  beauty  which  seems  to  fly 
from  her.  He  gives  her  the  assurance  that  one 
day  she  will  possess  it,  without  the  danger  of 
ever  losing  it  more.  So  does  He  make  her  pro- 
ceed from  one  degree  of  perfection  to  another, 
and  operate  gradually  that  blessed  transformation 
(2  Cor.  iii,  18,)  and  that  ineffable  union,  which, 
when  finally  accomplished,  will  make  of  the  soul 
and  God  but  one  Siiirit  for  evermore.  (1  Cor.  vi,  17.) 

*  In  the  language  of  the  schools,  accident  is  all  that  quality 
and  mode  of  existing  which  does  not  constitute  the  essence 
itself  of  a  being,  but  determines  and  modifies  it.  It  ir-  in  this 
sense  that  we  say  that  color,  exteusicm  and  fast*  are  the  acci- 
dents of  bread  and  remain  in  the.  Holy  Eucharist  after  the 
substance  of  the  bread  is  destroyed. 
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OHILDREN'B  DEPAETMEHT. 

Wilt  thoQ  Look  upon  me,  Mother? 

Wilt  thou  look  upon  roe.  Mother — 

Thou  who  reignest  in  the  skies; 
Wilt  thou  (loigu  to  cast  upon  mo 

One  sweet  glance  from  those  mild  eyes? 
Wilt  thou  keep  thy  "finger"  ever 

"On  my  shoulder,"  still  to  guide? 
Wilt  thou  whisper  kind  direction 

To  the  Angel  by  my  side  ♦ 
Wilt  thou  pray  for  me  to  Jesus, 

That  I  His  will  may  know  ; 
Wilt  thou  tell  me  then  His  pleasure, 

So  that  1  may  quickly  bow  f 
O  my  Mother !  still  remember 

What  the  sainted  Bernard  said— 
"None  have  ever  found  thee  wanting 

Who  have  called  upon  thy  aid  !" 
Oh  then.  Mother,  I  petition — 

And  I  know  thy  aid  will  come ; 
Angels  praise  thee  for  it,  Mother, 

In  thy  everlasting  home  ! 
LCXINOTON,  Et. 

Jewel  Brook  Cottage. 

My  dear  little  travelers :  You  wish  to  know  the 
hour  of  the  morning*  Well,  it  is  about  nine;  and 
we  are  drawing  near  to  Albany.  Let  me  see,  have 
I  anything  to  tell  you  about  this  place?  We 
have,  indeed,  gathered  here  a  few  precious  leaves 
of  our  Catholic  experience,  heard  our  first  Sunday 
Vespers  in  its  spacious  cathedral,  which,  by  the 
way,  was  built  by  our  present  Archbishop,  Most 
Rev.  Dr.  McCloskey.  But  the  aun,  already  high 
in  the  heavens,  warns  us  that  the  afternoon  is 
rapidly  approaching ;  and  as  we  are  not  to  visit 
tere  on  our  way  this  time,  we  will  leave  its  mem- 
ories unspokeu-of  for  the  prei^ent,  and  preserving 
our  patience  by  silence  and  devotion,  and  asking 
that  sweet  Mother,  to  who.se  patronage  even  little 
children  may  confidingly  fly,  to  bring  us  safe  into 
Boston  before  night's  darkness  overtakes  us,  sub- 
mit to  be  l>orne  on  through  dust  and  through  heat 
for  some  hours  yet ;  though  an  August  sun  creeps 
in  through  every  crevice  of  the  opposite  shutters, 
and  the  dust  sifts  over  us — in  truth  the  best  way 
I  know  of  enduring  it  all  sweetly,  is  just  to  slip 
our  hands  into  our  porkets  and  find  our  Mother's 
brads.  Sliding  our  fingers  softly  from  bead  to 
bead,  murmuring  mentally — Hail  Marj'!  Hail 
Mary !  What  rest  we  find  in  this  holy  abstrac- 
tion !     What  a  peaceful,  quieting  rest ! 

And  if  we  weary  of  the  usual  method  of  recit- 
ing our  beads,  we  may  vary  the  exercise  now  by 
just  offering  between  each  station  a  decade  for  all 
the  little  children  who  love  Mary  in  that  town,  or 
for  all  the  little  unbaptized  ones  for  whom,  we 
should  not  forget,  we  are  especially  obligated  to 
pray.  Arrived  at  length,  safely  at  the  destined 
depot,  our  first  care  is  to  wipe  the  dust  from  our 
little  faces,  and  shake  our  little  hats,  sack.^  and 
«kirt« ;  and  having  reached  the  hotel,  before  ever 
we  think  of  supper  we  all  seek  plenty  of  that 


right  good  comfort,  soap  and  water.  I  think,  chil- 
dren, the  dust  has  so  sifted  into  the  very  hairs  of 
our  heads,  that  we  may  all  need  to  have  our  hair 
carefully  dressed  before  we  can  appear  quite  re- 
spectably clean  again. 

Ah,  little  onen,  dear  little  ones!  bodily  we  are 
very  much  in  the  condition  in  which  our  souls  ap- 
pear in  the  eyes  of  G«h1.  when,  covere<l  with  and 
defiled  by  a  thousand  venial  sin.s,  and  to  which  an 
honest  hour  in  the  confe-'u>ional  is  a)M>ut  what  the 
bath  is  now  to  our  journey-soiled  bodies. 

It  is  now  the  fifth  evening  since  we  entered  this 
busy  bee-like-humming,  active,  thriving  "  Boston- 
town,"  this  hive-like  crammed,  lx*e-like  wise  Bos- 
ton; and  our  friends  here,  thanks  to  their  genial 
hospitality,  have  made  our  sojourn  with  them  pass 
pleasantly.  We  have  visited  all  the  principal 
Catholic  churches  in  the  city.  Sunday  we  attend- 
ed Mass  and  Vespers  at  the  church  of  the  Immac- 
ulate Conception,  which  is  the  Catholic  glory  of 
Boston.  We  have  never  seen  a  church  wlu>se  in- 
side architecture  is  perhaps  so  adapted  to  its  name, 
so  like  its  own  white  name.  It  is  rich ;  magnifi- 
cently rich ;  yet  seeming  more  pure  than  rich, 
breathing  more  of  holiness  than  wealth.  Gazing  up 
through  the  vista  of  marble  wrought  pillars,  pu- 
rity is  the  leading  and  almost  all-pervadiug 
thought,  and  we  find  ourselves,  after  havinggazed 
long  and  abstractedly, saying  to  ourselves:  church 
of  ike  Immaculate  Conccj'tion!  of  tlie  Immaculate 
Conception  '  Indeed  one  is  never  likely  to  forget 
the  name  of  that  church  while  within,  for  it  seems 
that  if  they  had  never  heard  it  before,  it  must  at 
once  suggest  itself  And,  my  attentive  little  chil- 
dren, do  you  not  remember  the  cherub-winged 
head,  or  the  angel-child  that  far  up  adorns  each 
massive  marble  pillar,  and  also  that  saint-youth, 
holy  Aloysius,  over  his  altar  in  th;it  church,  don't 
you  recollect  his  dear  pious  picture?  And  then 
there  was  our  visit  to  the  Jesuit  College.  How 
kindly  the  g<x>d  Fathers  received  us.  How  par- 
ticularly kind  one  good  Father,  about  to  depart 
for  California,  took  us  to  the  Orphan  Asylum, 
under  the  care  of  eight  good  Sisters  of  Charity. 
We  had  seen  the  little  girls  there,  the  day  before, 
file,  in  white  sun-bonnets  and  sack.s,  in  a  long  line 
quietly  and  orderly  into  the  church.  Sister  Ale- 
ria,  the  Superior,  received  us,  cordial  as  a  nun,  a 
dear  nun,  and  we  were  kindly  shown  over  the  whole 
establishment;  from  ba.sement  store-rooms  and 
kitchen,  to  the  upper  donnitories,  where  we  saw 
upon  those  little  beds  there  the  pretty  doll-like 
patchwork  upon  which  the  little  orj>han  girls 
had  learnt  to  sew,  and  in  the  ba.'^cment  we  had  a 
peep  into  the  mammoth  oven  whose  heated  bot- 
tom was  covered  as  a  field  with  snowy  loaves. 
Seven  barrels  of  flour,  I  think  they  told  us, 
is  baked  there  per  week.  Enough  at  least,  to  fill 
two  hundred  and  more  hungry  little  mouths  with 
daily  bread.  Here  was  a  lesson  for  us,  dear  chil- 
dren, of  Catholic  charity.  Protestants  in  New 
England,  my  little   friends,  usually  leave  their 

Eauper-children  to  the  fate  of  a  common  poor- 
ouse.  But  returning  to  this  noble  institution, 
in  the  juvenile  class-room,  it  was  a  delight  to  ob- 
serve, how  those  who  had  been  but  a  few  davs 
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there,  already  manifested  such  content  and  quiet 
improvement,  and  to  watch  their  pretty  modest 
looks  as  we  surveyed  them  and  listened  to  their 
little  songs — dear  little  ready  singers!  Did  we 
not  almost  wish  at  the  time,  to  be  one  of  those 
dark  robed,  white  hooded  Sisters  of  Charity,  feed- 
ing, clothing,  sheltering,  teaching  and  leading 
heavenward  the  destitute  little  lambs  of  their 
fold,  or  one  of  those  dear  little  lambs  being  led  ? 

Peter  of  Oortona. 

A  little  shepherd-boy  of  twelve  years  old  one  day 
gave  up  the  sheep  he  was  tending,  and  betook 
himself  to  Florence,  where  he  knew  no  one  but  a 
lad  of  liis  own  age,  nearly  as  poor  as  himself,  and 
who  had  lived  in  the  same  village,  but  who  had 
gone  to  Florence  to  be  scullion  in  the  house  of 
Cardinal  Sachetti.  It  was  for  a  good  motive  that 
little  Peter  desired  to  come  to  Florence :  he  want- 
ed to  be  an  artist,  and  he  knew  there  was  a 
school  for  artists  there.  When  he  had  seen  the 
town  well,  Peter  stationed  himself  at  the  Cardi- 
nal's palace ;  and  inhaling  the  odor  of  the 
cooking,  waited  patiently  till  his  eminence  was 
served,  that  he  might  speak  to  his  old  comrade 
Thomas,  lie  had  to  wait  a  long  time  ;  but  at 
last  Thomas  appeared. 

"  You  here,  Peter  !  What  have  you  come  to 
Florence  for  ?" 

"  I  am  come  to  learn  painting." 

"  You  had  much  better  learn  kitchen-work  to  be- 
gin with ;  one  is  then  sure  not  to  die  of  hunger." 

"  You  have  as  much  to  eat  as  you  want  here, 
then  ?"  replied  Peter. 

"  Indeed  I  have,"  said  Thomas ;  "  I  might  eat 
till  I  made  myself  ill  every  day,  if  I  chose  to  do  it." 

"  Then,"  said  Peter,  "  I  see  we  shall  do  very 
well.  As  you  have  too  much  and  I  not  enough,  I 
w^ill  bring  my  appetite,  and  you  will  bring  the 
food  ;  and  we  shall  get  on  famously," 

"  Very  well,"  said  Thomas. 

"  Let  us  begin  at  once,  then,"  said  Peter ;  "  for 
as  I  have  eaten  nothing  to-day,  I  should  like  to 
try  the  plan  directly." 

Thomas  then  took  little  Peter  into  the  garret 
where  he  slept,  and  bade  him  wait  there  till  he 
brought  him  some  fragments  that  he  was  freely  per- 
mitted to  take.  The  repast  was  a  merry  one,  for 
Thomas  was  in  high  spirits  and  little  Peter  had  a 
famous  appetite. 

"Ah,"  cried  Thomas,  "here  you  are  fed  and 
lodged.    Now  the  question  is,  how  are  you  going 
to  study  ?" 
"  I  shall  study  as  all  artists,  with  pencil  and  paper." 

"  But  then,  Peter,  have  you  money  to  buy  the 
paper  and  pencils? " 

"  No,  I  have  nothing ;  but  I  said  to  myself, 
'  Thomas,  who  is  scullion  at  his  lordship's,  must 
have  plenty  of  money.'  As  you  are  rich,  it  is  just 
the  same  as  if  I  was.  " 

Thomas  scratched  his  head  and  replied,  that  as 
to  broken  victuals,  he  had  plenty  of  them  ;  but 
that  he  would  have  to  wait  three  years  before  he 
should  receive  wages.  Peter  did  not  mind.  The 
garret-walls  were  white ;  Thomas  could  give  him 
charcoal,  and  so  he  set  to  draw  on  the  walls  with 


that ;  and  after  a  little  'while  somebody  gave 
Thomas  a  silver  coin.  With  joy  he  brought  it  to 
his  friend,  and  pencils  and  pajjer  were  bought. 
Early  in  the  morning,  Peter  went  out  studying 
the  pictures  in  the  galleries,  the  statues  in  the 
streets,  the  landscapes  in  the  neighborhood  ;  and 
in  the  evening,  tired  and  hungry,  but  enchanted 
with  what  he  had  seen,  he  crept  back  into  the 
garret,  where  he  was  always  sure  to  find  his  din- 
ner hid  under  the  mattress,  as  Thomas  said,  to 
keep  it  warm.  Very  soon  the  first  charcoal-draw- 
ings were  rubbed  off,  and  Peter  drew  his  best  de- 
signs to  ornament  his  friend's  room. 

One  day  Cardinal  Sachetti,  who  was  restoring 
his  palace,  came  with  the  architect  to  the  very  top 
of  the  house,  and  happened  to  enter  the  scullion's 
garret.  The  room  was  empty  :  but  both  Cardinal 
and  architect  were  struck  with  the  genius  of  the 
drawings.  They  thought  they  were  executed  by 
Thomas,  and  his  eminence  sent  for  him.  When 
poor  Thomas  heard  that  the  Cardinal  had  been  in 
the  garret,  and  had  seen  what  he  called  Peter's 
daubs,  he  thought  all  Avas  lost. 

"  You  will  no  longer  be  a  scullion,"  .said  the  Car- 
dinal to  him  ;  and  Thomas,  thinking  this  sentence 
meant  banishment  and  disgrace,  fell  on  his  knees, 
and  cried,  "  Oh,  my  lord,  what  will  become  of 
poor  Peter  ?" 

The  Cardinal  made  him  tell  the  story. 
"  Bring  him  to  me  when  he  comes  in  to-night," 
said  he  smiling. 

But  Peter  did  not  return  that  night,  nor  the 
next;  till  at  length  a  fortnight  passed  without  ft 
sign  of  him.  At  last  came  the  news  that  the 
monks  of  a  distant  convent  had  received  and 
kept  with  them  a  boy  of  fourteen,  who  had  come 
to  ask  permission  to  copy  a  painting  of  Raphael 
in  the  chapel  of  the  convent.  This  boy  was 
Peter.  Finally,  the  Cardinal  sent  him  as  a  pupil 
to  one  of  the  first  artists  in  Rome. 

Fifty  years  afterward  there  were  two  old  men 
who  lived  as  brothers  in  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
houses  in  Florence.  One  said  of  the  other,  "  He 
is  the  greatest  painter  of  our  age."  The  other 
said  of  the  first,  "  He  is  a  model  for  evennore  of  a 
faithful  friend." 

Such  is  the  story  of  little  Peter  of  Cortona,  as 
we  find  it  in  the  Lamp ;  this  Peter,  as  you  are 
aware,  from  a  poor  boy,  living  with  the  little 
cook  in  the  garret,  became  one  of  the  great 
painters  of  Italy.  But  the  author  forgot  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  parts  of  his  history ;  probably 
he  thought  that  every  body,  even  children,  knew 
that  all  the  great  Italian  artists  were  the  painters 
of  Mary,  and  that  their  master-pieces  reproduced 
the  Blessed  Madonna  in  some  form  or  other  ;  be 
that  as  it  may,  yet  we  think  it  better  to  remind 
our  children  of  this  fact,  and  to  tell  them  that 
such  was  particularly  the  case  with  Peter  of 
Cortona.  He  loved  to  be  called  the  nrtht  of  the 
Motli^r  of  OoJ.  It  was  while  sketching  her 
beauties,  in  one  of  the  churches  beyond  the  city, 
that  the  good  Religious  found  him,  and  gave 
him  a  more  permanent  home  than  liis  garret^ 
and  to  paint  the  heavenly  face  of  his  dear  Ma- 
donna was  his  greatest  pleasure. 
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Duns  Scot,  or  the  Irish  Doctor  of  the  Immaculate 
OonceptioD. 

Father  John  Francis  Duns  Scot,  sumamed  the 
Subtle  Doctor,  that  most  worthy  son  of  the  Patri- 
arch of  the  poor,  the  seraphic  Saint  Francis,  has 
been  looked  Ui)on,  for  the  last  five  hundred  years, 
as  the  most  distinguished  advocate  of  the  Immac- 
ulate Conception. 

On  the  approach  of  this  festival  it  seems  most 
apropos  to  give  a  sketch  of  his  life,  which  affords 
an  additional  and  striking  proof  of  the  prompt 
and  powerful  protection  granted  by  the  Blessed 
Virgin  to  all  who  labor  for  her  glory. 

There  is  a  beautiful  circumstance  connected 
with  his  birth  whicii,  en  pcutm/it,  we  love  to  note. 
On  the  same  day  that  the  Church  mourned  the 
great  loss  of  the  saintly  Dof;tor,  Bonaventure,  a 
child  was  born  in  the  Emerald  Isle  (although 
Scotland  lays  some  claim  to  the  same  honor),  who 
Avas  destined  to  walk  in  his  ftiot^teps  and  be- 
come the  most  renowned  champion  of  the  privi- 
leges of  the  Mother  of  God,  and  one  of  the  great- 
est glorie.s,  not  only  of  the  University  of  Paris 
and  of  the  Franciscan  Order,  but  of  the  entire 
Church.  By  this  treasure  Divine  Proyidence  re- 
paired the  loss  occasioned  by  the  death  of  that 
other  great  servant  of  Mary,  whose  last  sigh  cor- 
responded, in  point  of  time,  witii  the  first  breath 
of  this  most  eloquent  defender  of  her  Immaculate 
Conception. 

He  was  bom  of  poor  but  pious  parents,  most 
devoted  clients  of  Mary ;  his  piety  and  virtues  in- 
creased with  his  years,  yet  no  one  suspected  that 
the  splendor  of  his  holineas  and  eloquence  would 
soon  illuminate  and  astonish  the  whole  world, 
and  that  the  !Mo.st  High  wouM  supply  him  with 
the  moans  of  passing,  like  David  of  old,  from  the 
guardianship  of  a  flock  to  the  royalty  of  knowl- 
edge and  science. 

One  day,  directed  by  Divine  Providence,  two 
Franciscan  friars  claimed  the  hospitality  of  the 
parents  of  our  little  John.  The  pious  and  vir- 
tuous child  soon  attracted  their  attention.  They 
were  delighted  to  find  that  he  posses-setl  a  won- 
derful memory,  bright  intellect,  and  extraordi- 
nary talents,  and  they  offered  to  take  the  youth 
and  give  hira  an  opportunity  of  developing  those 
rare  qualities,  which  at  this  early  age  of  twelve 
years  shone  so  brilliantly.  The  proposition  was 
accepted,  and  the  young  shepherd  tolloweti  the 
monks,  his  heart  overflowing  with  a  heavenly  joy ; 
it  was  the  voice  of  God,  the  invitation  of  Mary, 
thrilling  every  chord  of  his  pious  heart. 


In  his  new  home  he  made  remarkable  progress 
in  virtue  and  knowledge ;  but  particularly  signal- 
ized hini'^elf  by  an  anient  zeal  for  the  honor  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin.  All  his  superiors  !ove<l  to  re- 
gard him  as  an  athlete  preparing  himself,  under 
the  direction  of  Heaven,  to  become  the  champion 
of  the  faith. 

During  his  course  of  philof*ophy,  however,  God 
permitted  his  soul  to  pass  through  tribulations, 
testing  it,  as  gold  in  the  crucible,  in  order  to 
purify  it  from  all  alloy.  Perhaps  his  intellect 
was  too  piercing  or  too  impatient  of  the  minutia; 
of  the  syllogistic  art,  or  his  progress  may  have 
been  checked  by  the  ditficulties  of  logic;  but 
certain  it  is,  all  seemed  such  an  obscure  labyrinth, 
tliat,  wearied  and  discouraged,  he  was  on  the 
point  of  despairing  of  his  capacity  and  vocation  ! 
Yet  the  devotion  he  felt  for  Mary,  and  the  desire 
which  burned  within  him  to  proclaim  her 
heavenly  glories,  sustained  him  in  the  trial,  and 
encouniged  him  to  confide  in  her  powerful  as- 
sistance. He  prayed  to  her  with  that  childlike 
confidence  and  supplicating  fervor,  which  are 
the  results  of  boundless  devotion. 

One  day,  being  more  than  usually  fatigued, 
he  seated  himself  in  a  sheltered  nook  in  the 
garden,  where  sleep  overcjime  him.  It  was  indeed 
a  refreshing  slumber  for  him,  replete  with  grace 
and  consolation.  The  Blessed  Virgin  appeared 
to  him,  full  of  glory  and  tenderness,  and  filled 
him  with  hope.  (She  bade  him  renew  his  studies 
with  energy  and  perseverance  ;  assured  him  that 
he  would  henceforward  comprehend  and  ma.ster 
the  most  abstnise  subjects,  and  exhorted  him,  as  a 
return  for  her  protection,  to  seek  every  ocoxsionto 
honor  and  glonfy  her  as  his  celestial  benefactress. 

With  transports  of  joy  the  young  Religious 
poured  forth  the  thanks  of  his  heart  to  the 
Queen  of  Angels,  promising  to  give  her  mi>st 
devoted  proofs  of  his  gntitude  in  his  every  word 
and  action,  and  even,  if  necessary,  by  the  sjicri- 
ficc  of  his  life.  The  bright  light  of  day  seemed 
to  dawn  upon  his  mind,  and  he  caught  wonderful 
glimpses  of  a  new  world  of  ideas  and  truths. 
The  most  abstruse  points  and  abstract  ideas  were 
clearly  revealed  to  him  at  a  glance  ;  he  became 
the  pride  of  his  masters,  who  sent  him  to  Oxford 
on  account  of  the  great  advantages  there  offered. 
So  rapid  was  his  progress,  that  at  the  age  of 
twenty  he  was  judged  worthy  the  degree  of 
Dtx'tor,  and  was  elevated  to  the  chair  of  philoso- 
phy and  theology  in  that  celebrated  seat  of 
learning. 

Then  he  conunenced  his  brilliant  career  of  un- 
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paralleled  humility  and  honor ;  a  career  which 
enabled  him  to  reveal  to  the  eyes  of  the  world 
the  graces  of  Maij,  according  to  the  promise  he 
had  made  her ;  a  career  which  merits  the  admira- 
tion and  veneration  of  the  wise  and  erudite. 

The  following  cities  were  the  principal  theaters 
where  our  Brother  John  was  to  exhibit,  in  their 
brightest  glory,  his  profound  learning  and  his 
devotion  to  Mary.  The  first  was  Oxford,  the  sec- 
ond Paris,  and  the  third  Cologne,  where  he  died 
at  the  age  of  thirty-four ;  a  life  too  brief,  alas ! 
for  the  glory  of  his  Mother  and  the  welfare  of 
the  Church, 

In  those  three  Universities  he  acquired  the 
title  of  Defender  of  the  Immaculate  Conception 
of  Mary.  But  it  was  at  the  Sorbonne,  in  Paris, 
that  he  obtained  his  most  splendid  success  and 
brightest  glory,  so  that  we  may  say  that  it  is  to 
him  we  are  indebted  for  the  consolation  with 
which  the  glorious  Pius  IX  has  rejoiced  our 
hearts,  in  declaring  that  great  privilege  of  the 
Mother  of  God  a  dogma  of  faith. 

In  1304  Pope  Benedict  XI  convoked,  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Paris,  an  assembly  of  the  most  eminent 
Doctors  ill  Theology,  for  the  purpose  of  terminat- 
ing the  discussions  of  the  schools  resjjecting  the 
Immaculate  Conception.  Here,  then,  was  the  most 
favorable  opportunity  of  accomplishing  his  pro- 
mise to  his  benefactress,  and  with  his  usual  love 
and  confidence  he  begged  her  to  aid  him  now  more 
than  ever, 

Mary  was  not  deaf  to  his  prayer.  She  gave  him 
a  new  pledge  of  her  j^rotection,  and  assured  him, 
by  a  miracle,  of  the  complete  victory  he  would 
gain  over  his  opponents.  Kneeling  before  her 
statue,  he  addressed  to  Mary  the  prayer,  Dignare 
me,  laudfire  te,  Virgo  sacrata,  da  mihi  virtutem  con- 
tra hostes  tuos.  At  these  words  the  statue  inclined 
toward  him,  and  that  statue,  so  bent  or  inclined, 
was  still  seen  in  Paris  three  centuries  later,  as 
Father  Gonzaga,  Superior  General  of  the  Fran- 
ciscans, testifies  on  oath. 

Under  the  direction  of  the  legates  of  the  Holy 
See,  the  Doctors  assembled  to  commence  the  con- 
troversy on  the  subject  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion. The  adversaries  brought  forward  their  most 
powerful  arguments,  and  our  Doctor  Scot  listened 
to  them  with  an  air  as  tranquil  and  serene  as 
might  have  been  worn  by  an  angel  just  descended 
from  the  skies.  When  all  had  been  said,  the  Irish 
Doctor  arose  and  began  his  great  task.  Never  was 
a  speaker  listened  to  Avith  more  perfect  attention. 
All  seemed  to  be  conscious  of  the  immense  respon- 
sibility resting  on  his  reply.  He  first  repeated  all 
the  arguments  in  order,  according  to  the  sources 
from  which  they  had  been  drawn.  First  from  the 
Scriptures,  then  from  the  Councils,  the  holy  Fath- 
ers, and  lastly  from  reason ;  then  in  noble,  impas- 
sioned strains  that  seemed  inspired,  he  solved  all, 
absolutely  destroyed  them  all,  one  after  another, 
displaying  such  clearness,  such  ability,  such  won- 
derful powers  of  reasoiiing,  such  profound  depths 
and  admirable  variety  ot  erudition,  and  at  the 
same  time  a  perception  so  subtle,  that  his  oppo- 
nents themselves  were  stupefied  and  completely 
conquered.    The  assistants,  the  legates,  and  the 


Doctors  first  of  all,  exclaimed  with  enthusiastic 
cries :  "  Victory  !  victoiy  to  Doctor  Scot !  Victory 
and  triumph  and  glory  to  the  Doctor  of  Mary !" 
The  title  of  the  Subtle  Doctor,  which  he  ever 
afterward  retained,  was  unanimously  given  him 
on  that  day  by  the  University  of  Paris,  which 
caused  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  to 
be  thenceforth  celebrated  in  France,  and  would 
never  admit  any  student  among  its  Doctors,  who 
did  not  pledge  himself  to  support  and  defend 
this  glorious  privilege  of  the  Mother  of  God. 

Since  that  period  this  truth  has  shone  with 
dazzling  splendor  throughout  the  Catholic  world, 
and  we  may  say,  that  the  way  of  the  dogmatic 
definition  of  1855  was  prepared  by  John  Scot, 
under  the  inspiration  of  Uncreated  Wisdom,  by 
the  most  solid  and  irresistible  reasoning. 

But  the  glory  of  the  triumph  of  Mary,  as  of 
the  Church,  was  accomplished  by  the  great  Pope 
who  was  called,  in  the  midst  of  the  most  terrible 
stonns  and  the  greatest  tribulations,  to  command 
the  bark  of  Peter.  Pius  IX  has  merited  that 
high  favor  from  Heaven,  and  we  have  the  firmest 
hopes  that  his  pontificate,  already  crowned  with 
every  species  of  glory,  will  be  prolonged  many 
years,  to  bear  witness  to  the  magnificent  victory 
which  religion  has  gained  over  its  enemies, 
through  his  instrumentality. 

The  Immaculate  Conception. 

Adorn  a  home  for  the  Son  of  God  ! 
Was  heard  through  eternity ; 
And  the  Triune  Fiat  uttered, 
The  Imiwiculate  Decree ! 
The  first  white  lily  that  ever  grew. 
On  this  earth  o'erladened  with  crime, 
Was  Maiy  the  humble  Virgin, 
Pi'edestined  Mother  divine. 

Adorn  a  name  for  the  Son  of  God ! 

'Twas  the  work  of  the  Deity; 

The  Mother  of  the  Incarnate, 

Made  pure  by  the  Trinity ! 

The  Mother,  the  Spouse,  and  the  daughter, 

Adorned  by  the  Three  in  One ; 

Conceived,  conceived  Immaculate — 

For  the  dwelling  of  the  Son ! 

Long  her  beautiful  soul  had  glided, 

Like  a  star,  before  ages  were  born ; 

Shining  bright  'mid  the  lights  of  angel  birth, 

Across  the  long  epoch  before  the  dawn. 

Through  the  night  of  the  dark  four  thousand  years, 

It  shone  amid  sorrows  and  sighs  and  tears. 

And  all  that  the  earth  holds  as  bright  or  great, 

Is  as  dross  before  the  Immactilate. 


Ave  Maria. 


Hail,  full  of  grace !  the  Lord  is  e'er  with  thee ! 

Above  all  other  women  art  thou  blest ! 
A  God  thy  womb  His  dwelling  chose  to  be, 

A  God  thou  nurtured  on  thy  virgin  breast  I 

O  Holy  Mary,  Mother  of  our  Go^, 
Pray  for  us  sinners,  'mid  this  dreary  waste ! 

Pray  for  us  daily,  as  through  life  we  plod, 
Ajid  to  our  succor,  when  death  summons,  haste. 
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THE  VIEGIK  AND  THE  PEIEST; 
Or,  The  New  Month  of  Mary. 

CHAPTEU   IX. 

The  Annunciation  of  Mary. — 7%<!  Ordination  of 
the  rrie«t. 

From  the  first  instant  of  her  conception  up  to 
the  appearance  of  Gabriel  beneath  tiie  luimblc 
roof  ot  Jo.scph,  the  life  of  the  Holy  Virgin  had 
been  only  a  preparation  for  the  grand  mystery. 
Her  soul,  her  heart,  her  body,  were  as  a  precious 
earth  which  tlio  divine  Laborer,  dicus  A(jricola, 
destined  to  produce  the  nuirvelous  fruit  e.\pected 
of  nations,  and  which  wa-s  to  be  the  antidote  of 
the  fruit  empoisoned  of  the  terrestrial  paradise. 
No  e.xotic  plant,  no  perfidious  herb  was  to  dis- 
honor this  virjjin  soil,  this  gulden  of  delights,  the 
work  of  the  Holy  Trinity  and  the  object  of  its  so- 
licitude and  of  its  love.  God  a)uld,  then,  come 
forth  from  His  repose  in  order  to  fulfill  His  prom- 
ise and  to  CJist  the  celestial  germ  into  thus  immac- 
ulate furrow.  Who  shall  mention  the  startling 
felicity  which  seized  the  angelic  cohorts,  when  the 
order  to  depart  was  transmitted  to  Gabriel  ?  All 
Heaven  bend  down  toward  earth  in  order  to  fol- 
low with  anxiety  the  rapid  flight  of  the  happy 
messenger  and  to  overhear  the  divine  colloquy 
which  was  to  take  place  between  ^fary,  angel  of 
earth,  and  Gabriel,  virgin  of  Heaven.  Xeverwill 
man  be  aljle  to  represent  with  his  cold  word  the 
sublimity  of  this  scene  or  its  divine  and  overflow- 
ing refulgent  sj)leniii)r  in  everj'  i>art.  Should  he 
have  the  temerity  of  undertaking  it,  from  the 
midst  even  of  the  wonder-work,  a  voice  would 
come  forth  to  sjiy  to  him :   Tace  et  obiniUeace  ! 

Let  us  leave,  then,  God  Himself  to  recount  that 
whicli  transpired.  "And  the  angel  being  come 
in,  said  to  her  (to  Mary):  Hail,  full  of  Grace, 
the  Lord  is  with  thee :  blessed  art  thou  among 
women.  And  when  she  had  heard,  she  was 
troul)led  at  his  sjiyiiig,  and  tliouglit  with  herself 
what  manner  of  salutaticm  this  sbimld  l>e.  And 
the  angel  said  to  her :  Fear  not,  Mary  ;  for  thou 
hast  found  grace  with  God  : 

Behold,  thou  shalt  conceive  in  thy  womb,  and 
shalt  bring  forth  a  Son ;  and  thou  shalt  call  his 
name  Jesus. 

He  shall  be  great,  and  shall  be  called  the  Son 
of  the  Mo.st  High:  and  the  Lord  God  shall  give 
unto  him  the  throne  of  David  his  ftither:  and  he 
shall  reign  in  tlie  hou.se  of  Jaci>b  forever, 

And  of  his  kingdom  there  shall  be  no  end. 

And  Mary  sai»l  to  the  angel :  How  shall  this 
be  done,  because  I  know  not  man  * 

And  the  angel  answering,  said  to  her:  The 
Holy  Ghost  shall  come  upon  tiiee;  and  the  power 
of  the  Most  High  sliall  overshadow  thee.  And 
therefore  also  the  Holy  which  shall  bo  bom  of 
thee,  shall  be  called  the  Son  of  God.     .     .    . 

And  Mary  said :  Behold  the  handmaid  of  the 
Lord :  be  it  done  to  me  according  to  thy  word." 
(Saint  Luke,  i,  23-38.) 

"And  at  these  words,  the  Word  was  made  flesh 
in  the  Virgin,  et  terbum  euro  fiidum  eM,  and  dwelt 
among  men,  and  men  saw  his  glory."  (St.  John,  i.) 

All  the  supernatural  order  is  there  made  a  sum- 


mary of.  Mary  beoiming  the  Mother  of  her  Ood, 
overleaps  at  a  l>r)uti<i  all  liumm  riistance,  all  the 
limits  of  whicli  reason  can  conceive ;  the  mynte- 
rioux,  the  inco:nprehc'nsil>le  envelops  it  as  in  a 
m'i!itle,  ithi/iMiut  Pii-ifitn-ntura  nmieltu  ejiui ;  she  ini- 
tiates us  into  the  divine  ec  momy  in  the  ori;^inal 
fall  and  its  reparation  by  Christ;  she  is  the  most 
lively  <iemonstration  of  the  supernatural  elevation 
of  man  through  the  infinite  abasement  of  a  God. 

It  is  in  the  Annunciation  that  the  parallelism 
of  Mary  and  the  Priest  especially  shine-s  fortli,  not 
only  on  account  of  the  analogy  of  the  results,  but 
more  on  account  of  the  identity  of  the  eflScicnt 
cause,  the  Power  of  the  Most  High  or  the  Holy 
Ghost. 

"  Mary,"  says  TertuUian,  "did  not  cea.se  for  an  in- 
stant from  living  beneath  His  shadow,"  ijuiui  itub 
umhraculo  (Splritus  Huiicti)  ittsmper  exitiiit.  Other 
Fathers  also  call  her,  "th^thadow  of  the  ILdy 
Ohost,"  among  others  Methodius,  who  salutes 
her  in  these  terms :  Ave,  Spiritaa  Strnrti  uinhra- 
eulumf  (Hail,  shadow  of  the  Holy  Ghost!) 
"  because,"  sjiy  they,  "  the  Holy  Ghost  loved  al- 
ways to  repose  in  her."  This  repose  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  is  not  continued  in  the  rest  of  mankind, 
on  account  of  venial  or  of  actual  sin ;  but  this 
rea.son  doe^  not  exist  in  the  case  of  the  Virgin, 
because  she  was  exempted  from  all  sin  during 
her  whole  e.tistence.  The  shadow  of  sin  chases 
away  the  shadow  divine,  of  wliicli  the  slmdow  of 
sin  is  the  negation ;  wherefore  Mary,  who  never 
knew  the  first,  could  enjoy  the  second  without 
discontinuing  ;  she  enjoyed  it  at  the  first  instant 
of  her  conception,  she  enjoyed  it  in  the  cra<Ue,  in 
the  bosom  of  her  family,  in  tlie  temple  ;  she  en- 
joyed it  especially  in  the  angelic  salutation ;  for 
if  in  overshadowing  her  the  Holy  Ghrwt  had  until 
then  adorned  her  with  all  virtues,  fructifle<l  her 
with  all  graces,  today  He  fructified  her  in  a  pre- 
eminent manner,  in  causing  her  to  conceive  the 
person  even  of  the  Author  of  grace,  our  Saviour 
Jesus  Christ.  There,  indeed.  Is  the  characteristic 
of  the  Holy  Ghost:  He  fructifies,  He  gives  life. 
He  creates.  He  produces.  When  the  Ixxiy  of  the 
first  man  was  tormed  of  a  piece  of  slime,  God 
breathed  the  Spirit  upon  it,  and  it  is  the  Spirit 
which  animates  it.  This  same  Spirit,  says  the 
Scripture,  " was  borne  over  the  waters,"  ejfir- 
eb<Uur  AHjter  nqu'i,i,  "brootled  over  the  waters," 
according  to  the  rigorous  expression  of 
TertuUian,  as  a  bird  broods  over  its  nest  in 
order  to  ciuse  life  to  spring  out  of  it.  At  a  later 
period,  at  the  epoch  ot  great  W(mder- works,  when 
the  life  and  the  death  of  Christ  shall  have  cre- 
ated the  new  man,  it  is  srill  the  Spirit  whieii  will 
descend  in  order  to  animite  these  shapeless  an<l 
motionless  bodies:  er^ii!t^i Kpiritum tauin ot  crtniban- 
tur,  et  renatabi*  fiiei*'in  t^rne. 

But  in  all  these  circumstances  the  Holy  Ghost 
(Spirit)  does  nothing  but  come ;  His  action  is 
ordinary.  He  aime  in  this  way  in  Mary;  this 
the  angel  declares  in  saying:  1  salute  you,  full  of 
grace  ;  or,  full  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  But  it  is  here 
treated  of  an  action  more  powerful,  of  an  incuba- 
tion more  efficacious,  and  it  is  on  this  account  the 
angel  adds :  Spiritua  Ssnfius  supcroeniet  in  to  (the 
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Holy  Ghost  shall  come  upon  thee),  He  shall  come 
in  svperabundance,  with  the  plenitude  of  His 
gifts,  He  will  effect  a  creation  superior  to  all 
other  creations ;  He  will  spread  Himself  in  tor- 
rents in  the  soul  of  the  Virgin,  and  the  over- 
flowing exuberance  of  her  graces  will  contiibute 
to  constitute  the  heritage  of  humanity  in  the 
person  of  the  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ. 

Who  will  not  be  forcibly  impressed  with  the 
first  point  of  resemblance  of  the  Priest  with  the 
Virgin  Marj'  ?  The  Priest  also  had  been  adorned 
with  graces  before  receiving  the  sacred  unction 
which  was  to  affix  the  seal  upon  them  and  cause 
them  to  superabound.  At  the  day  of  his  sacer- 
dotal ordination,  the  Pontiff  could  say  to  him,  as 
Gabriel  to  Mary :  /  salute  yon,  full  of  grace,  the 
Lord  is  with  you,  for  from  his  most  tender  infancy 
he  has  reposed  in  the  shadow  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
and  the  Holy  Ghost  has  reposed  in  him ;  and  the 
more  he  delighted  beneath  this  divine  shadow, 
the  more  he  experienced  its  virtue ;  and  he 
acquired  power  and  agility  to  pass  the  brilliant 
career  of  Mary,  and  to  ascend  gradually,  as  she 
did,  from  the  conception  to  the  nativity,  from 
the  solitude  of  the  temple  to  the  vow  of  virginity, 
and  finally  to  the  annunciation,  that  is  to  say,  to 
the  ordination,  which  is  the  last  degree  in  the 
scale  of  graces,  or,  rather,  which  is  the  grace  of 
graces,  that  which  embraces  them  all  and  multi- 
plies them  to  infinity. 

Wliat  is,  indeed,  the  ordination  of  the  Priest, 
if  it  is  not  an  act  divine  by  which  the  Almighty 
is  placed  into  the  hands  of  man.  The  Lord  de- 
fines it  in  some  words  when  He  Himself  conse- 
crated His  prophet  in  saying :  Ecce  const itui  te 
hodie  super  gerdes,  et  super  regno,  tit  evellas,  et  des- 
truas,  et  disperdas,  et  dissipes,  et  cedifices,  et  plantes. 
(Jerem.  i,  10.)  (Lo,  I  have  set  thee  this  day 
over  the  nations  and  over  kingdoms,  to  root  up, 
and  to  pull  down,  and  to  waste,  and  to  destroy, 
and  to  build,  and  to  plant.)  To  waste  and  de- 
stroy what  ?  The  throne  of  Satan,  ignorance  and 
vice.  To  build  and  to  plant  what  ?  The  edifice 
of  Christ,  Christ  Himself  by  means  of  faith  in 
Hun,  by  truth,  duty,  chaste  affections,  virtue  in 
all  its  significations. 

By  the  annunciation  Mary  inherited,  although 
in  an  inferior  degree,  all  the  prerogatives  of  her 
Son ;  she  was  placed  as  high  as  a  creature  could 
be  placed;  she  was  to  become  the  Queen  of 
angels  and  of  men,  the  terror  of  hell,  the  joy  of 
Heaven,  the  hope  of  the  earth,  the  immaculate 
altar  upon  which  Justice  and  Peace  might  give 
the  kiss  of  reconciliation,  an  ocean  of  majesty,  of 
grandeur,  of  power,  the  beauty  of  beauties,  0 
pulcJierrima  pulchritudo,  the  glory  of  nature,  decus 
miturtB,  the  source  by  which  supernatural  life 
was  to  arrive  at  the  human  heart. 

By  the  ordination,  the  Priest  acquires  realities 
83  prodigious,  titles  as  transplendent.  Saint 
Prosper  enumerates  them  thus :  Ijm  sunt  ecclesics 
decus  in  quibus  amplius  fulget  ecclesia  ;  ipsi  januce 
civitatia  ceternm,  per  qaas  omnes,  qui  credunt  in 
Christum,  ingrediuntur.  Ipsi  janitores  quibus 
claves  datm  sunt  Regni  catlorum.  (Lib.  2,  de  vit. 
Cons.,  iii.)     (They  are  the  glory  of  the  Church 


in  whom  the  Church  Avith  splendor  shines  the 
more;  they  are  the  gates  of  the  Eternal  City, 
through  which  all  who  believe  in  Christ  enter. 
They  are  the  janitors  to  whom  are  given  the  keys 
of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven.) 

Certainly  before  this  august  mission,  so  analo- 
gous to  that  of  Mary,  the  young  levite,  in  the 
presence  of  his  consecrating  Bishop,  may  experi- 
ence the  trouble  which  the  timid  Virgin,  in  the 
presence  of  Gabriel,  experienced,  and  may  exclaim 
as  she  did :  Quomodo  fiet  istud  ?  (How  shall  this 
be  done  ?),  how  shall  such  great  things  be  eflFected 
in  me  ?  And  the  Pontiflf  responds  to  him,  as 
Gabriel  to  Mary :  Ne  timeas  .  .  .  inveniHi 
enim  gratiam  apvd  Deum.  (Fear  not  .  .  .  for 
you  have  found  favor  with  God),  or  as  the  Lord 
to  the  prophet :  Ne  timeas  a  facie  eorum  ;  quia  te- 
cum ego  sum.  (Be  not  afraid  at  their  presence, 
for  I  am  with  thee.)  (Jerem.,  1,  viii.)  Be  with- 
out trouble ;  for  "  the  Holy  Ghost  shall  come 
upon  thee,  and  the  power  of  the  Most  High  shall 
overshadow  thee,"  and  He  who  shall  come  of  thee 
shall  be  holy,  shall  be  great,  and  people  shall  call 
IHm  the  Son  of  the  Most  High. 

And  immediately,  uniting  the  realization  with 
the  promise,  he  stretches  his  hands  over  the  elect 
while  exclaiming:  Accipite  Spiritum  Sanctum, 
receive  the  Holy  Ghost. 

The  angel  has  spoken,  Mai-y  is  the  !Mother  of 
God.  The  Pontifi"  has  spoken,  the  simple  scholar 
has  become  Priest,  because  he  has  responded  as 
Mary  did :  Behold  the  servant  of  the  Lord,  be  it 
done  to  me  according  to  thy  word.  Tu  es  sacer- 
dos  in  (Bternum  secundum  ordinem  Melchisedech, 
(Thou  art  a  Priest  forever  according  to  the  order 
of  Melchisedech.) 

Flesh  will  indeed  be  able  to  see  in  him  only  a 
man  with  the  meager  proportions  with  which 
nature  will  have  endowed  him,  as  the  Jews  could 
seo  in  Mary  only  the  spouse  of  Joseph,  an  ordin- 
ary woman,  having  conceived  as  all  women  ;  but 
the  gaze  of  angels  and  of  faith  discovers  in  the 
one  and  in  the  other  the  trace  of  the  passage  of 
God,  and  in  seeing  weakness  thus  elevated,  noth- 
ingness thus  glorified,  every  intelligent  creature 
will  exclaim:  0  AUitudo  divitiarum  sapientioa 
Dei :  quam  incompreJiensibilia  sunt  judicia  ejus,  et 
investigctbiles  vice  ejus  !  (O  the  depth  of  the  riches, 
of  the  wisdom  and  of  the  knowledge  of  God! 
How  unsearchable  are  his  ways !)  (Rom.  xi,  83.) 
[to  bk  continukd.] 
m» 

Jemmy — ^I  think  that  was  his  name — ^was  a 
working-hand  at  the  old  Mountain,  Emmitts- 
burgh.  While  he  was  engaged  in  levelling  the 
back  terrace,  he  had  for  a  tew  days  as  fellow- 
workman,  a  man  who  was  not  a  Catholic,  and 
who,  noticing  Jemmy's  zeal  for  religion,  tried  to 
take  advantage  of  it  to  ask  him  questions  about 
the  Church,  and  of  course  rested  from  digging 
while  he  listened  to  the  answei-s.  After  a  while 
Jemmy  saw  that  the  questions  came  more  from 
laziness  than  piety ;  and  when  the  man  stopped 
again  to  ask :  "What  does  your  Church  teach  about 
good  works  ?"Jemmy  answered,  withRut  interrupt- 
ing a  blow  of  his  pick-axe,  "  My  Church  teaclies  me 
to  do  a  fill  day's  work — when  Tm  paid  for  it." 
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[Conclndfid.] 

The  only  reply  that  Alinachius,  In  his  angler 
an<l  confusion,  j^vo  to  the  heroic  virgin,  was  to 
order  his  guards  to  wnduct  hor  home ;  ho  had 
fully  resolved  uix)n  lier  death ;  yet,  dreading  the 
anger  of  tlie  P^mperor,  he  dared  not  have  her  pub- 
licly executed,  so  he  resorted  to  the  moat  cruel 
and,  as  he  iniagined,  the  most  secret  torture,  by 
ordering  her  to  l>e  shut  up  in  a  vaj)or  bath,  which 
the  executioners  were  commanded  to  heat  to  a  red- 
white  heat,  in  order  to  suffocate  her.  Cecilia  re- 
mained in  this  place  of  torture  an  entire  day  and 
night,  without  experiencing  even  the  slightest 
heat  or  moisture,  although  the  fires  beneath  were 
kept  constantly  burning,  and  the  bath-room  was 
truly  like  a  flery  furnace.  Wh^n  the  executioners 
opened  the  door,  expecting  to  find  her  dead,  and 
her  body  dried  up  by  the  heat,  a  celestial  dew 
like  that  which  refreshed  the  three  children  in  the 
Babylonian  furnace,  temiiered  the  heated  vapor ; 
and  Cecilia  looked  as  cool  as  though  the  balmy 
breath  of  spring  had  fanned  her  brow ;  not  a  drop 
of  moisture  was  upon  her  persf)n,  and  she  seemed 
like  one  emerging  from  an  invigorating  bath. 

Almachius,  hardening  his  heart  still  more,  not- 
withstanding this  wonderful  miracle,  sent  one  of 
his  lictors  to  strike  off  her  head.  But  the  axe 
seemed  to  have  scarcely  more  power  over  the 
virgin  than  the  fire.  Cecilia  had  prayed  to  Jesus 
to  prolong  her  life  three  daj-s,  and  He  granted 
her  request.  At  the  first  blow  of  the  executioner's 
axe  she  received  a  deep  gash  on  her  neck ;  he 
struck  a  second  and  even  a  third  time,  and  still 
his  work  remained  unfinished  :  the  head  was  not 
severed  from  the  body!  The  law  forbade  any 
further  attempt,  and  throwing  down  his  bloody 
weapon  he  fled  in  terror,  believing  that  a  super- 
natural power  opposed  his  weapon.  For  three 
days  Cecilia  lay  upon  the  marble  floor  where  the 
executioner  had  left  her,  her  life's  blood  slowly 
oozing  from  her  mangled  body,  midtiplying  her 
martyrdom,  as  it  were,  by  the  drops  of  blood  that 
trickled  one  by  one  from  the  deep  gashes  in  her 
half-severed  neck.  The  Christiana  of  Rome 
thronged  the  house  of  the  dying  Saint,  and  to 
the  last  she  was  their  consolation,  relieving  the 
poor  and  strengthening  the  weak.  The  third 
day  Pope  Urijan  visited  his  dear  spiritual  cbild, 
who  thus  addressed  him :  "  Father,  I  asked  our 
Lord  for  this  delay  of  three  days,  in  order  to 
place  in  the  hands  of  your  Holiness  my  last 
treasures ;  they  are  the  poor  of  Rome  whom  I 
have  cherished,  and  whom  I  am  going  to  leave. 
I  also  bequeath  to  you  this  house ;  when  I  am 
gone,  consecrate  it  for  a  church,  so  that  it  will 
remain  forever  a  temple  of  the  Lord."  With 
these  words  she  prepared  for  her  last  rest.  Grace- 
fully turning  on  her  right  side,  she  drew  her 
knees  slightly  up,  then  laid  her  left  hand  on  tho 
right,  the  three  fingers  of  the  latter  being  ex- 
tended, according  to  primitive  custom,  in  token 
of  the  three  Persons  of  the  Holy  Trinity,  and  the 
forefinger  of  the  left  stretched  out  to  represent 
the  unity  of  the  Godhead.  Then,  as  if  retiring 
from  mortal  gaze  into  the  presence  of  her  Beloved, 
she  turned  her  face  toward  the  marble  floor  of 


tho   bath-room,  and    in  this    position    sweetly 
expired. 

Pope  Urban,  assisted  by  his  deacons,  presided 
at  the  funeral.  Untooched  were  tho  garments  of 
the  virgin,  enriched  as  they  were  with  the  purple 
of  martynlom  made  far  more  precious  by  her  crim- 
son blood,  than  by  the  silk  and  golden  embroi- 
dery of  which  they  were  composed.  Even  the 
attitude  in  which  she  expired  was  respected,  and 
so  they  laid  her  in  her  cj'press  coffin,  placing  at 
her  feet  the  linen  cloths  that  had  been  u-scd  to 
collect  the  blood  which  oozed  from  her  wounds. 
She  was  buried  in  the  catacomb  of  Pnetextatus, 
close  to  the  spot  where  she  herself  had  buried 
Valerian,  Tiberius  and  Maximus. 

Nearly  six  ccntupes  had  passed  away.  Pagan- 
ism had  long  since  ceased,  and  Pope  Paschal  filled 
the  throne  ot  Saint  Urban.  During  his  pontificate, 
the  church  of  Saint  Cecilia  was  adorned  with 
great  magnificence.  But  the  Pope  justly  consider- 
ed that  it  would  want  its  principal  ornament  so 
long  as  it  did  not  contain  the  relics  of  its  sainted 
foundress.  For  a  long  time  the  search  for  her 
body  was  unsuccessful ;  those  of  the  glorious  Val- 
erian, his  brother  and  Maximus  were  found,  but 
no  trace  of  Cecilia.  It  was  consequently  believed 
that  the  Lombards  must  have  carried  away  the 
body.  One  day  while  the  Pope  was  praying  in 
Saint  Peter's,  sleep  seemed  to  overpower  him, 
when  suddenly  the  noble  virgin  stood  before 
him,  thanked  him  for  the  zeal  he  had  shown  in 
her  honor,  and  encouraged  him  to  proceed,  as- 
suring him  that  he  had  often  been  very  close  to 
the  place  where  her  Iwdy  still  reposed.  Encour- 
aged by  this  vision,  he  renewed  the  search,  and 
was  rewarded  by  discovering  the  cypress  coffin. 
On  opening  it  the  Saint  was  seen  in  the  same 
modest  posture  she  assumed  when  dying,  and 
clothed  in  that  rich  robe  of  silk  and  gold,  dyed 
in  tho  crimson  of  her  martyr's  blood.  At  her 
feet  lay  the  linen  cloths  that  had  been  used 
to  stanch  the  bleeding  of  her  wounds. 

The  posture  indicated  tho  sweet  repose  of 
heavenly  love;  it  was  not  disturbed,  and  the 
piety  of  the  Pope  caused  a  light  silken  veil  to  be 
thrown  over  her,  and  the  coffin  to  be  lined  with  the 
richest  damask ;  it  was  then  closed  and  deposited 
in  a  magnificent  marble  sarcophagus,  prepared 
for  its  reception  in  the  church  which  so  many 
years  before  the  Saint  herself  had  bequeathed  to 
tho  faithful.  In  a  second  sarcophagus  were 
placed  tho  relics  of  Valerian,  Tiberius  and  Max- 
imus, and  in  a  third  those  of  the  Holy  Pontiff, 
Urban. 

Nearly  eight  hundred  years  had  again  passed 
away,  when  in  1599  Cardinal  Paul  Sfondrato, 
who  resembled  Pope  Paschal  in  his  devotion  to 
Saint  Cecilia,  resolved  to  make  her  church  one  of 
the  richest  in  Rome.  Wliile  the  workmen  were 
engage<l  they  disclosed  to  view,  under  the  altar, 
the  three  marble  sarcophagi ;  the  first  containing 
the  bodies  of  Valerian,  Tiberius  and  Maximu*;;  the 
second,  those  of  Popes  Saints  Urban  and  Lucius ; 
and  the  third,  the  body  of  our  glorious  martyr 
Cecilia,  resting  in  her  cypress  coflin,  clothed  in 
those  same  robes  of  silk  and  gold  on  which  could 
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be  plainly  seen  the  precious  marks  of  her  virginal 
blood,  si)illed  so  nianj'  ages  before,  for  tlie  honor 
of  her  Divine  Spouse.'  At  her  feet  were  the  linen 
cloths  empurpled  with  the  insignia  of  her  mar- 
tyrdom. 

nesting  upon  her  side,  her  arms  gracefully 
crossed  upon  her  bosom,  she  seemed  in  a  sweet 
and  profound  sleep.  The  body  was  in  a  perfect 
state  of  preservation,  and  the  posture  she  had  as- 
sumed when  dying  was  faithfully  portrayed  to 
those  who  gathered  round  the  open  sarcophagus. 
There  she  reposed,  after  the  lapse  of  so  many  ages, 
in  all  her  grace  and  modesty  ;  it  was  as  if  the  spec- 
tators had  been  suddenly  transported  l)ack  to  the 
days  of  Almachius,  and  had  just  seen  her  breathe 
her  last  sigh,  extended  upon  the  marble  floor  of 
the  bath.  The  knots  of  her  hair  shirt  could  be 
distinctly  felt  beneath  her  silken  robes. 

The  entire  population  of  the  Eternal  City 
thronged  to  look  upon  this  one  of  their  most  glo- 
rious ancestors,  revealing  even  in  the  perishable 
body  of  clay,  the  immortality  of  the  saints ;  not  a 
vestige  of  decay  was  visible  around  it,  save  on 
the  damask  with  which  Paschal  had  lined  the 
coffin. 

To  the  right,  on  entering  the  basilica,  was  the 
oratory  known  as  Saint  Cecilia's  bath.  The 
Cardinal  having  ordered  the  marble  pavement  to 
be  taken  up,  they  found  under  it  the  vaulted 
furnace,  together  with  one  of  the  large  kettles, 
and  the  leaden  pipes  which  conveyed  the  steam 
to  the  room  above,  all  in  a  state  of  good  preser- 
vation, confirming,  in  the  most  positive  manner, 
the  fact  that  this  chapel  was  truly  the  bath-room 
where  Cecilia,  during  her  long  agony  of  three 
days,  held  a  martyr's  levee  for  the  crowds  of 
Romans  that  thronged  around  her  house,  and 
where,  after  bequeathing  her  house  to  Saint 
Urban  for  a  church,  she  so  beautifully  fell  asleep 
in  her  Lord. 

Agaiu  was  the  cypress  coffin  inclosed  in  a 
richly  chased  silver  one,  tastefully  lined  with 
purple,  embroidered  in  gold,  and  placed  in  its 
ancient  crj^pt.  A  beautiful  marble  statue,  carved 
in  the  same  posture  as  that  in  which  the  Saint 
lies  in.  her  coffin,  was  sculptured  by  the  most 
celebrated  artist  in  Kome,  and  placed  under  the 
high  altar,  where  the  marty's  body  rests. 
*» 

Devotion  of  Saint  Chantal  to  the  Immaculate 
Conception, 

It  would  be  almost  impossible  to  give  a  cor- 
rect idea  of  this  great  Saint's  devotion  toward 
the  Holy  Mother  of  God ;  but  among  her  various 
festivals  she  had  a  decided  preference  for  the 
Immaculate  Conception.  Indeed,  such  was  her 
veneration  for  it,  that  she  spared  no  pains  in 
making  it  known  and  honored  everywhere. 
When  the  dean  of  Notre  Dame  de  Nessy 
promised  to  have  it  celebrated  in  his  church,  and 
also  announced  it  to  the  faithful  by  the  ringing 
of  the  largest  bell  in  the  tower,  her  joy  was  so 
great  that  she  caused  a  bonfire  to  be  prepared  on 
the  convent  grounds,  and  would  have  all  the 
Community  share  in  the  enthusiastic  rejoicings. 
On  that    day    nothing   but    canticles  of  jubila- 


tion, of  love  and  tenderness  for  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
could  be  lieard  in  the  monasteiy.  She  made  it 
her  owTi  rule  to  recite  the  beads  of  tlie  Innnacu- 
late  Conception  for  nine  daj's  after  the  festival, 
and  repeatedly  declared  that  she  would  gladly 
give  her  life  for  the  defense  of  this  sublime  pre- 
rogative of  the  Virgin  Mother. 

The  Indian  Summer. 

With  just  the  faintest  chill  of  death, 

The  full,  fair  Indian  Summer  comes; 
By  morning  draped  in  hoary  breath, 

Her  noonday  robe  of  strange  perfumes, 
At  ev(;n  trailing  weird-like  shades. 

O'er  midnight  still  her  beauty  looms; 
As  ever,  through  fields  and  opening  glades, 

She  drives  the  dark  November  glooms. 

Not  yet,  she  cries  to  the  winter  wind, 

Not  yet,  to  the  frosty  starlight  clear. 
Not  yet,  to  the  northern  snows,  that  blind, 

Not  yet,  not  yet,  while  I  linger  near ! 
How  vain  the  cold,  cold  phantoms  surge, 

While  the  Queen  of  Autumn  shakes  her  spear, 
And  smiles  despite  their  mournful  dirge ! 

Last  lovely  smile  of  the  dying  year ! 

Fair  image  of  life's  departing  hour, 

When  days  well  spent  have  brought  the  soul 
To  smile  supreme  at  the  utmost  power 

That  fiend  or  phantom  can  control ! 
Then  be  my  trusting  soul  erect. 

Though  death's  dark  shades  begin  to  roll ; 
That  Indian  Summer  shall  be  flecked 

With  flashes  from  my  spirit's  goal. 

Bold  thought !  that  man,  like  nature,  pure, 

Should  smile  when  he  comes,  at  last,  to  die ; 
Or  deem  his  future  glory  sure 

As  that  awaits  young  Spring's  warm  sigh ! 
Ye  heavenly  friends  that  guard  frail  men 

When  the  muttering  fiends  of  air  press  nigh, 
Thou  Mary  chief,  O  guard  me  then 

To  the  Indian  Summer  of  the  sky ! 

Sweet  maiden  Mother,  take  to  thee 

These  gracious  Indian  Summer  days ! 
The  May  hath  bud  and  bloom  to  be 

Thy  month  of  young  hearts'  gushing  praise ; 
But  young  hearts  will  grow  weak  and  old, 

And  young  cheeks  blanch  'fore  death's  stem 
His  coming  finds  us  all  a-cold ;  [gaze : 

Shed  then,  dear  Queen,  thy  warming  rays ! 

The  fair,  fresh  vernal  days  are  thine. 

When  Hope  soars  high  on  joyous  wings; 
Thine  too  the  golden  year's  decline, 

When  Memory's  plaintive  echo  rings. 
Young  May  souls  need  thy  sweet  control, 

When  raptured  nature  blooms  and  sings ; 
O  still  be  near  when  earth's  poor  scroll. 
Shall  fade  in  the  glow  that  Heaven  brings  ! 

«• 

MiRACuxouB  Prkskrvation. — "I  have  known," 
says  Rev.  F.  Boissien,  in  his  treatise  on  'Devotion 
to  Mary,'  a  nobleman  (still  living)  wdio  was  struck 
by  lightning;  his  very  shirt  was  burnt  on  his 
body,  but  his  Scapular  beneath  was  not  touched, 
by  the  fire,  nor  was  his  person  in  the  least  injured." 
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OoDTersion  and  Ezeoation  of  two  Indian  Ohieft. 

Friends  of  the  Avk  Marlv  :  I  hnvo  purposed 
to  send  you  some  details  on  the  edify injf  conver- 
sion and  death  of  two  Indian  Chiefs  of  the  Sioux 
tribe,  who  were  executed,  lust  Saturday,  at  Fort 
Snelling,  six  miles  dbtant  from  St.  Paul.  One 
of  them,  "Shakopce,"  was  fifty  five  years  old  ;  the 
other,  "Medicine  Bottle,"  was  thirty- four  years 
of  uge.  Both  were  lK)rn  on  the  banks  ot  the 
Minnesota  river,  not  far  distant  from  the  scene  of 
their  execution. 

Accu.sed  of  liaving  taken  part  in  the  massacre 
of  the  white  population  of^  Minnesota  in  1862, 
they  had  been  sentenced  to  death ;  and  tlie  day 
appointed  for  their  execution  was  the  11th  of 
October  last.  No  sooner  were  t^iey  informed  of 
their  unfortunate  fate,  than  they  expressed  the 
de-sire  of  seeing  me,  in  order  to  bo  instructed  in 
the  truths  of  Christianity.  They  already  had 
some  idea  of  our  Holy  Religion.  They  knew 
that,  of  the  thirty-eight  Indians  of  their  tribe 
who  had  been  executed  at  Minnesota  in  18G2, 
thirty-three  had  selected  the  Black  Gown  as 
their  spiritual  adviser  and  guide,  that  they  had 
died  Christians,  full  of  hope  for  a  better  and 
an  everlasting  life.  I  hastened  to  pay  them  a 
visit,  which  caused  them  great  pleasure.  No 
time  was  to  he  lost,  for  they  had  but  a  few  days 
to  live.  I  considered  it  my  duty  to  explain  to 
them  immediately  the  great  truths  of  Christianity: 
those  truths  so  beautiful  and  so  consoling  for  all 
men  of  good  will,  but  yet  more  so  for  thoso  who 
are  greatly  afilicted,  who  see  themselves  arrived 
at  the  end  of  their  career,  on  the  very  brink  of 
the  grave. 

Some  have  asserted,  even  in  writing,  that  the 
doctrines  of  Christianity  have  no  influence  on 
the  heart  of  our  Indians ;  but  it  is  an  error,  a 
great  error.  I  never  shall  forget  with  what  at- 
tention and  respect  they  listened  to  me  in  the 
jail  at  Nankato  and  at  Fort  Snelling,  when  I 
spoke  to  them  of  the  great  God,  Creator  and  Pre- 
ser\-erof  all  things,  ot  the  Son  of  God  made  Man, 
suffering  and  dying  upon  the  Cross  for  our  sins, 
of  His  infinite  mercy  for  all  men,  who,  docile 
to  His  voice,  detest  and  renounce  ein  forever, 
and  desire  sincerely  to  practise  virtue.  No !  the 
heart  of  the  poor  savages  of  America  is  not  in- 
sensible to  the  teachings  and  works  of  Jesus 
Christ.  Never  will  I  forget  the  impressions  made 
on  the  minds  and  hearts  of  so  many  of  them, 
when  I  entertained  them  with  the  love  of  the 
Holy  Trinity  for  mankind,  and  particularly  with 
the  Charity  of  Jesus,  His  Predications,  His  Mir- 
acles, His  Death,  His  Resurection,  His  Ascension 
into  Heaven,  and  the  power  which,  at  the  end 
ot  the  world.  He  shall  manifest,  by  giving  life  to 
the  dead.  His  Paradise  to  the  just,  and  by  pre- 
cipitating into  hell  unrepenting  sinners.  All 
these  truths  find  an  easy  entrance  into  the  minds 
and  hearts  of  our  poor  Indians  when  they  are 
presented  to  them  under  a  form  suitable  to  the 
capacity  of  their  uncultivated  intellect,  and  when 
they  are  not  scandalized  by  the  vices  of  the 
whites  living  in  their  mid.st  or  vicinity. 
After  a  short  lapse  of  time  the  two  Sioux  Chiefs 


had  learned  the  principal  mysteries  and  laws  of 
our  Holy  Religion,  and  also  the  prayers  most 
in  use  in  the  Catholic  Church.  They  said  them 
often,  and  always  with  piety  and  devotion. 

Having  been  taught  the  importance  and  won- 
derful effects  of  the  Sacrament  of  Regeneration, 
they  were  regenerated  in  the  purifying  waters  of 
Baptism  on  the  eve  of  the  day  appointed  for  their 
execution.  Beforehand  they  liad  professed  their 
faith  in  the  doctrines  of  the  Christian  Religion; 
they  had  promised  to  follow  all  the  rules  of  the 
Gospel,  they  had  renounced  Satan,  his  jwmps,  his 
works,  and  all  the  superstitions  practiced  by  their 
tribe  ;  a  renunciation  which  they  made  with  a  joy- 
ful heart,  in  order  to  become  the  children  of  God, 
to  be  invested  with  the  livery  of  Jesus  Christ,  to 
bo  numbered  among  His  members,  to  be  made  par- 
takers of  His  eternal  glory. 

The  ceremonies  ot  Baptism  over,  they  knelt 
down  and  returned  fervent  thanks  to  God  for 
the  heavenly  favors  with  which  their  .souls  had 
been  inundated  through  the  Divine  infusions  of 
the  Holy  Ghost. 

Happy,  a  thousand  times  happy,  the  Christian 
who,  raised  to  such  a  dignity  by  the  grace  of  our 
Divine  Redeemer,  preserves  without  stain  all  the 
beauty,  all  the  brilliancy  and  splendor  of  his  pre- 
cious vestments,  keeps  his  heart,  his  mind,  hb 
spirit,  his  soul,  his  whole  being  united  to  the 
great  God,  who  fills  all  with  His  bounty  and  im- 
mensity !  This  good  Father  shall  watch  over 
him  with  a  more  than  motherly  tenderness.  He 
shall  pour  into  his  bosom  the  most  abundant  fa- 
vors. He  shall  from  day  to  day  embellish  and 
adorn  his  soul  with  gifts  more  precious  and  more 
beautiful  than  the  stars  of  the  firmament ;  after 
his  death  He  shall  be  his  reward,  manifesting 
Himself  to  him  in  the  splendor  of  His  glory,  prais- 
ing him  for  his  victory  in  presence  of  those  mill- 
ions and  millions  of  angels,  who  surround  the 
throne  of  His  Divinity,  replenishing  him  with 
His  Divine  Essence,  infusing  in  him  His  likeness 
in  a  most  wonderful  manner,  crowning  him  with 
the  crown  of  eternal  happiness. 

Truths,  which,  before  leaving  these  two  unfor- 
tunate prisoners,  I  endeavored  to  inculcate  deeply 
into  their  minds.  Truths,  which,  frequently  med- 
itated upon  by  Christians  in  all  conditions  of  life, 
would  cause  every  one  to  watch  over  himself,  lest 
he  should  fall  into  the  sink  of  sin,  to  fulfill  with 
exactness  all  his  Christian  duties,  to  prefer  a  thou- 
sand deaths  to  separation  from  God  by  trans- 
gression of  the  Di"vine  Law. 

The  following  day,  11th  of  October,  the  last 
for  "  Shakopce"  and  "  Medicine  Bottle,"  early  in 
the  morning,  I  offered  up  to  God  the  Holy  Victim 
of  the  altar  to  obtain  of  His  Divine  Mercy  for 
them  the  grace  of  a  good  death.  After  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  I  went  to  Fort  Snelling  to  comfort  and 
solace  them  in  their  last  moments.  But  upon  en- 
tering their  cell  I  had  the  pleasure  of  being  in- 
formed that  their  execution  had  been  suspended 
by  President  Johnson,  that  most  probably  they 
should  not  be  executed.  Such  good  news,  no 
doubt,  was  to  the  prisoners  the  cause  of  great  joy. 
One  of  them  expressed  to  me  the  pleasure  he  felt, 
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in  tliese  words :  "  This  favor  comes  to  us  throughi 
the  Lord." 

Colonel  McLaren,  commander  of  the  post  at 
Fort  Snelling,  who,  at  all  times,  bad  been  very 
kind  toward  these  poor  Indiana,  allowed  them, 
after  the  suspension  of  their  sentence,  to  go  out  of 
their  cell,  and  to  work  in  the  Fort  yard.  That 
gentleman  is  worthy  of  much  praise  for  his  char- 
ity to  them,  sparing  no  trouble  to  have  them  sep- 
arated from  the  other  prisoners,  that  they  might 
be  more  easily  prepared  for  their  last  hour.  Kor 
am  I  indebted  to  him  for  this  attention  only,  but 
also  for  the  great  facility  he  gave  me  of  seeing 
them  at  any  time  I  went  to  the  Fort,  and  for  hav- 
ing, at  my  request,  refused  hundreds  of  curious 
visitors  from  entering  their  cell.  The  visits  of  so 
many  persons  displeased  me,  because  their  presence 
and  questions  prevented  tlie  prisoners  from  mak- 
ing their  preparation  for  death.  Man's  mind  is  too 
weak  to  apply  itself  to  many  things  at  once  !  It 
is  not  in  vain  that  the  Holy  Ghost,  speaking  of  a 
soul  He  wishes  to  1111  with  His  divine  treasures, 
has  said:  "I  will  conduct  her  into  solitude,  and 
there  will  I  speak  to  her  heart."     (Osee  ii.) 

The  liberty  granted  to  them  did  not  last  long. 
On  the  8th  inst.  arrives,  unexpectedly,  from  Wash- 
ington, a  telegra])hic  diapatoh  ordering  the  two 
Indian  Chiefs  to  be  executed  within  tlu'ee  days. 
The  following  morning,  Thursday,  at  seven  o'clock, 
the  sad  news  reached  me,  and  shortly  after  I  start- 
ed for  the  Fort.  The  two  prisoners  had  already 
been  informed  of  their  unfortunate  fate.  They 
were  sad,  but  calm.  At  first  I  expressed  to  them  all 
the  pain  I  had  experienced,  when  the  sorrowful 
news  had  come  to  my  knowledge.  Then,  to  com- 
fort them  in  their  misfortune,  I  spoke  on  the  ca- 
ducity of  the  things  of  this  world,  in  which, 
sooner  or  later,  we  all,  Avithout  exception,  have  to 
die.  I  recalled  to  their  minds  the  principal  doc- 
trines and  mysteries  of  our  Holy  Iteiigion,  which 
I  had  taught  them  some  time  before.  I  exhorted 
them  to  prepare  for  death  by  an  entire  resigna- 
tion of  their  will  to  the  will  of  God,  by  a  sincere 
sorrow  of  their  sing,  by  an  ardent  love  of  God  and 
their  neighbors,  by  frequent  and  fervent  prayers. 
It  then  came  into  my  mind  to  ask  them  if  they 
had  been  faithful  to  address  eveiy  day  to  God  the 
prayers  wliich  they  had  learned.  They  answered 
affirmatively;  and  they  recited  them  all  without 
omitting  one  word. 

The  following  day,  Friday,  I  asked  them  if  they 
had  spent  much  of  tlieir  time  in  entertaining 
themselves  with  God  by  prayer?  They  answered 
that  they  had.  And  "  Medicine  Bottle"  added : 
"  During  the  night  I  slept  a  little,  then  I  prayed 
to  God ;  I  slept  again  a  little,  then  I  prayed  to 
God  ;  I  slept  again  a  little,  then  I  prayed  to  God." 

They  had  but  one  day  to  live.  I  encouraged 
them  to  forget,  as  much  as  possible,  the  concerns 
of  this  world,  and  to  raise  up  their  minds  and 
their  hearts  to  God,  assuring  them  tliat  the  more 
they  would  unite  themselves  to  Him  by  the  exer- 
cise of  holy  prayers,  the  greater  would  be  the  fa- 
vors bestowed  upon  them  by  His  Divine  Mercy, 
the  more  beautiful  would  be  their  souls  and  bod- 
ies iu  Heaven  for  all  eternity.    It  seemed  to  me 


that  my  words  fell  on  a  soil  well  prepared,  and  I 
am  in  hoj^e  that  the  Holy  Ghost  made  them  pro- 
duce fruits  of  eternal  glory,  notwithstanding  the 
unworthiness  of  the  sower.  "Neither  he  that 
planteth  is  any  thing,  nor  he  that  watereth,  but 
God  who  giveth  increase."    (1  Cor.,  iii,  7.) 

Having  been  instructed  on  the  virtue  and  effi- 
cacy of  the  Sacraments  of  Penance  and  Holy  Eu- 
charist, they  expressed  an  ardent  desire  to  be  ad- 
mitted to  these  fountains  of  sanctiflcation.  Friday 
evening  they  made  their  confession,  and  Saturday 
morning  they  received  Holy  Communion.  Oh! 
how  sweet !  how  consoling  for  the  Christian 
standing  a  few  steps  from  death  and  eternity  to 
be  invited  to  partake  of  the  Bread  of  Angels,  to 
be  so  closely  united  with  his  Divine  Redeemer,  to 
rest  his  troubled  and  afflicted  mind  and  heart  on 
these  magnificent  promises  of  Jesus  Christ :  "  He 
that  eateth  My  Flesh,  and  drinketh  My  Blood, 
hath  life,  and  I  will  raise  him  up  at  the  last  day." 
(John  vi.) 

The  thought  of  death,  of  the  grave,  of  corrup- 
tion, of  wonns,  of  the  All-powerful  irritated,  is  no 
doubt  terrifying  to  the  impenitent  sinner ;  but  to 
him,  who,  sorrowful  for  his  sins,  has  made  his 
peace  with  his  most  lieloved  God,  who  has  received 
Jesus  Christ  in  the  Holy  Eucharist  with  an  ardent 
love,  the  contemplation  of  death  and  of  its  conse- 
quences inspires  no  fears.  He  places  all  his  hope 
in  the  Saviour,  who  died  for  him  on  the  Cross ; 
and  full  of  confidence  in  His  bounty  he  leaves  this 
world,  tliis  vale  of  tears,  to  be  united  to  Him  for- 
ever. Such  were,  I  hope,  the  sentiments  of  our 
two  Indian  chieftains  on  the  day  of  their  passage 
from  this  world  to  eternity. 

Their  thanksgiving  after  Communion  being 
over,  I  engaged  them  to  take  their  breakfast, 
which  was  on  the  table.  Shakopce  took  some 
food,  Medicine  Bottle  did  not  feel  disposed  to  take 
any.  I  had  to  leave  them  for  some  time,  and  was 
again  iu  their  cell  at  a  quarter  past  ten  o'clock. 
At  half  past  ten  I  addres.sed  them  a  few  words, 
strongly  recommending  them  to  think  no  more 
about  this  world,  and  to  turn  all  their  thoughts, 
all  their  desires,  all  their  affections  toward  God, 
Heaven,  Eternity.  When  I  had  ceased  my  exhor- 
tations they  knelt  down  and  prayed  to  the  Al- 
mighty with  great  fervor.  At  half  past  eleven 
they  were  informed  that  the  time  set  for  the  exe- 
cution was  near  at  hand,  and  immediately  after, 
their  wrists  were  tied  with  ropes.  Meanwhile  I 
recalled  to  their  minds  the  sufferings  and  meek- 
ness of  Jesus  Christ  during  His  Passion,  in  order 
to  encourage  them  to  suffer  every  thing  with  pa- 
tience. Not  one  word  of  complaint,  not  one  sign 
of  impatience  could  be  noticed,  indicating  that 
they  did  not  bear  their  unhappy  fate  with  Chris- 
tian fortitude  and  resignation,  until  they  had 
given  up  the  ghost. 

Every  thing  being  ready  for  the  execution,  they 
began  so  say  aloud  their  prayers,  which  they  did 
not  cease  to  repeat  until  they  had  expired,  except 
for  a  short  moment  while  their  sentence  was  read. 
On  going  to  the  scaffold  they  recited  in  their  own 
language — with  a  tone  of  voice  v«ry  expressive 
of  the  humility,  confidence,  piety,  and  devotion, 
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which  w<rc  in  their  hoirt'^ — tho  Lord's  Prayer,  the 
Ani^i'lical  Salutiition^aiul  several  times  tho  fol- 
lowing; nets :  ' 

1 .  WtiJknntnnka  m i$ira,  vsaeineiya,  Jau  ni  einkxi 
enje  mdatt^  onuikiya  %i\  token  nitntcnci,  eern  ecanum 
kt«,  h«een  Murpiya  tUa  tea  hi  tix,  nut  U  kte  ei,  h« 
iyohahtm.  I 

2.  ^yakuutanl•n  TfitamOy  nhoarterinee,  nixnana 
iyotan  xcaxte  icidiUdluon  etanhan. 

8.  Wiikantankamtatea  niye  on  etanluin  miye 
iyecen,  tcicaxta  owiMri  vxueU  u>ieaieadake. 

4.  Waknittankanitawk,  nitearterince  kn  reonrtnni 
xiee  yadaka  tukavmeartani,  heon  etanhan  cante 
maxicf,  omakiya  fo  ieimana  woartani  ecaimn  kte 
XTti  ee.  I 

The  translfttio  of  the  above  is  as  follows: 

1  "  My  God,  Itrust  in  Thee  ;  through  the  name 
of  Thy  Son,  Je/«,  help  me. 

"I  shall  do  ^;ording  to  Thy  will,  and  thus  go 
to  heaven  who  I  die. 

2  "  My  Go()rl'hou  art  very  good ;  for  that  rea- 
son I  love  Tli>  above  all  things. 

8  "  My  Go/  on  account  of  thee,  as  myself  all 
men  I  love.  / 

4  "  My  G^,  Thou  art  very  good :  Thou  detest- 
est  sin ;  but?  have  sinned ;  for  that  reason  my 
heart  is  soi^wful ;  help  me,  I  never  more  will 
commit  sin^ 

The  rep^er  of  tho  St.  Paul  Press,  who  was 
present  at  e  execution,  says  in  his  relation  that 
"  they  seen^  to  be  earnestly  engaged  in  these 
supplicati(<,  and,  as  they  marchctl  along,  paid 
no  attentiovhatever  to  the  crowd  assembled." 
lie  adds  t<t,  when  "  the  prisonei-s,  followed  by 
their  spi^ual  adviser  and  the  executioners, 
ascended  ^e  gallows,  they  walked  up  with  a 
fiiin  and  eady  step,  and  took  their  position 
upon  theptform,  still  engaged  in  reciting  their 
prayers."!  Paul  PresHy  Nov.  12th,  1865. 

The  rijrter  of  the  St  Paul  Pioneer,  who  vis- 
ited theHsoners  in  their  cell,  and  M'itne.ssed 
their  exdion,  relates  that  "as  the*  hour  of  their 
executitMipproached,  they  seemed  more  and 
more  arbed  in  their  devotions,"  and  adds 
that,  w|  their  wri.sts  had  been  tied,  before 
leaving ie  jail,  "the  prisoners  again  began 
speakintheir  prayers,  which  they  scarcely 
ceased,  til  they  dropped  from  the  giillows. 
The  twadians,  when  on  the  platform,  repeated 
many  tis  these  words  : 

Jesu    ^ysn  nici  wa  nn     kta    nina  wacin. 

*Je8ua  o»      with  thee  I     will   b«     arduntly    I  de»ire. 
tJeHU     per     tecum  ero  ardenter  de^iilcro. 

•  EnKitranfilution.  t  I^tin  tranfflatiou.  (Trauslated 
irord  ford  ai>  it  etaiid!*  in  the  original.) 

Whfhc  order  coi'.tirming  the  sentence  of 
death  the  prisoners  had  been  read,  "the  ex- 
ecutio)  proceeded  to  tie  their  legs  and  pinion 
their  i.  During  this  process  they  again  re- 
peate^ir  prayers  in  a  ttrm  voice.  The  noose 
was  i^)laced  around  their  necks  and  adjusted, 
and  taps  slipped  over  their  faces.  The  exe- 
cutiojand  clergyman  then  stepped  to  the  back 
part  (the  scaffold.  At  ten  minutes  before 
twel|jh)ck  Captain  Palmer  gave  the  signal — 
the  8  >rt  was  knocked  from  under  the  trap, 
and  ►o«lies  of  the  two  chieftains  fell  swiftly 
and  vily.      They    struggled    but   little  and 


seemed  to  die  very  easy,     Me<licine  Bottle  ap- 

{>arentljr  retained  vitality  the  longest,  but  both 
lad  their  necks  instantaneously  broken  by  the 
fall,  antl  could  have  felt  no  pain," — St.  Paul  Pi- 
oneer, Nov.  12th,  1865. 

May  tlieir  soul*  rest  in  peace. 
tm 

Mary,  Queen  of  Apostles. 

We  have  already  recorded,  more  than  once,  our 
profound  respect  lor  the  memory  of  the  lamented 
Padre  Ventura.     (Sec  Nos.  10  and  11.) 

In  1845,  Mgr.  Gaume,  the  illii.strious  author  of 
the  "Trois  Rome,"  heard  him  preach  in  the  Church 
of  St.  Andrew  della  Valle,  one  of  the  largest  in 
Rome,  and  the  .same  in  which  the  Blessed  Virgin 
ap|>eared  to  Alphonse  de  Ratisboune.  We  trans- 
late him,  verhatim : 

"  During  the  day  several  sermons  had  been  de- 
livered in  various  languages ;  the  evening  one,  the 
mo.st  import^int,  was  to  be  preached  by  the  cele- 
brated Padre  Ventura.  An  immen.se  crowd 
thronged  around  his  pulpit.  The  vast  church, 
with  the  lateral  chapels,  scarcely  sufficed  to  con- 
tain the  multitude.  The  Rev.  Father  made  his 
app<arance  on  the  pairo,  a  kind  of  platfonn  raised 
about  six  feet  above  the  heads  of  his  auditory. 
The  preacher  had  no  other  <lress  than  his  habit  of 
a  Theatin.  Atler  the  exordium,  the  great  orator 
began  to  move  back  and  forth,  distributing  the 
word  of  God,  on  all  sides,  to  his  large  auditory. 
Thanks  to  this  liberty  of  action,  there  wa.s,  in  all 
his  movements,  a  natural  dignity  which  modem 
art  renders  totally  impossible,  in  consetjuenc-e  of 
the  box-like  pulpits  in  which  it  shuta  up  the 
preachers  of  the  Gospel. 

"I  never  witnessed,  any  where,  a  more  complete 
recollection.  It  is  true  the  subject  itself  was  one 
of  intense  interest,  especially  in  Rome:  Mary, 
Queen  of  the  Apostles,  was  the  theme  of  the  great 
Roman  orator.  I  know  not  which  of  the  two  to 
admire  more,  the  noble  simplicity,  or  the  prodig- 
ious erudition  with  which  the  subject  was  treated. 
As  a  superior  man.  Padre  Ventura,  addressing 
himself  to  an  auditory  partly  amiposed  of  ordi- 
nary people,  fitted  Ins  words,  with  apostolic  clear- 
ness, to  the  capacity  of  the  simplest  minds ;  while 
by  his  profound  science,  he  forced  the  ascent  of 
the  most  elevated  philosophy.  He  showeti  us  that 
Mary  deivrved  her  glorious  title,  not  only  because 
she  was  the  Mother  of  the  King  of  the  Apostles, 
but  also  because  she  had  been  the  first  Apostle  of 
her  Son. 

"At  the  manger,  she  revealed  him  to  the  Magi ; 
in  the  council,  she  presided  over  the  diflfusion  of 
the  Church,  atU>r  having  assisted  at  its  birth  in 
the  grotto  of  Bethlehem.  It  was  she  who  taught 
the  Apostles  the  mystery  of  the  Holy  Infancy  ;  it 
was  she  who  ol)tained  pardon  for  St.  Peter,  fidelity 
for  the  rest  of  the  Apostles,  and  perseverance  in 
his  martyrdom  for  St.  Stephen ;  she  who  put  an  end 
to  the  controversy  between  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul. 
To  her  Peter  built  a  church  in  Palestine,  while 
Paul  did  the  same  in  Spain,  Thomas  in  India, 
and  Andrew  in  Achaia.  On  hearing  each  of  these 
propositions,  so  new  to  me,  I  said  within  myself: 
'How  will  this  good  Father  prove  it?'    But  be- 
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hold  !  tn  my  astonishment,  as  an  evidence  of  each 
one  of  these  assertions  came,  in  perfect  order,  and 
with  irresistible  force,  one  or  two  texts  from  the 
holy  Fatheiu  This  sermon  jjroduced  the  deepest 
impression,  and  gave  a  sublime  idea  of  the  elo- 
quence and  science  of  the  preacher.  Toward  the 
end,  the  Father  stopped  ;  the  assembly  fell  on 
their  knees,  and  he  recited  three  times  Ave  Maria, 
that  the  grace  of  Heaven  might  descend  as  a  pre- 
cious dew,  to  give  fecundity  to  the  sacred  seed  de- 
posited in  their  hoii'-ts.  This  appeared  to  me 
touching,  and  perfectly  logical." 

Missionaries  of  Indiana.— First  Eev.  0.  De  Seille. 

Between  the  years  1830  and  1840  two  men 
passed  through  this  place  ;  each  making  a  mark 
which  time  should  not  be  permitted  to  obliterate. 
Those  who  knew  them,  will  remember  them  well 
to  their  last  day ;  but  they  are  becoming  fewer 
every  year  ;  and  as  a  worthy  prelate  expressed  but 
the  other  day  his  opinion,  that  the  Ave  Maiua 
was  likely  a  better  record  than  newspapers,  to 
preserve  the  memories  of  our  departed  priests  for 
the  future  history  of  the  Catholic  Church  in  Amer- 
ica, we  propose  enriching  our  pages  with  two  brief 
sketches  of  those  two  predecessors  of  ours  here. 
Neither  the  one  nor  the  other,  however,  belonged 
to  our  Congregation.  Ileuce  we  are  free  to  ex- 
press our  thouglits  on  their  merits.  We  mean  to 
speak  of  Rev.  C.  De  Seilles  and  Rev.  B.  Petit,  the 
former  a  Belgian,  the  latter  of  French  origin. 
Both  were  alike  in  their  unbounded  devotedness 
to  our  Holy  Patroness,  although  very  widely  dif- 
fering from  each  other  in  dispositions,  as  in  age. 
From  the  most  correct  informations  with  which 
we  have  been  abundantly  supplied,  we  learn  that 
Mr.  Petit,  the  spoiled  child,  as  the  saintly  found- 
er of  the  Diocese  of  Vincennes,  Dr.  Brut6,  used 
to  call  his  dear  Benjamin,  was  by  nature  as  gay 
and  cheerful,  as  merry  and  expansive  as  the  other 
was  grave  and  reserved,  though  ever  obliging 
and  affectionate.  Before  we  get  through  with 
these  two  admirable  sketches,  our  readers  will 
join  us  in  our  thanks  to  Heaven,  that  the  prem- 
ises, from  which  issues  our  little  Ave  Maria,  were 
thus  sanctified  by  the  labors  of  such  holy  Priests. 
We  were  not  the  first  here  to  invoke  the  holy 
name  of  Mary.  They  had  made  every  nook  and 
every  tree,  as  it  were,  vocal  with  its  sweetest  har- 
mony. They  had  given  it  a  name  expressive  of 
their  heart's  love,  which  we  only  translated,  as  a 
stight  improvement,  for  we  could  not  drop  the 
sweet  name  of  Notre  Dame.  Every  inch  of  its 
ground  was  consecrated  to  Mary.  Et  noinen  ejus 
Maria :  the  name  of  the  place  to  w'hich  w^e  were 
sent  was  Mary's.  Ave  Makia  !  Hail  Mary,  seemed 
tore-echo  over  the  lakes  and  through  the  wild  wood 
as  we  pronounced  the  words,  as  though  they  were 
familiar  sounds.  May  they  never  lose,  while  they 
linger  upon  our  lips,  that  celestial  perfume  which 
they  breathed  each  time  they  issued  from  the  lips 
and  hearts  of  our  saintly  predecessors !  May  we 
ever  strive,  as  they  did,  to  reproduce  something 
of  that  original  purity,  adorned  with  which  they 
came  from  the  lips  of  the  angel,  or  rather  from 
the  bosom  of  the  Eternal  Father  Himself!     May 


the  blessed  name  of  our  lear  Mother,  each  time 
it  will  be  pronounced  or  written  by  us  or  our 
readers,  be  forever  a  soune  of  joy  and  glory  to 
our  Holy  Mother  in  Heavei,  as  also  of  grace  and 
blessing  to  us  upon  earth ! 

The  30th  of  November,  f«ast  of  Saint  Andrew, 
the  Apostle  of  the  Cross,  ws  the  23d  anniversary 
of  our  first  arrival  on  the  spit  now  known  by  the 
name  of  Notre  Dame.  Fiftea  months  jjreviously, 
we  had  the  singularly  good  brtune  to  celebrate 
our  first  Mass  in  New  York,  n  the  Exaltation  of 
the  Holy  Cross ;  and  now,  coding  to  take  posses- 
sion of  that  portion  of  the  vinyard  which  Provi- 
dence had  intended  for  our  cltivatlon,  our  first 
Mass  was  to  be  on  Saint  Andrw's  festival,  a  day 
most  appropriately  chosen  fon  Priest  of  Holy 
Cross ;  surely  this  double  coinciimce  was  ominous 
of  a  life  of  trials,  but  it  did  not  nghten  us. 

Scarcely  had  we  entered  the  louse  when  our 
guide  invited  us  to  visit  the  tomiof  the  lamented 
and  saintly  Father  De  Seille,  wo  died  only  a 
few  years  before.     When  we  say  ouse,  we  mean 
one  of  those  double  log  shanti(  divided  into 
two  apartments,  with  a  wide  oju  passage  in 
the  middle.     We  were  first  introcced  into  one 
of  these,  in  which,  we  were  told,  1  ed  the  good 
Father  De  Seille.     There  was  his  bi,  his  library 
his  table,  a  few  chairs,  and  as  far  ase  can  remern- 
ber,  that  was  all  we  noticed,  save  t^  rude  beams 
of  the  ceiling,  which  scarcely  admted  of  one's 
hat  on  his  head.     We  followed  ouricerone  into 
the  adjoining  room  :  "There,"  saidie,  pointing 
to  one  corner,  "  there  we  laid  him,  u'.er  his  altar 
where  he  said  Mass  every  morning.  There  was 
the   naked   altar,  and  above   it  a  sitary  orna- 
mental picture,  a  beautiful  Mater  Jorosa,  after 
the  Belgian  design.      We  had  hei  before  of 
the  saintly  death  of  the  pious  Missiary.     After 
kneeling  a  little  while  on  the  jirecis  spot,  we 
asked  our  guide  if  he  was  present  ding  the  last 
moments  of  the  good  Priest.      "  O,  s,"  he  ex- 
claimed, "and  I  will  never  forget  it,  bever  lone 
I  may  live."     We  begged  him  to  rel  what  he 
knew  of  it,  and  without  any  emba*sment  he 
gave  us  the  following  report  : 

"Father  De  Seille,"  said  he,  "was  Pokagan 
among  the    Pottawatomies,  during  o   weeks. 
As  he   was  taking  leave  of  them  hemarked 
that  likely  they  would  see  him  nojre;  they 
felt  at  once  deeply  grieved,  for  they  a)ved  him 
as  a  father.  He  seemed  to  allude  to  hpproach- 
ing  death  and  yet  he  was  still  in  Iprime  of 
life,  and  to    all    appearance  full  olgor  and 
strength.    They  asked  him  what  his  ws  meant, 
'I  have  a  great  journey  to  perform,'s  the  re- 
ply, 'pray  for  me,  and  do  not  forget  jay  your 
beads  for  me.'     With  this   he   left  m,    and 
started  home  on  foot,  (thirty-five  niiiistant,) 
as  he  invariably  did,  although  he  keptplendid 
horse  in  his  stable   for  occasions  wlprompt 
attendance  to  duty  might  secure  the  sition  of 
a  soul.     That  same  day  he  reached  hisne,  and 
appeared  to  all  in  the  enjoyment  os  ordi- 
nary strength.      Next  morning,  howehe  felt 
quite  unwell  and  it  was  not  withgut  a  exer- 
tion he  succeeded  in  celebrating  Mass.'oward 
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noon  he  decliirod  to  a  few  friends  around  him, 
that  he  should  not  live  lonj|r,  and  that  it  would 
be  prudent  to  Hcnd  for  a  Priest.  But  no  one 
could  l>e  persuaded  that  there  was  any  immediate 
occasion  for  one. 

Next  morning,  he  felt  much  worse  and  pave 
orders  to  dispatch  two  messengers,  one  to  Logans- 
port,  sixty  nuh's  fr<»i»  Notre  Damo,  the  other  one 
to  Chicago,  eiglity  miles,  for  fear  that  either  one 
or  the  other  should  be  absent  from  home  on 
a  sick  call.  Three  days  afterward  the  two  mes- 
sengers retuniod,  tlie  first  in  the  morning,  the  sec- 
ond at  twelv"  o'clock.  It  was  not  CJod's  will,  it 
appears,  that  the  good  Priest  should  enjoy  the 
supreme  consolation  he  had  so  ardently  desired. 
It  happened  that  Ijoth  were  so  sicktlieniselves  that 
it  was  utterly  iu^xwsible  for  either  to  leave  for 
such  a  distanc-e.  Meanwhile  the  saintly  man  had 
lost,  insensibly,  all  his  strength  ;  still,  physicians 
had  come  to  the  conclusion  tUat  his  case  was  not 
a  hopeless  one.  But  he  felt  otherwise,  and  wa.s 
much  grieved  when  he  learned  that  he  should 
have  to  die  without  confession.  Often  he  had 
himself  undergone  great  fatigues  to  prcwure  for  his 
dying  penitents  the  inestimable  benefit  of  which, 
in  God  s  inscrutable  design,  he  was  now  himself 
to  be  deprived.  lie  bowed  in  silence  and  resig- 
nation to  Heaven's  decree,  and  thought  of  prepar- 
ing himself  as  best  he  could. 

The  boundjpss  confidence  he  always  felt  in  his 
Holy  Mother  failed  him  not  at  the  last  hour.  He 
commended  himself  to  her  most  earnestly,  and  fre- 
quently aloud ;  moreover  he  often  begged  of 
those  around  him  to  pray  to  her  in  his  behalf. 
There  can  be  no  doubt  that  she  it  was  who 
prompted  him  to  an  act  that  sealed  his  last  mo- 
ments with  a  stamp  of  sanctity,  seldom  met  in 
a  more  touching  degree,  even  in  the  death  of  the 
Saints. 

The  progress  of  the  disease  had  now  reached  a 
j)oint  whertin,  visibly,  death  could  not  be  far  dis- 
tant. Suddenly  the  pious  Priest  makes  an  effort 
to  rise  to  a  sitting  posture  in  his  bed,  and  entreats 
his  two  faithful  attendants  to  help  him  into  the 
next  room  to  his  altar.  He  summons  his  remain- 
ing strength,  and  with  the  aid  of  his  two  friends, 
manages  to  accomplish  his  purpose.  There  he 
kneels  do^^^l  a  while,  then  directs  their  attention, 
by  a  look,  t*)  his  surplice  and  stole  ;  tliey  under- 
stand, and  hasten  to  put  them  on  hini ;  he  raises 
himself,  and  with  a  trembling  and  burning  hand, 
opens  his  tabernacle,  fixe.«  '.us  eyes  steadily  and 
lovingly  on  the  adonible  tody  of  his  Divine  lie- 
deemer ;  then,  most  humbly  bending  over  the  cibo- 
rium.  administer*  to  hinusclf  the  Holy  Viaticum. 
He  kneels  again  on  the  platform  between  his  two 
assistants,  whose  hearts  seemed  now  ready  to 
break  wit^i  emotion  at  such  a  sight.  There  he 
remains  fOr  a  long  time  in  deep  and  profound  ad- 
oration, both  say  for  half  an  hour,  until,  fearing 
he  should^  die  of  exhaustion,  they  finally  obtained 
his  consent  to  convey  him  to  his  room,  and  lay 
him  on  bis  bed.  He  thanked  them  a^in  and 
again,  anfl  in  less  than  an  hour  after,  invoking 
most  ferwntly  and  continuously  the  sweet  names 
of  Jeftus  llnd  Mary,  he  expired  without  a  struggle, 


and  with  a  most  placid  smile  on  his  countenance. 
Thus  died  a  sjuntly  niiiwionary,  who,  during  hiii 
brief  career  of  seven  years,  had  accompliHhe<l  no  or- 
dinary amount  of  gcxnl,  and  whose  death  was  sur- 
rounded by  a  Ixalo  of  iK-rfection,  ujwn  which  no 
one  am  gaze  witliout  emotion. 

A  few  hours  after  he  had  breathed  his  last,  the 
whole  villagi'  of  Pokagon  flwked  around  hia 
death-bed.  They  cried  not,  we  are  told,  but  they 
remained  there  standing,  gazing  up<m  his  cold 
remains  for  several  day.s,  not  allowing  any  person 
to  attempt  to  bury  them,  lliere  they  stood,  stone- 
like, in  unspeakable  grief,  and  it  was  only  when 
the  authorities  of  South  Bend  positively  onlered 
them,  on  the  third  day,  to  bury  the  l»ody  of  this 
dear  and  holy  Father  DeSeille,  that  they  betook 
themselves  to  the  performance  of  the  sad  office. 

Few  priests,  if  any,  have  endeared  themselves 
more  to  their  ficxk.  He  h:id  himself  in.structe<l 
antl  l)aptizcd  more  than  one-half  of  them;  and  in 
their  poverty  he  had  expended,  during  seven  years, 
a  considerable  fortune  in  feeding  and  clothing 
them  and  their  children.  That  he  po.ssessed  the 
gift  of  prophecy,  seems  to  have  been  the  common 
belief  of  the  whole  tribe.  Besides  the  announce- 
ment of  his  death,  two  other  prediction.s,  the  ful- 
fillment of  which,  so  literally  exact,  has  come  un- 
der our  own  notice,  during  the  past  twenty  years, 
force  us  to  share,  to  a  great  extent,  the  opinion  of 
the  Indians  on  this  point.  He  predicted  of  a  cross 
which  he  was  erecting  in  presence  of  a  large  as- 
sembly, that  it  should  never  be  touched  by  fire ; 
and  although  two  or  three  times  since  every  thing 
around  it  was  consumed  by  the  destructive  ele- 
ment, yet  the  cross  has  remained  uninjured. 

He  foretold  one  Sunday  at\emoon,  and  before 
a  number  of  people,  to  the  two  richest  men  in  the 
neighborhood,  both  founders  of  towns,  that  they 
would  die  penniless,  which  .'subsequent  events  have 
proved,  to  the  astonishment  of  all. 

In  a  future  article  we  shall  present  our  readers 
with  a  brief  sketch  of  the  life  of  Kev.  B.  Petit, 
whose  priestly  career  lasted  only  two  years,  but 
of  whom  it  must  be  said,  emphatically,  t/tai  being 
made  perfect  in  a  tihort  apace,  he  faljiUed  a  long 
time — expkcit  t<iitp<>ra  multa.  (Wisdom,  iv,  18.) 
Of  the  two  he  will  be  most  admired.  One  single 
reflection  from  liim,  while  serving  as  a  trait 
iCujiion  between  his  predecessor  and  himself,  will 
show  that  we  pass  from  a  saintly  character  to  an- 
other perhaps  even  more  accomplished. 

"  Father  De  Seille,"  he  writes,  "  had  to  die  all 
alone:  oh !  Mary  doubtless  assisted  him.  This  is 
certainly  one  of  the  poor  31issionaries'  severest 
trials ;  but  as  they  expose  themselves  to  it  only 
for  the  love  of  Gotl,  He  who  is  so  grwd  cannot 
forsake  them  at  their  la.st  hour.  If,  in  their  final 
struggle,  He  deprives  them  of  the  assistance  of  a 
Priest,  it  must  be,  beyond  all  doubt,  to  enrich 
their  crown  with  the  merits  of  this  culminating 
sacrifice.  I  firmly  believe  that  He  grants  this  fa- 
vor but  to  His  dearest  friends." 

[N.  B.  In  a  few  copies,  pa^  4T7  conUint  Mveral  typofnvphic 

errors,  the  printer  having  lak'Mi  an  nncorrocfod  proof-t>beet 
for  arorrcctod  one.  Thus,  ack now  ledee,  brought,  beauUftil, 
eurapturioc  the,  pleasure  trip,  wens  iiicorn:cUy  epvlled.J 
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Our  Nation's  Pestival. 

[Columbiis  was  ever  a  most  faithful  servant  of 
Mary,  his  beads  and  cmcilix  were  his  chart  and 
compass,  in  those  dark  hours  when  all  seemed 
lost.  To  his  Blessed  Patroness  he  confided  the 
New  World,  and  his  act  of  fealty  was  ratified  by 
our  Prelates,  when  in  solemn  conclave  they  pro- 
claimed her  Immaculate  Conception  the  National 
Feast  of  the  United  States.] 

A  hymn  for  our  sjiotless  Queen, 

On  our  Nation's  festal  day. 
Every  hill  and  every  vale 

Owns  our  dearest  Lady's  sway. 
Long  years  ago  Columbus  came, 

With  beads  and  cross  divine. 
To  find  a  World  in  th'  ocean's  heart 

And  place  at  Mary's  shrine. 

Let  England  honor  dear  Saint  George, 

Saint  Dennis  keep  fair  France, 
Saint  Patrick  watch  o'er  the  Emerald  Isle, 

Saint  James  o'er  the  Sapnish  lance — 
We  clam  a  mightier  Patroness, 

A  mightier  ne'er  was  seen : 
" Immaculate  Conception"  crowns 

Our  holy  Virgin  Queen. 

O  Nation  bright !  great,  glorious  land ! 

Holy  Mother  keep  it  free, 
Immaculate  from  every  crime. 
Unstained  by  tyranny. 
'■    •    Then  a  hymn  for  our  Nation's  feast, 
'       Our  watch-word  e'er  shall  be, 
'     "  Immaculate  Conception  "  blest, 
True  pledge  of  liberty. 

Ave  Maria  from  the  Catholic  Garden  of  our  Land, 

Died,  at  her  home,  Wapakoneta,  Ohio,  Novem- 
ber 11th,  of  brain  fever,  Emilie  Adele  O'Con- 
NELL,  aged  fifteen  years  and  twenty  seven  days. 

Emilie,  a  relative  of  Daniel  O'Connell,  the 
illustrious  emancipator  of  Ireland,  inherited  a 
large  share  of  the  faith  and  piety  of  her  forefathers 
of  the  Island  of  Saints.  Though  delirious  many 
days  previous  to  her  death,  her  lips  often  rejieated 
the  "  Hail  Mary,"  and  when  asked  "  Do  you  love 
our  Lord — do  you  love  the  Blessed  Virgin  ?"  her 
eyes  beamed  with  animation  and  she  replied  with 
touching  emphasis,  "Indeed  I  do."  Jesus  and 
Mary  did  not  forget  one  so  tenderly  devout.  On 
Saturday,  the  day  consecrated  by  the  Church  to 
our  Ever  Blessed  Mother,  Mary  smiled  "a  welcome 
to  Heaven"  on  her  innocent  child.  This  sweet 
thought,  however,  yields  to  the  superior  claims  of 
Faith  which  teaches  that  "  nothing  defiled  can 
enter  heaven,"  and  that  "  it  is  a  holy  and  whole- 
some thought  to  pray  for  the  dead  that  they  may 
be  loosed  from  their  sins."  For  this  end  her 
teachers  and  schoolmates  of  Mount  Notre  Dame, 
and  especially  the  "Children  of  Mary,"  into 
whose  sodality  she  was  recently  admitted,  unite 
their  prayers,  and  while  their  love  would  already 
enroll  its  object  among  the  Blessed,  the  spirit  of 
Faith  whispers  to  their  hearts,  "  May  she  rest  in 
peace." — Catholic  Telegraph. 


Our  Correspondent. 

In  the  Quaker  City,  the  Catholic  Church  is 
making  significant  progress  in  a  direction  very 
natural,  but  not  at  all  flattering  to  the  pride  of 
Anglicanism.  A  handsome  church,  recently  pur- 
chased from  the  Episcopalians,  has  been  dedicated 
by  liight  Rev.  Bishop  Wood  to  great  Saint  Edward 
the  Confessor,  and  now  the  Holy  Sacrifice  is  offered 
where  so  lately  a  lifeless  form  of  religion  was  rep- 
resented. 

The  Holy  Catholic  Church  rides  over  the  little 
skiff  of  the  so-called  Church  of  England  with  the 
name  of  England's  greatest  monarch  triumphantly 
floating  at  her  top  gallant  mast. 

We  find  much  talk,  and  a  variety  of  sentiment 
expressed  upon  the  suicide  of  Preston  King,  of 
New  York.  Did  this  circumstance  not  involve  a 
matter  of  the  greatest  importance,  in  a  Catholic 
point  of  view,  we  would  not  mention  it  in  the 
Ave  Maria  ;  but  we  cannot  pass  it  over ;  it  is  a 
decided  inversion  of  charity  to  excuse  a  deed,  the 
most  revolting  of  which  the  soul  is  capable.  No 
more  cowardly  act  can  be  conceived  than  that  of 
self-destruction,  and  it  is  a  pagan  sentiment  which 
seeks  its  palliation.  Perhaps  there  is  no  one  thing 
more  clearly  indicating  the  fatal  results  of  the 
fashionable  latitudinarian  religion,  than  the  pre- 
vailing levity  respecting  human  life,  the  frequency 
of  suicides,  and  the  materialistic  view  taken  of 
death. 

Yet  it  is  no  wonder.  Future  rewards  and  pun- 
ishments are  ignored.  The  idea  cf  God,  if  ad- 
mitted, is  fanciful  and  vague.  His  jurisdiction 
over  man  is  not  acknowledged.  His  mastery  over 
life  is  a  fable,  and  the  impious  creature  usurps 
his  Creator's  prerogative.  Hating  the  gift  which 
the  first  instinct  of  nature  teaches  him  to  cherish 
above  all  things,  he  lays  violent  hands  upon  him- 
self, showing  in  fact  an  insanity  the  precursor  of 
a  more  formidable  destruction  than  is  dreamed 
of  in  his  philosophy,  for  it  is  as  true  to-day  as 
thousands  of  years  ago,  "whom  the  dtnuma  would 
destroy  they  first  make  mad." 

Christianity  alone  invests  the  soul  with  true 
bravery,  with  the  power  to  face  nobly  the  ills 
of  life  in  whatever  shape  they  appear.  She  does 
this  by  recognizing  the  relation  of  the  soul  to 
God,  and  by  inculcating  and  enforcing  the  duties 
implied  by  this  relation.  But  alas  when  our 
popular  writers  embalm  the  worst  crimes  with 
their  talents,  and  dub  vice  as  virtue,  we  can  but 
pity  them  and  their  victims,  and  pray  our  holy 
Mother  Jlary  to  rescue  them. 

Hood's  famous  "  Bridge  of  Sighs  "  and  kindred 
literature  have  left  a  heavy  burden  ou  the  con- 
science of  Art,  but  every  Catholic,  every  lover  of 
Mary,  her  who  made  suffering  sublime,  will  re- 
joice to  aid  in  wiping  out  the  stain,  and  discour- 
aging such  wicked  sentiments. 

mm 

Devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  the  surest  an- 
tidote to  the  poison  of  our  evil  inclinations ;  for  he 
who  is  really  devout  to  Mary  will  strive  to  imitate 
her  exalted  virtues,  and  thus  close  th^  door  of  his 
heart  against  the  vices  suggested  by  a  nature  cor- 
rupted by  the  sin  of  our  first  parents. 
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Baptism  of  Mtkry'a  Oonvert— Abbe  Batisbonne. 

The  miraculous  conversion  of  3Ir.  Ratisbonne  is 
known  overywluTf,  but  the  report  of  his  baptism 
and  flrst  Couinmnion,  as  wo  find  it  rduted  iu  the 
"Trois  Rome"  by  Mgr,  Gaume,  himself  an  eye- 
witneas  of  the  ceremony,  will  be  new  and  interest- 
ing to  most  r)f  our  readers.  To  our  taate  it  is  in- 
deed aometl-.ing  beautiful : 

"Before  resuming  our  itinerary,"  says  the  author, 
"we  assisted  at  a  ceremony,  I  would  willingly  call 
it  an  event,  the  memory  of  which  will  never  leave 
our  mind  :  Mr.  Ratisbonne  was  to  be  baptized  that 
very  morning.  Only  ten  days  had  elapsed  since 
his  conversion ;  but  the  miraculom  neophyte  un- 
derstood all;  and  the  illustrious  Cardinal  (Mezzo- 
fanti)  charged  with  the  examinsition  of  the  cate- 
chumens, could  bat  admire  the  abundance  of  light 
which  the  God  of  mercy  had  suddenly  poure«J  into 
that  privileged  soul.  At  eight  o'cbick  we  were 
at  the  GesiL  The  church  wa.s  already  tilled  with 
a  multitude  of  pious  Christians  extremely  eager 
to  see  the  young  Israelite,  whom  Mary  had  led 
with  a  motherly  hand  to  the  foot  of  the  Crws. 
The  French  Society  occupied  the  first  seats,  and 
a  sympathetic  piety  seemed  to  pervade  tlie  whole 
assembly.  Mr.  Ratisbonne,  accomi)anied  by  the 
Rev.  Father  de  Villefort,  and  3Ir.  de  Bruissieres, 
his  godfather,  tood  at  the  entrance  of  the  church  : 
confonnably  to  the  ancient  usage,  he  wore  the 
white  garment  of  the  catechumens. 

"At  the  appointed  time.  Cardinal  Patrizi,  the 
Vicar  of  his  Holiness,  dressed  in  the  p>ontitical 
vestments,  came  down  from  the  chaj>el  of  Saint 
Ignatius  and  began  the  usual  prayers  and  cere- 
monies over  the  neophite,  we  followed  liira  atten- 
tively. Already  the  exorcisms  and  mysterious 
unctions  which  prepare  man  for  the  Christian 
initiation  were  over ;  suddenly  the  young  Israelite 
is  put  to  a  test  as  unexpected  as  severe :  but  a 
few  days  before  he  had,  Saul-like,  blasphemed 
the  name  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth  and  Ills  doctrine, 
it  was  meet  be  should  atone  for  it  by  a  public 
act  of  sorrow  add  humility:  "Kiss  the  floor," 
said  the  Cardinal,  and  instantly,  without  hesita- 
tion or  the  leat  sign  of  surprise — he  kissed  the 
floor!  thus  proving  before  all,  who  stood  with 
eyes  fixed  upon  lum,  that  he  is  truly  a  Christian, 
since  his  youth  has  already  discovered  that  hu- 
mility is  the  only  door  that  leads  to  truth  and 
salvation.  Toucliing  lesson  for  us  all,  who  too 
often  forget  that  Jesus  our  Master  was  meek  and 
humble  of  heart 

No  further  doubt :  the  spirit  of  the  Saviour  is 
with  the  Neophite  and  the  Cardinal  conducts 
him,  as  it  were  in  triumph,  to  the  Catacombs, 
hoping  for  martyrdom.  While  intensely  Ijent 
on  the  spectacle  before  our  eyes,  we  could  not 
help  saying  within  our  heart :  "  Would  to  God 
that  all  our  young  countrymen  could  enjoy  .such 
a  scene !" 

Wlien  the  prince  of  the  Church  asked  the  Cate- 
chumen: "What  is  your  name?"  "Maiy,"  an- 
swered he,  with  an  accent  of  gratitude  and  love 
that  made  every  fiber  vibmte  in  our  soul.  Then 
followed  the  administraaion  of  the  Sacramenjt  of 
regeneration,  and  immediately  after,  that  of  Con- 


fLrmation.  Next  came  the  bcautitul,  the  cnmpter- 
ing,  hnnrovisation  of  Mr.  I'abbfi  Dupanloup,  (now 
the  well  known  Bishop  of  Orleans,^  which  was 
followed  by  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  ilaaa.  At  tbe 
solemn  moment  of  Communion,  Mr.  Ratisbonne 
felt  himself  so  overpowered  and  amiihilated  that 
it  became  nooesaary  to  assist  him  to  approach  the 
Holy  table.  When  he  had  received  the  l^read  of 
angels,  he  could  not  rise  without  the  aid  of  Mr. 
de  Bussiiire's  arm.  A  flood  of  tears  burst  from 
his  eyes — he  was  sinking  under  the  weight  of  his 
sentiments. 

At  this  moment  the  whole  a-ssembly  with  inde- 
scTibable  enthusiasm  sang  the  Te  Deurn,  which 
the  ougels  above  repeated  in  unspeakable  trans- 
ports ;  for  it  is  written  tliat  there  shall  be  more 
joy  in  Heaven  upon  thy  conversion  of  one  sitmer 
than  upon  the  perseverance  of  ninty-niue  just. 


Ave  Maria  from  Protestant  Lips ; 

OK,  MYSTICAL  ROSES  FUOM  FOUEIGX  O.VKDEN8. 

Fears  and  dangers  bring  a  ray  of  faith  even 
from  the  dry  dark  heart  of  unbelievers  trip  as  is 
found  in  the  case  of  Volncy.  He  was  out  on  a 
pleasure  with  some  friends  upon  the  Ch(;sapeake 
Bay,  when  a  storm  suddenly  arose  and  the  small 
American  sloop  freighted  with  the  elite  of  un- 
believers from  both  hemispheres  seemed  for  more 
than  three  hours  in  eminent  danger  of  being  lost. 
Volney  noticing  a  Catholic  among  the  party  say- 
ing the  Rosary,  took  his  beads  and  began  reciting 
Ace  Marki  with  edifying  devotion.  After  the 
stonn  had  abated  one  of  his  companions  ap- 
proached him  and  with  a  puiile  said,  "To  whom 
were  you  praying  just  now  my  dear  sir."  "Oh," 
replied  Volney,  somewhat  embarrassed  at  the 
question  now  that  the  danger  was  past,  "one  may 
be  a  pliiloso])her  iu  study,  but  not  on  the  water 
during  a  storm." 

Calvin  himself,  the  Inst  from  whom  we  would 
expect  an  admission  of  the  divine  beauty  and 
high  prerogatives  of  the  Jlother  of  God,  has  left 
the  following  in  his  writings:  "We  ainnot  ac- 
knowledged the  blessings  which  Jesus  Christ  has 
broght  us,  without  at  th«!  same  time  adnutting  how 
greatly  God  has  enriched  and  honored  Mary,  when 
He  willed  her  to  be  the  3Iother  of  His  only  Son. 

The  Protestant  Bishop,  Jeremy  Taylor,  in  his 
lx>ok  under  the  title  of  the  "  Holy  Living,"  of 
Chastity,  says:  "  Virginity  is  a  life  of  angels,  the 
enamel  of  the  soul,  the  huge  advantage  of  reli- 
gion, the  great  opportunity  for  the  retirements  of 
devotion:  and  being  void  of  care«,  it  is  full  of 
prayers ;  being  unmingletl  with  the  world,  it  is 
apt  to  converse  with  God  ;  and  by  not  feeling  the 
warmth  of  a  too  froward  and  indulgent  nature, 
flames  out  with  holy  fires,  till  it  be  burning  like 
the  Cherubim,  and  the  most  ecstasied  order  of 
holy  and  unpolluted  spirits." 

nm 

The  brilliant  virtues  of  Mary  are  like  the  stars 
which  shine  at  night.  Their  lustre  strikes  the 
eye  of  all  alike,  unless  they  willfully  refuse  to 
look  upon  them,  and  the  heart,  enamored  of  their 
beauty,  forces  the  lips  to  speak  their  praise. 
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St.  Joseph  Valley  Registek. — For  more  than 
twenty  years,  we  have  been  a  constant  reader  of 
the  Register,  and  in  the  main  have  found  it  cor- 
rect, interesting,  and  ably  edited.  On  losing  its 
former  editors,  we  ox)uld  not  wish  for  better  suc- 
cessors to  them  than  Messrs.  Beal  and  Fuller.  We 
have  the  pleasure  of  a  j)ersonal  acquaintance  with 
the  chief  editor,  whose  gentlemanly  manners  and 
superior  talents  will  be  fully  appreciated  in  our 
young  city.  We  anticijjate  a  dignitied,  moral  and 
high-toned  journal  at  Mr.  Beal's  hands,  and  as 
such,  we  wish  him  as  many  subscribers  as  there 
are  families  in  our  beautiful  valley.  Such,  indeed, 
should  be  the  support  of  a  home  paper  when  it 
deserves  to  be  supported,  as  this  does.  No  one  is 
more  jealous  than  ourself  of  the  fair  character  of 
our  city ;  therefore  do  we  feel  rejoiced  to  see  it 
provided  with  an  excellent  paper;  for  w^e  knoAV 
that  people,  in  general,  form  their  ideas,  their  ap- 
preciations and  sentiments,  according  to  the  char- 
acter of  the  journal  they  habitually  read. 


Weekly  Chronicle. 

Dedications — Ordinations — jVcio  Church  in  Wash- 
ington — Touching  Incident  at  the  Jubilee — Honor 
to  Mr.  Marshall — Charity  in  Death — Freedom 
for  tlie  Faith  in  Tarlcey — Tlie  Emi)ress  and  the 
Hospitals. 

Dedications. — Saint  Mary's  church,  Delaware, 
Ohio,  was  dedicated  to  the  worship  of  God  under 
the  invocation  of  Mary  ever  Virgin. 

The  Catholics  of  Washington  city  are  about 
to  erect  a  church,  which  the  Spectator  tells  us  will 
be  at  once  a  credit  to  Catholic  faith  and  piety, 
and  an  ornament  to  the  city,  and  which  will 
supply  a  want  that  has  been  long  and  sorely  felt. 
The  capital  of  a  great  and  powerful  nation,  pos- 
sessing as  it  docs,  one  of  the  finest  structures  in 
the  world  devoted  to  human  legislation,  should 
also  be  able  to  boast  a  temple  in  honor  of  the 
Most  High.  It  is  to  be  built  by  the  Dominican 
Fathers,  in  that  part  of  the  city  called  the  Island. 

Ordinations. — At  Mount  Saint  Mary's  of  the 
West,  tlie  Most  liev.  Archbishop  Purcell  con- 
ferred the  order  of  Priesthood  on  Rev.  George 
Glass  and  Rev.  Herman  Kemper. 

In  the  Cathedral  of  Providence,  R.  I.,  Nov.  4th, 
the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  McFarland  raised  to  the 
dignity  of  Priesthood  Rev.  Henry  M.  Smith. 

In  the  Cathedral  of  Portland,  Maine,  Nov.  8th, 
Right  Rev.  Dr.  Bacon  conferred  Holy  Orders  on 
John  O'Brien. 

In  Albany,  on  13th  ultimo.  Right  Rev.  Bishop 
Conroy,  conferred  Subdeaconship  on  Rev.  W. 
Grattan,  nephew  of  the  late  Dean  G  rattan,  of 
St.  Catherine's,  C.  W.,  and  the  Priesthood  on  Rev. 
James  J.  Moriarty.  Rev.  Mr.  Moriarty  is  the  first 
priest  ordained  by  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Con- 
roy since  his  elevation  to  the  Episcopacy. 

In  Philadelphia,  on  Thursday,  16th  ultimo. 
Right  Rev.  Bishop  Wood  conferred  the  sacred 
Order  of  the  Priesthood  on  E.  Prendergast,  E. 
Martin,  Richard  Barry,  Bernard  Beumaster,  John 
Wall,  Michael  Stack,  James  Martin,  and  John 
O'Malley. 


The  Pittsburgh  Catholic  records  a  touching 
incident  in  connection  with  the  Jubilee  recently 
preached  at  New  Brighton.  An  old  ladv,  not  a 
Catholic,  had  resolved  on  attending  'all  the 
exercises,  but  after  the  first  was  prevented  by 
a  sudden  attack  of  paralysis  from  continuing. 
Thinking  the  stroke  fatal,  she  begged  her  children 
to  "call  the  priest."  The  Rev.  pastor  came,  and 
gave  her  such  instructions  as  time  would  permit, 
and  by  Baptism  made  her  a  member  of  the  "  one 
fold."  This  is  one  of  the  many  results  of  the 
apostolic  zeal  of  the  holy  Bishop  Domenec,  who 
makes  himself  all  to  all,  that  he  mav  gain  all  to 
Christ. 

His  Holiness,  the  Pope,  has  been  graciously 
pleased  to  confer  on  the  author  of  "  Christian 
Missions,"  Mr.  T.  W.  M.  Marshall,  a  signal  testi- 
monial of  his  high  appreciation  of  that  work,  and 
of  the  services  it  has  rendered  to  the  sacred  cause 
of  Religion.  Our  Holy  Father  has  sent  to  Mr. 
Marshall  the  Cross  of  Saint  Gregory,  accompanied 
by  a  Brief. 

Our  foreign  journals  announce  the  death  of 
Prince  Sciarra  de  Roriano,  aged  eighty-five.  He 
left  $330,000  to  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith. 

The  Turkish  Ambassador  to  France  is  a  Roman 
Catholic.  He  says  that  the  Catholic  faith  has 
more  freedom  under  the  Sultan  than  under  the 
Bonapartes.  Not  only  are  Catholics  permitted  to 
have  ijrocessions  in  the  streets,  protected  by  the 
police,  but  there  is  no  interference. 

As  a  bright  light,  by  the  side  of  this  uncatholic 
state,  we  place  the  following  episode  in  the  life  of 
the  French  Empress : 

"  The  Empress'  visit  to  the  hospitals,  and  her 
presence  at  the  bedside  of  the  cholera  patients, 
speaking  words  of  comfort  and  encouragement  to 
all,  has  excited  univer.sal  surpri.se  and  admiration 
among  all  classes  of  the  population.  It  has  ex- 
torted the  warmest  praise  even  from  those  who 
arc  no  warm  friends  of  the  Imperial  dynasty ;  and 
the  humane  and  courageous  conduct  of  the  illus- 
trious lady,  suifering  as  she  has  been  for  some 
days  from  a  severe  cold,  will  long  be  remembered 
by  those  who  are  but  too  apt  to  forget  every  thing." 

The  Journal  des  Dcbats,  alluding  to  the  Empress' 
visit,  says : 

"  The  emotion  was,  as  may  be  supposed,  great 
among  these  people,  and  their  gratitude  profound. 
Their  eyes  were  filled  with  tears.  One  of  the  pa- 
tients, whose  sight  was  dimmed  by  the  gravity  of 
his  condition,  answered  a  question  addressed  to 
him  by  the  Empress  with  the  words,  '  Yes,  my  Sis- 
ter.' '  My  good  friend,'  said  the  Sister  of  Charity 
who  was  in  attendance,  '  it  is  not  I  who  am  speak- 
ing to  you  ;  it  is  the  Empress.'  '  Let  him  call  me 
so,'  the  Empress  replied ;  '  it  is  the  finest  name  he 
can  give  me.' " 

One  cannot  imagine  a  reply  more  eminently 
Christian,  or  a  more  delicate  homage  to  the  char- 
acter of  the  good  Sisters.  And  for  the  Empress, 
a  poor  sick  man  had  taken  her  for  a  Sister !  Was 
not  this  a  beautiful  compliment?  Moie  beautiful, 
perhaps,  than  all  those  that  are  given  at  the  Court 
of  the  Tuilleries. 
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Jewel  Brook  Cottage.  , 
My  hnppy  little  ones:  In  about  half  an  hour 
we  shall  Uke  our  Inst  breakfast  in  Boston  for  the 
present,— pi-rhap  forever;  so  little  do  wc  know  of 
our  future,— ami  tlien,  in  anotht-r  half  hour  more, 
we  may  expect  the  carriage  at  the  door,  to  takeua 
to  the  depot.  We  say,  again,  we  have  had  a  good 
time. 

There  are  twelve  Catholic  churches  in  Boston. 
Wc  have  visited  five,  and  also  the  place  where  a 
new  cathedral  is  to  l)e  erected,  which  is  an  admi- 
ral»le  location,  indeed.  There  is  also  a  Catholic 
press  in  the  city.  We  were  courteously  requested 
by  Mr.  Donaluie,  the  enterprising  proprietor,  to 
walk  througli  his  work-rooms,  where  they  set  the 
type  for,  print  and  distribute  some  thirty  thou- 
sand copies  of  the  Pilot  per  week.  That  looks  as 
though  there  are  some  Catholic  readers  in  the  vi- 
cinity, d«)n't  it?  The  greatest  curiosity  for  us 
here  was  to  see  his  new  folding  machine  at  work. 
The  open  sheet  is  cast  in  or  upon  the  machine, 
when,  passing  under  and  through  one  set  of  ma- 
chinerj',  it  reappears,  folded  once,  and,  cast  by 
the  operations  of  the  machine  into  another  rack, 
is  again  folded,  and  soon,  reappearing  and  again 
falling  into  and  passing  through  yet  another  and 
another  rack,  some  six  times,  when  it  comes  out, 
folded,  without  the  touch  of  a  single  hand,  it  at 
length  falls  into  a  trough,  ready  for  the  wrapper 
labeled  with  the  name  of  a  subscriber.  :SIany 
Catholic  books  are  also  published  here,  from  time 
to  time.  They  are  about  commencing  one  now  for 
the  editor  of  the  Catholic  Quarterly  Jievieic,  Dr. 
Brownson;  but  it  will  be  quite  too  large  for  little 
children  to  lift,  and,  no  doubt,  too  learned  for 
little  heads. 

The  powers  of  the  world  musi  not  have  all  the 
book-making  and  journalizing  for  the  rising  sons 
and  daughters  in  the  land.  Our  Holy  Father,  the 
Pope,  has  declared,  as  Mr.  Douahoe  reminded  us : 
"  A  tani-tijifd  press  is  the  hoj>e  of  tfie  irorltl."  Per- 
haps the  children  of  the  worUl,  as  our  Lord  fore- 
tells, have,  in  this  resj)ect,  been  wiser  in  their  gen- 
eration than  the  children  of  light,  though  wc  are^ 
not  prepared  yet  to  admit  that  the  importance  of 
an  advancement  and  steady  progress  in  intellectual 
culture  develops  more  in  the  world  than  in  the 
Church.  The  Church,  it  is  tnie,  advances  with 
less  unmeaning  boasting,  and  like  a  judicious 
mother  stops  first  to  examine  and  approve  every 
work  she  gives  into  your  innocent  hands.  And 
thus  again,  chililren,  while  the  poor  world  is  al- 
ways ntracing  her  steps,  becsiuse  always  wander- 
ing at  will  from  truth,  the  Church  when  she  puts 
forward  a  foot  never  takes  it  back — careful  only 
to  have  all  her  footsteps  directed  heavenward,  she 
goes  firmly  onward.  But  see,  they  are  just  coming 
out  from  the  Church  of  Saint  Itese,  of  which  Father 
Ilaskins  is  pa.stor.  There  is  where  we  went  to 
Holy  Mass,  before  breakfast,  Sunday  morning. 
Father  H.  is  a  man  of  a  grave  yet  benign  appear- 
ance, and  has  a  very  intellectual  head.  He  is 
earnest  in  all  his  work — you  see  that  in  his  face 
and  in  the  reverence  with  which  ho  says  his  Mass ; 


you  are  reminded  moreover  of  it  by  his  religiously 
reliant  tone  of  voice.  We  are  told  he  Ls  a  convert 
from  the  Episwpalian  denomination,  and  the 
church  of  which  he  is  at  present  piurtor  used  to  be 
a  Baptist  meetinghouse,  but  was  purchased  by 
Father  Haskins  and  his  Society,  and  eonwrted  to 
Catholic  use.  This  g(X)d  and  zealous  Father  Has- 
kins has  also  a  house  of  protection  and  reform  for 
young  boys,  known  by  the  name  of  the  Angel 
Gxiardian,  an  institution  worthy  of  its  name. 

Bat  our  carriage  is  at  the  door.  Ah,  there  is 
one  place  more  we  had  meant  to  have  found, — a 
church  that  had  been  in  course  of  building  some 
eight  or  ten  years,  where  we  heard  our  first  Mass, 
not  knowing  at  all  that  we  were  hearing  a  Mass 
at  the  time,  knowing  only  we  were  at  a  Catholic 
meeting, — for  the  first  time  in  a  Catholic  church  ! 
I  was  then  a  young  woman,  and  yet  so  ignorant 
of  the  tnie  Church.  O  how  good  G«xl  has  been 
to  us  since.     But  we  must  leave  now ;  come. 

Oar  Lady  of  Good  Aid. 

In  the  Holy  Books  it  is  somewhere  said  that 
God  has  charged  celestial  spirits,  radiant  Arch- 
angels, with  the  care  of  such  or  such  an  empire. 
Mention  is  made  in  the  Y^iW.no^  the  Angel  of  Juda, 
the  Angel  of  iKrad.  Since  the  coming  of  Christ, 
France  has  long  been  under  the  shield  of  the 
Archangel  Michael,  and  Spain  .still  invokes 
Raphael,  another  Prince  of  the  Heavens. 

I  love  that  belief  and  that  Christian  ix)etry,  I 
want  each  to  have  its  guardian,  empires  as  well 
as  hamlets,  the  mighty  as  well  as  little  cliildren. 

Little  children  are  never  so  wonderfully  guarded 
— mothers  know  it  well — as  by  Our  Didy  of  Good 
Aid.  In  proof  of  this  I  could  quote  a  thousand 
instances;  but  many  things  there  are  to  prevent 
me;  to  relate,  even  pussil)ly  well,  it  requires  calm 
and  repose  of  mind,  which  one  does  not  always 
have ;  happiness  even — but  it  is  rare — sometimes 
carries  you  away  like  a  whirlwind. 

My  young  friends,  you  will  find  in  this  short 
story  an  excellent  moral,  viz :  that  you  must  never 
despair  of  the  goodness  of  God.  f3h  !  well  might 
the  poet  say  "To  the  yonng  of  the  birds  He 
giveth  food,"  {Aax  jtetUs  d<s  oiseaux  il  donne  la 
jHiture  !) 

There  was  near  Rouen  a  little  family  of  work- 
ing people,  the  father,  the  mother,  and  two  little 
children — a  boy  of  six  years,  a  daughter  of  eight ; 
they  had  been  .«ome  time  settletl  there,  when  the 
cholera  came,  like  a  terrible  and  voracious  bird  of 
prey,  to  decimate  the  population  of  France.  It 
began  by  going  amongst  the  poor,  and  for  some 
week."*,  it  seemed  as  though  the  rich  were  priv- 
ileged. As  the  family  of  which  I  s])eak  was  ex- 
tremely poor,  the  dreadful  visitor  came  and  took 
up  his  abode  in  their  midst. 

The  husband  was  the  first  to  fall  beneath  hia 
stroke ;  scarcely  had  he  laid  down  on  his  pallet, 
when  ho  beg:in  to  tremble  with  cold,  turned  blue, 
and  died,  notwithstanding  all  the  cares  of  his 
wife. 

Poor  widow !  there  she  is,  lefV  alone  with  her 
two  little  children ;  and  in  her  erief,  regarding 
them,  she  said :  "  If  it  were  not  lor  my  son  and 
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my  daughter,  I  would  be  glad  to  die,  too !"  But 
she  soon  recovered  her  courage,  and  went  to 
work.  The  rich,  when  they  lose  one  of  their 
own,  can  weep  and  rest;  their  grief  folds  its 
anns ;  but  amongst  the  poor  it  is  not  so ;  labor 
must  mingle  with  grief,  and  tears  with  sweat. 

When  we  see  a  mother  with  children  who  have 
need  of  her,  we  say :  "  That  mother  will  not  die 
yet,  for  she  is  the  life  of  those  frail  creatures;  God 
will  leave  her  to  them."  But  God  is  not  obliged 
to  think  as  men  do,  and  He  often  withdraws 
from  the  world  beings  who  seem  the  most  rooted 
in  it. 

One  morning,  as  the  widow  was  saying  her  pray- 
ers with  her  little  boy  and  girl,  she  felt  cold,  she 
arose,  went  to  close  the  door,  returned  to  sit 
down  by  the  crucifix,  before  which  her  children 
were  kneeling  ;  and  she  had  to  place  herself  in  a 
sunbeam — she  trembled  still. 

"  Mamma,  you  tremble  as  papa  did,"  said  the 
little  girl. 

"  Yes,  I  fear  I  am  going  to  be  sick  like  him." 

"Ob!  not  like  him,  good  mother!"  cried  the 
boy,"  not  like  him,  for,  if  you  were  as  sick,  you 
would  die ;  and — " 

"  If  it  be  the  will  of  God,  my  children,  we  must 
submit." 

"  But  it  cannot  be  the  will  of  God ;  for  if  you 
were  to  die,  who  would  we  have?" 

"  Hi5i !  my  dear  children." 

"  No,  no ;  it  is  you  we  want." 

Poor  children !  they  thought,  in  their  simplicity, 
that  the  plague  would  turn  aside  from  their 
mother,  because  they  had  need  of  her.  Oh! 
plagues  laugh  at  such  necessities  !  Nothing  stops 
them.  A  king  might  say :  "  I  am  indispensable 
to  the  happiness  of  my  kingdom;  for  the  glory 
of  my  throne  I  must  remain  yet  a  while,"  but  the 
terrible  messenger  of  divine  justice,  nothing 
softened,  would  strike  him  down  and  pass  on. 

The  widow  was  seized  with  cholera,  then,  as 
her  husband  had  been ;  a  neighbor  came  a  little 
while  to  take  care  of  her,  but  having  herself  a 
sister  sick  at  home,  she  was  soon  forced  to  return. 
In  those  days  there  were  few  houses  without 
their  sick  or  dying. 

The  children,  seeing  theii*  mother  shivering 
with  cold,  remembered  that  when  their  father 
was  sick  and  his  limbs  began  to  turn  blue,  he 
was  rubbed  with  hot  cloths,  and  trembling  and 
weeping  as  they  were,  the  poor  little  creatures 
climbed  up  on  the  bed,  and  rubbed,  rubbed  as 
much  as  they  could ;  but  even  that  touching  sight 
could  not  propitiate  death :  he  stinick  the  widow — 
the  mother. 

And  the  children  became  orphans — orphans 
without  any  one  to  take  care  of  or  assist  them. 
The  neighbor  came  to  see  them,  and  sought  in 
the  miserable  furniture  that  remained  wherewith 
to  have  a  coffin  made ;  her  search  was  vain.  She 
was  poor  herself,  but  she  managed  to  obtain  a 
wretched  coffin ;  her  charity  did  not  stop  at  bury- 
ing the  dead,  she  also  took  charge  of  the  two 
orphans.  But  as  there  was  scarcely  any  food  in 
her  house,  when  she  went  out  to  work  she  gave 
the    children  a    basket,  and  told    them:  "The 


goodness  of  God  and  the  compassion  of  men  will 
till  it ;  say  only  to  the  passers  by :  '  Tlie  cholera 
rtuule  us  orphans,  we-  have  neither  father  nor  motJier.^ " 

One  day  the  two  little  children,  going  out  of 
Rouen,  went  up  as  far  as  the  hights  of  Blosville, 
where  the  chapel  of  Our  La(}y  of  Good  Aid  is 
situate.  As  they  saw  many  people  go  in  there, 
they  went  in  too,  and  kneeling  with  the  crowd, 
before  the  Holy  Virgin,  they  said :  "  Comfort  of 
the  afflicted,  Mother  of  orphans,  jtrayfor  us  !" 

The  prayer  of  the  orphan  is  like  the  arrow 
darted  by  a  strong  hand — it  ascends  high — God 
and  the  Virgin  heard  those  two  little  children. 
They  left  the  chapel,  and  as  they  were  fatigued 
with  their  long  journey  they  sat  down  on  the 
threshold  of  a  house;  there,  with  their  heads 
resting  on  the  edge  of  their  basket,  they  fell 
asleep.  A  painter  would  have  loved  to  see  the 
brown  hair  of  the  little  boy  mingling  with  the 
fair  tresses  of  his  sister ;  nothing,  you  know,  is  so 
graceful  as  the  sleep  of  children,  and  those  were 
remarkably  pretty.  Their  rosy  cheeks  rested  on 
their  bare  plump  arms,  and  their  scanty  garments 
left  their  little  white  necks  and  bosoms  tc)  be  seen. 

A  young  man  belonging  to  the  house  saw  them 
thus  asleep  on  the  threshold,  and  said  to  his  mother 
and  sister :  "  Come  and  see  a  charming  group  to 
draw." 

The  mother  and  sister  went  to  the  window,  and 
were  struck,  like  the  young  man,  with  the  grace 
of  the  children.  Then  there  was  a  plan  got  up  in 
the  family :  that  of  filling  the  orphans'  basket 
without  their  perceiving  it. 

From  a  window  over  the  door,  with  the  help 
of  a  cord,  the  young  lady  of  the  house  lowered, 
first  a  purse  containing  some  pieces  of  silver,  then 
a  large  cake,  then  some  sweetmeats,  and  all  that 
so  adroitly  that  the  sleeping  childen  were  not 
awakened  by  the  favors  that  came  to  them  from 
heavbn — the  luck  that  came  to  them  in  sleep. 

But  at  the  end  of  some  time,  when  their  sleep 
was  over,  and  they  opened  their  eyes — oh  I  what 
surprise,  what  joy !  what  happiness ! 

"  Oh !  who  gave  us  so  many  good  things  whilst 
we  were  asleep  ?"  cried  the  little  boy. 

"  It  must  have  been  Our  Lady  of  Good  Aid," 
answered  the  girl.  "  When  mamma  was  alive  she 
often  told  us  that  she  took  care  of  children  who 
have  no  mother — " 

"  Well !  let  us  go  and  thank  her."  And  so  say- 
ing, they  arose  and  went  back  to  the  chapel.  I 
assure  you  it  was  through  tears  of  joy  that  the 
beneficent  family  saw  the  two  children  going  thus 
to  thank  God.  That  gratitude  was  touching,  and 
contrasted  strongly  with  the  ingratitude  of  so 
many  men  who  receive  favors  from  on  high,  and 
never  so  much  as  ask  whence  does  that  couie  f  who 
lias  given  tta  such  i^rosperity  ? 

<■» 

As  there  is  nothing  so  delightful  to  the  weary- 
traveler  as  the  sight  of  a  clear  spring,  whence  the 
pure  water  gushes  in  all  its  freshness,  so  there  is 
nothing  so  cheering  to  the  Christian  as  the  con- 
templation of  those  pure  aspirations  of'  love  and 
devotion,  which  ascend  to  God  and  our  Blessed 
Lady  from  the  innocent  hearts  of  children. 
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SUAEEZ ;  OR,  THE  THEOLOGIAN  OP  THE 
BLESSED  VIRGIN.-(Part  2d.) 

Bofore  wc  enter  upon  an  explanation  of  tlie 
doctrine  of  this  exquisite  theologian,  we  beg  to 
remind  our  readers  of  a  sperial  fact,  universally 
admitted  among  school-men,  and  of  some  import- 
ance to  our  present  puqx>se,  viz :  That  one  of 
Suarcz'  characteristic  features  as  a  theologian  was 
moderation.  He  was  everywhere  known  as  inim- 
ical to  all  sort  of  exaggeration,  which,  he  wus 
wont  to  say,  never  serves  truth,  but  rather  injures 
it.  lie  seemed,  while  teaching,  to  possess  a  most 
comprehensive  and  clear  idea  of  the  question  he 
was  treating,  and  invariaJ)ly  expressed  himself,  as 
a  complete  sc-holar  who  had  fully  weighed  proofs 
and  objections,  in  a  lucid,  accurate,  precise,  and 
yet  moderate  style.  Were  it  not  for  this  well-de- 
fined and  tiraily  established  character  of  Suarez, 
we  would  not  have  presumed  to  allude,  in  these 
pages,  to  the  doctrine  which  he  introduced  into 
the  school,  concerning  the  merits  of  the  Blessed 
3Iother  of  God  ;  for  in  its  results  it  is  truly  won- 
derful. But  when  we  find  it  supported  by  a  host 
of  great  theologians,  among  whom  we  discern 
Saint  Liguori,  and  the  learned  men  of  the  princi- 
pal universities  in  Europe  ;  when  we  see  that  the 
Blessed  Virgin  herself  sent  to  thank  the  pious  au- 
thor for  having  promulgiited  and  vigorously  sus- 
tained it,  we  cannot  look  upon  it  as  a  vague 
echemc.  We  therefore  give  below  a  brief  sketch 
of  it.  While  we  say  new  d<x'triue,  we  allude  to 
the  modi;  of  its  expression,  rather  than  to  the  sub- 
stance itself;  but  as  it  received  from  Suarez  a 
scholastic  form,  it  soon  became  known  by  the  name 
of  the  great  teacher  who  had  given  it  a  shape. 

The  doctrine  of  Suarez  chiefiy  consists  in  main- 
taining, that  if  it  be  admitted  among  theologians 
that  when  man  works  for  the  love  of  Gotl  he 
merits  an  increase  of  charity — which  is  the  prinei- 

{)le  upon  which  he  works — propoitional  to  the 
ervor  with  which  he  acts,  the  Hles.sed  Virgin, 
whose  every  act  was  perfect,  must  have  thus  mul- 
tiplied at  every  new  act  all  the  merits  previously 
acquired.  Such  is,  in  substance,  what  has  been 
termed  since  "Suarez'  Arithmetic." 

The  care  with  which  our  new  Saint  Thomas 
elaborated  his  thesis,  the  development  ho  gave  it, 
and  the  strength  of  argument  with  which  lie  sup- 
ported it,  left  no  doubt  that  a  great  mind  was 
there,  unreservedly  at  the  s<'rvice  of  a  heart  full 
of  love  and  gratitude  to  his  glorious  l)enefactress. 
His  conclusions  apjwared  so  naturally  and  rigor- 
ously to  fiow  from  undeniable  premises,  that  they 


were  everywhere  received,  and  have  to  this  day 
8too<l  the  test  of  the  keenest  scrutiny  without 
losing  any  portion  of  the  prestige  with  which  they 
app<!ared  at  first. 

After  the  8f)lemn  declaration  of  the  Council  of 
Ephesus,  establishing  the  glorious  title  of  Tfuoto- 
koM,  "  Mother  of  God,"  as  belonging  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary,  and  the  other  solemn  decree,  in  1854, 
declaring  her  Immaculate  in  her  Conception,  there 
was  perhaps  no  movement  in  the  school  of  Theol- 
ogy that  procured  more  gloiytothe  Holy  Mother 
of  Jesus.  Nor  could  the  doctrine  of  the  ever  mul- 
tiplying merits  of  Mary  ap))ear  under  lM'tt<T  aus- 
pices and  a  more  influential  name,  nor  at  a  time 
in  any  sense  more  proper,  than  precisely  when  the 
Reformation  was  preparing  itself  to  deny  all  her 
privileges  and  singular  claims  to  our  veneration. 

Suarez  taught  that  tlie  Blessed  Virgin,  even  in 
the  womb  of  Saint  Anne,  possessed  more  grace, 
more  habits  of  virtue,  and  more  talents,  than  any 
saint  on  earth  or  angel  in  Heaven  ever  jK»ss<»ssed. 
Furthermore  he  taught  that  thes<'  graces  and  these 
gifts  were  greater  and  higher  tlmn  those  of  all 
the  angels  and  all  the  saints  that  ever  have  been 
or  ever  will  be,  taken  together.  In  this  he  has 
been  followed  by  St.  Liguori  and  many  other  grave 
theologians  who  have  again  examined  the  question, 
ex  proT'eniio,  and  fully  indorsed  Suarez'  arguments. 

This  being  admitted,  who  can  imagine  how 
great  must  have  been  this  grace,  these  endow- 
ments, in  Mary,  which  surpassed.  m)t  only  those 
of  the  greatest  saint  on  earth,  but  of  all  the 
saints  and  angels  together*  Saint  Dennis,  the 
Areopagite,  taught  by  Saint  Paul  himself,  tells  us 
of  the  angel.s,  that  such  is  their  number,  that  not 
only  the  individual  angels,  but  their  annies  exceed 
all  that  oiir  weak  minds  can  conceive;  which 
moved  St.  Thomas  to  teach  that  the  angels  sur- 
pass corporeal  things  in  numt>er  as  much  as 
Ileaven  suqiasses  all  inferior  substances  in  size 
anil  greatness.  Commenting  on  the  sjime,  Suari'Z 
says  that  the  angels  are  more  numerous  than  the 
stars  in  the  firmament,  than  the  sands  of  the  sea 
shores  or  the  atom^  in  the  air;  and  yet  in  this 
countless  multitude,  order  is  the  first  law;  lar 
from  being  confused,  their  hierarchies  are  per- 
fectly ordered;  one  is  superior  to  the  other  in 
gifts  of  grace;  the  second  is  alM)ve  the  first,  the 
third  above  the  second,  and  the  fourth  above  the 
third,  etc. 

Now  imagine  th.it  in  the  lowest  angel  there  is 
one  degree  of  grace;  in  the  second,  two;  in  the 
third,  three;  and  so  on;  but  if  the  angels  are 
without  number,  how  many  degrees  of  grace  will 
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Saint  Michael,  the  Archangel,  have,  who  is  re- 
garded as  the  prince  of  them  all !  If  you  con- 
ceive the  lowest  angel  to  have,  not  only  one  single 
degree  of  grace,  but  thousands  and  thousands,  as 
becomes  the  angelic  nature,  who  can  ever  under- 
stand how  many  he  must  have  who  is  the  supreme 
leader  of  that  illustrious  and  innumerable  army  ? 
Thus  far  we  have  no  difficulty  in  following  the 
Spanish  Divine  in  the  process  of  his  arguments. 
But  Ave  now  enter  with  him  upon  a  boundless 
ocean,  upon  which  we  shall  soon  lose  sight  of  all 
known  landmarks. 

If  it  is  true  that  God  l^estowed  on  His  future 
Mother,  at  the  first  instant  of  her  creation,  more 
grace  than  is  found  among  angels  and  saints,  we 
already  find  ourselves  in  presence  of  something 
above  all  our  conceptions.  "  The  foundations  of 
this  mystical  city  of  God  were  laid  upon  the  tops 
of  the  most  lofty  mountains  of  sanctity,"  because 
she  began  where  the  other  vsaints  finished ;  and 
therefore  "  the  Lord  loves  the  gates,  (that  is,  the 
commencement  of  this  great  and  incomi)arablc 
Sion,)  much  more  than  all  the  tabernacles  of  Ja- 
col) ;"  for  Maiy  at  that  instant  was  more  holy,  more 
pleasing  to  the  eyes  of  God,  than  all  the  predes- 
tined together  ;  and  if  it  had  become  necessary  to 
make  a  choice,  He  would  have  annihilated  all 
the  angels,  who  are  more  than  a  hundred  thousand 
million  times  as  numerous  as  all  the  men  that  ever 
have  been  or  ever  will  be;  He  would  willingly 
have  sacrificed  all,  rather  than  His  beloved  future 
JNIother,  for  in  His  mind  she  is  above  all  the  saints, 
above  all  the  angels.  From  what  has  been  said 
already,  we  plainly  perceive  that  the  capital,  if 
we  may  so  express  it,  with  which  Mary  started  in 
life,  is  by  itself  so  great  that  no  human  mind  can 
value  it.  If  we  now  apply  Suarez'  rule,  or  "Arith- 
metic," to  form  an  idea  of  her  growth  in  grace  and 
merits,  we  will  say  :  in  her  first  act  of  love  of  God 
she  doubled  all  the  merits  she  actually  possessed; 
in  the  second  act  she  redoubled  again  the  results, 
so  that  if  we  suppose  that  at  the  first  instant  she 
had  only  a  thousand  degrees  of  grace,  after  the  first 
act  she  had  two  thousand ;  after  the  second,  four 
thousand  ;  after  the  third,  eight  thousand ;  after 
the  fourth,  sixteen  thousand.  Now  multiplying 
thus  for  all  the  days  of  a  single  year,  supposing 
that  each  day  she  made  only  one  act  of  the  love 
of  God,  do  you  think  that  Arithmetic  has  numliers 
to  compute  such  an  amount?  Mathematicians 
teach  that  if  a  merchant,  trafficking  with  one  cent 
to-day,  to-morrow  would  gain  two,  the  next  day 
four,  the  third  day  eight,  and  so  from  day  to  day 
till  the  sixty-fourth  day,  they  say  and  prove  that  on 
the  sixty-fourth  day,  tliis  merchant  would  possess 
eighty-two  quadrillions,  nine  hundred  and  eighty- 
two  trillions,  two  hundred  and  sixty -five  billions, 
one  hundred  and  fifty-eight  millions,  five  hundred 
and  sixty-eight  thousand,  seven  hundred  and  nine- 
ty-six dollars  and  sixteen  cents ;  and  if  he  should 
commence  with  a  dollar,  instead  of  a  single  cent,  he 
would  possess  at  the  end  of  the  sixty-four  days  a 
sufficient  quantity  of  gold  to  make  sixty  massive 
globes,  each  one  as  large  as  the  whole  earth. 

Now,  if  we  suppose  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  have 
received  only  one  degree  of  grape  in  her  Immacu- 


late Conception,  and  that  she  went  on  increasing 
this  degree  only  once  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  in 
sixteen  hours,  she  would  have  possessed  eighty- 
two  quintillions,  nine  hundred  and  eighty-two 
quadrillions,  one  hundred  and  sixty-five  trillions, 
one  hundred  and  fifty-eight  billions,  five  hundred 
and  sixty-eight  millions,  seven  hundred  and 
ninety-six  thousand,  six  hundred  degrees  of  grace. 
What  an  immense  accumulation  of  grace  she  must 
have  had  at  the  end  of  her  life,  if  we  suppose,  as 
is  certain,  that  her  capital  did  not  consist  of  one 
single  degree,  but  of  more  graces  than  were  pos- 
sessed by  Saint  Michael  the  Archangel,  and  all  the 
angels  and  saints  with  him,  and  that  she  redoubled 
the  talents  intrusted  to  her  or  acquired,  not  only 
once  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  but  every  moment : 
"  after  which,"  says  Father  La  Combiere,  "  I  no 
longer  have  any  difficulty  in  understanding  theolo- 
gians when  they  teach,  that  if  the  mo.st  Holy  Vir- 
gin a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  her  Immaculate 
Conception  had  presented  five  hundred  degrees 
of  grace  to  every  man  that  had  been  born  or  was 
to  l)e  born,  no  diminution  could  be  perceived  in 
what  she  possessed." 

To  this  immense,  and  little  less  than  infinite 
treasure,  add  the  grace  theologians  call  ex  opere 
operato,  which  is  given  by  God  to  the  soul,  on  ac- 
count of  the  merits  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  who  can 
tell  the  floods  of  grace  which  the  Eternal  Word 
poured  into  her  Jiosom  when  she  conceived  Him  ; 
during  the  nine  months  she  bore  Him;  when 
she  l)rought  Him  forth  to  the  world;  when  she 
strained  Him  to  her  bosom  and  suckled  Him; 
during  their  familiar  conversations  for  thirty 
years;  in  His  fatigues;  in  His  most  dolorous 
Passion  and  death,  Resurrection  and  Ascension 
into  Heaven?  What  rich  gifts  her  Divine  Spouse, 
the  Holy  Ghost,  brought  her  from  Heaven,  on  the 
day  of  Pentecost,  and  every  time  she  received  sao- 
ramentally  the  most  Holy  Body  and  Blood  of  her 
Son,  which  in  all  probability,  according  to  the 
custom  of  the  faithful,  was  every  day!  Who  shall 
enumerate  such  a  total  ?  We  are  lost  in  this  abyss 
of  grace,  and  must  conclude  with  Saint  Bemard- 
ine  of  Sienna,  that  the  grace  and  sanctity  of  the 
Most  Blessed  Virgin  can  be  fully  understood  by 
God  alone. 

Such  is,  according  to  the  hermit  Roberto,  the 
main  feature  of  Suarez'  doctrine  on  the  Blessed 
Virgin :  "  The  nearer  a  thing  approaches  its  au- 
thor, the  greater  the  perfection  it  receives  from  him ; 
therefore,  Mary,  being  the  creature  nearest  to  God, 
has  partaken  more  than  all  others  of  His  graces, 
perfection  and  greatness.  To  this  Suarez  traces  the 
cause  why  the  dignity  of  Mother  of  God  is  of  an 
order  superior  to  any  other  created  dignity;  because 
it  appertains,  in  a  certain  manner,  to  the  order  of  a 
hypostatic  union  with  a  Divine  Person ;"  pertinet 
enim  quodammodo  ad^rdinem  union  is  hypostaticxe. 

In  another  place,  the  same  moderate  Suarez  tells 
us  that  "  the  dignity  of  Mother  of  God  is  infinite 
of  its  kind :"  dignitas  matris  Dei  sito  genere  est  in- 
finita.  And  a  little  further  on,  he  adds :  "  Being 
the  Mother  of  God,  she  has  a  certain  right  to  His 
gifts :"  undejit,  ut  singularejus  Juibeat'ad  dona^filii 
8ui.    (Tome  II,  in  3  p.,  d.  1,  s.  2.) 
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Suarez  teaches  that  the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  Holy 
Mother  of  Qo«l,  possesses  in  her  glorious  botly 
some  spociul  quality  that  reveals  her  royal  dignity. 
her  Divine  Maternity,  as  also  her  dominion  over 
all  the  saints.  Furtlienuore,  that  she  had  been 
revealed  to  the  angels  fiinn  the  first  moment  of 
their  creation,  and  that  they  then  began  to  honor 
her.  He  shows  how,  in  the  deep  recesses  of  a  lim- 
itless eternity,  the  first  aspect  of  creation  in  the 
mind  of  the  Deity  was,  Jesus  in  the  Incarnation, 
and  Mary  in  the  Divine  Maternity.  And  when 
all  space  was  ptH)pled  with  those  myria<ls  and 
myriads  of  bright,  beautiful  spirits,  this  vision 
was  their  trial.  .lesu.s  was  shown  to  the  angels, 
and  Mary's  image  rested  near  Him,  and  they  knew 
that  the  lives  of  the  Son  and  the  Mother  wtudd  be 
forever  united. 

At  that  first  glance  of  the  exaltation  of  human 
nature  above  their  own,  Lucifer,  son  of  light,  for- 
getting his  own  position  of  creature,  refused  to 
DOW  before  the  Incarnate  Word,  and  with  him  a 
whole  multitude,  one-third  of  all  that  universe  of 
bright  spirits  who  had  been  endowed  with  such 
exceeding  gifts,  graces  and  beauty,  uttered  those 
fatal  words:  Nan  »ercunn — I  will  not  obey ;  and 
in  the  madness  of  revolt,  leaped  into  that  ever- 
lasting, fiery  al)yss,  far  away,  and  forever,  from  the 
loving  Providence  of  God.  But  the  mighty  two- 
thirds,  those  ten  million  times  ten  millions  of  an- 
gels, loved,  adored,  and  humbled  themselves  before 
that  lower  nature,  which  it  was  the  holy  will  of 
the  S<m  of  God  to  assume  ;  and  they  rejoiced  with 
exceeding  joy  and  loyalty  at  the  announcement 
that  His  created  Mother  was  to  be  their  Queen. 

"We  have  already  (in  our  first  article)  given  a 
brief  sketch  of  the  life  of  Suarez;  but  it  is  one 
so  exceedingly  i)eautitul  in  all  its  parts  that  we 
cannot  refrain  from  saying  a  few  words  more  ;  for 
we  love  to  contemplate  that  wonderful  existence  of 
mental  activity.  Rising  half  an  hour  earlier  than 
the  Community,  he  took  the  discipline  ;  then  fol- 
lowed morning  meditation  of  one  hour  and  a 
half,  after  which  he  recited  the  divine  office,  and 
applied  himself  for  two  hours  to  study  or  com- 
position. The  rest  of  the  morning  he  spent  in 
dictation.  Then  he  said  his  noonday  Mass,  suc- 
ceeded by  thanksgiving  and  the  slight  repast 
that  served  for  breakfast  and  dinner.  After  a 
little  nap  in  his  chair,  he  then  devoted  two  hours 
to  the  recitation  of  his  office,  the  rosjiry,  and 
spiritual  reading ;  five  hours  to  study  and  dicta- 
tion; another  hour  to  mental  prayer,  and  after 
all  took  supper  in  his  own  room — "when  a  few 
of  the  elder  Fathers  came  to  omVerse  with  him 
for  a  while."  Then  f«)llowed  vocal  prayer  and  ex- 
amination of  conscience,  when  he  retired  to  rest, 
half  an  hour  after  the  other  inmates  of  the  house. 
Such  was  his  daily  life  for  many  years;  but  it  was 
not  until  near  its  close,  that  he  took  any  food  at 
all  until  the  evening.  Dr.  Coleridge  tells  us  that 
"a  life  like  that  of  Suarez,  so  quiet,  mortified 
and  monotonous ;  so  fully  occupied  in  speculation 
and  prayer,  and  so  withdrawn  from  the  turmoil 
and  distraction  of  business  and  worldly  affairs, 
might  have  been  expected  to  die  out  peacefully  and 
imperceptibly."     We  might  have  looked  for  some 


decline  like  that  beautiful  passing  awar  of  Veo- 
erable  Bede,  who  felt  his  end  approaching,  and 
so  hastened  to  finish  his  Commentary  on  Saint 
John,  and  then  calmly  breathed  out  his  »')ul.  in 
the  midst  of  his  brethren,  with  the  anthem  of  the 
Asct.Mision  on  his  lips.  Suarez  ahviiyn  longed  for 
the  time  "when  he  should  be  freed  from  the 
la!)or  of  com]X)sition  and  dictation,  and  migiit 
withdraw  even  more  from  all  earthly  «K'cupatious, 
to  await,  at  the  f(K)t  of  the  crucifix,  his  summons 
to  the  next  world."  But  that  time  never  came. 
Ilis  Bles.s«'ci  Mother,  whom  he  ever  love<l  to  ac- 
knowledge as  the  giver  of  his  great  intellectual 
gil'ts,  continued  to  fill  his  mind  with  th'>se  pre- 
cious gem-like  thouuhts,  which  the  obedient  hand 
of  the  servant  of  Mary  persevered  to  the  end  iu 
writing. 

Of  his  immense  enidition  and  industry,  his  bio- 
grapher tells  us  "  that  his  quotations  from  the 
Scriptures  and  writers  of  the  Church  were  far 
more  numerous  than  tho.se  of  the  theologians  who 
wrote  before  him.  But  his  wonderful  exactness 
and  compass  of  inomorj-  made  him  perfect  master 
of  his  own  erudition,  and  not  its  slave.  He  s*) 
habitually  and  deeply  thought  over  and  digested 
what  he  read,  that  it  became  part  of  himself.  In 
class  he  always  dictated,  and  from  memory,  without 
a  morsel  of  paper  before  him  ;  and  he  always  re- 
tained the  most  exact  recollection  of  what  he  had 
already  dictated,  no  matter  how  long  the  interval 
had  been.  In  the  same  way  he  dictated  his  books, 
quotations  and  all.  He  had  the  books  closed  on 
the  desk  before  him.  but  was  never  known  to 
have  to  mak.^  any  reference  to  them.  He  used  to 
say  that,  if  any  of  his  published  volumes  were 
lost,  he  would  have  no  difficulty  in  reproducing  it 
exactl}'.  He  had  the  rare  gift  of  dictating  to  two 
or  three  .secretaries  at  the  same  time  and  on  dif- 
ferent subjects.  Onci\  on  a  journey  from  Coim- 
bra  to  Rome  and  back,  he  could  not  carry  any 
books  with  him  ;  but  he  had  a  secretary,  to  whom 
he  dictated  an  entire  folio  volume — his  first  com- 
mentary on  the  first  part  of  the  Sumnm.  He 
thought  over  the  matter  as  he  rode  along,  and 
at  night,  when  they  stopped  at  an  inn,  he  dicta- 
ted the  result.  When  he  reached  Coimbra  it  was 
ready  for  the  pres.s." 

His  methcKl  of  study  and  composition  is  a  good 
example  for  his  admirers  to  dwell  uix>n,  in  our 
day,  when  people  who  have  never  been  at  school 
themselves  undertake  to  dogmatize,  and  seem  to 
think  that  reading  Theology  is  the  same  thing  as 
studying  it.  The  most  mischievous  of  ull  amateurs 
is  surely  the  amateur  theologian.  Of  the  whole 
field  of  Theology  embraced  by  the  mighty  5«n7;na 
of  Saint  Thomas,  the  only  parts  of  which  he  has 
not  left  a  lucid  commentary  are  the  Questions  of 
Justice  and  Right,  and  Matrimony.  It  ever  it  can 
be  said  that  'great  fecundity  did  not  beget  medi- 
ocrity,' it  is  true  of  Suarez.  He  is  clear  as  well  as 
profound ;  and  in  all  the  exuberance  of  variety, 
he  is  consistent. 

"  Among  his  works,  one  of  the  greatest  was  un- 
dertaken at  the  request  of  the  Pope — the  Deferuio 
Fidei  Catholics  et  Ap(^«tolkcf,  contra  Errora  Sgfta 
Anglieana,  a  work,  the  cogency  of  which  so  pro- 
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yoked  the  *  English  Solomon'  that  he  not  only 
had  it  publicly  burnt,  but  wrote  a  most  absurd 
letter  of  complaint  to  Philip  III  of  Spain.  It 
had  also  the  singular  honor  of  being  burnt  by  the 
Parliament  of  Paris,  under  Calvinistic  influence." 

The  last  golden  words  of  this  admirable  ser- 
vant of  Mary,  as  he  took  his  first  step  into  eter- 
nity, crown  with  a  royal  diadem,  as  it  were,  all 
the'  profound  erudition,  and  moving  unction, 
which  that  great  mind  condensed  into  those 
twenty -three  closely  printed  folios — "I  never 
thought  it  was  so  sweet  to  die !"  It  was  the  echo 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin's  love,  when  she  drew  her 
last  breath  in  that  hill-side  cottage  of  Nazareth. 

We  have  been  too  long  already,  and  yet  we  have 
not  said  one-half  of  what  we  wished  to  say  on 
Suarezand  his  doctrine  on  the  Holy  Mother  of  God. 

Missionaries  of  Indiana.— 2d,  Eev.  B.  M.  Petit. 

In  reading  over  our  meager  sketch  of  the  Rev. 
C.  De  Seille,  we  feel  that  we  scarcely  did  his 
memory  any  kind  of  justice.  The  task  is  well 
Avorth  the  attention  of  an  able  pen,  and  we 
would  be  ti'uly  grateful  if  any  of  his  ol^  friends 
would  complete  our  brief  essay. 

But  before  dismissing  entirely  this  beautiful 
subject  we  beg  leave  to  remark,  for  fear  of  some 
misapprehension,  that  while  seeking  to  illustrate 
Father  Dc  Seille's  i^robable  gift  of  jirophecy,  m  his 
own  loorils,  by  the  subsequent  financial  ruin  of  two 
wealthy  persons,  as  predicted  by  him,  we  meant  no 
stricture  on  their  character ;  for  when  we  first  knew 
them,  they  had  lost  all,  by  the  sheer  roguery,  wc 
were  told,  of  some  other  parties ;  but  in  the  light 
of  eternity,  they  now  understand,  we  trust,  that 
their  loss,  in  God's  merciful  designs,  was  rather  a 
gain  of  no  ordinary  importance ;  for  it  opened 
their  eyes  to  the  vanity  of  worldly  riches ;  they 
became  practical  Catholics,  and  lived  to  the  last 
much  esteemed  and  loved  by  all,  Ijut  by  none  more 
sincerely  than  by  ourself  We  now  turn  to  our  dear 
Rev.  B.  Petit,  the  subject  of  this  sketch: 

Benjamin  Marie  Petit  was  born  in  Renncs,  on 
the  8th  of  April,  1811.  From  his  earliest  infancy 
he  was  the  consola<)ion  and  the  joy  of  his  pious 
mother.  After  he  had  finished  a  brilliant  course 
of  studies  in  the  college  of  that  city,  he  began 
the  regular  curriculum  of  law,  and  during  several 
years  was  a  successful  pleader  at  the  bar,  but 
toward  the  close  of  the  year  1835,  he  felt  himself 
called  to  the  apostolic  ministry.  The  Right  Rev. 
Brutfe,  first  Bishop  of  Vincennes,  in  the  State  of 
Indiana,  who  was  then  on  a  visit  to  Rennes,  his 
native  city,  encouraged  and  welcomed  that  new 
vocation,  which  soon  proved  to  be  one  of  the  most 
precious  acquisitions  in  his  new  and  vast  mission. 

Mr.  Petit  commenced  his  theological  studies  at 
Saint  Sulpice,  in  Paris,  and  finished  them  in  Vin 
cennes.  The  unexpected  death  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  De 
Seille  somewhat  hastened  his  ordination :  l>ut  we 
must  let  him  relate,  and  in  his  own  animated  and 
rich  style,  what  we  have  selected  for  the  substance 
of  our  present  narrative.  The  first  letter  he  ad- 
dressed to  his  dear  mother  immediately  after  his 
ordination,  we  remember  yet  with  liveliest  emo- 
tions;  it  went  all  over  Europe,  and  in  France 


especially  it  was  read  and  spoken  of  with  ad- 
miration and  delight ;  and  years  afterward  many 
knew  it  by  heart.  To  most  of  our  readers  it  will 
be  new,  for  we  never  saw  it  in  English.  It  is 
dated  the  15th  of  October,  1837. 

"My  Dear  Mother :  I  am  a  Priest!  The  hand  that 
traces  these  lines  earned,  this  morning,  Jesus 
Christ  Himself.  How  can  I  express  all  I  wish  to 
say,  and  yet  how  can  I  refrain  from  saying  some- 
thing of  that  which  no  language  can  utter  ?  My 
hand  is  consecrated  to  God ;  my  words  have  now 
a  power  to  which  God  Himself  is  docile.  How  my 
voice  trembled  this  morning  at  my  first  Mass! 
when  I  came  to  the  Memento;  I  had  to  recommend 
you  all  to  my.  God!  my  God!  and  I  shall  do  so 
again  to-morrow,  the  day  after,  and  every  day  of 
my  life,  even  to  the  last  day.  "When  I  think  that 
in  two  days  time  I  shall  leave  here  alone,  to  go  a  dis- 
tance of  some  three  hundred  miles,  to  distribute, 
among  people  whom  I  know  not,  yet  to  whom  God 
sends  me,  the  Sacraments  and  graces  ratified  by 
Heaven,  I  tremble  at  the  sight  of  my  nothingness. 

"  When  I  look  into  the  future  and  see  myself 
traveling  in  company  with  my  God  reposing  on 
my  breast  day  and  night,  as  it  so  frequently  hap- 
pens to  us  here ;  carrying  on  horseback  the  vest- 
ments and  sacred  vessels  for  the  holy  sacrifice  of 
the  Mass,  stopping  from  time  to  time  in  wild 
country  places,  making  of  the  log  cabin  of  some 
obscure  Catholic  the  palace  of  the  King  of  Heaven, 
how  deeply  do  I  not  feel  penetrated  with  that 
idea  of  Saint  Paul :  that  God  loves  to  make  use 
of  nothingness  to  perform  great  things — Ea  quce 
nan  sunt !  Ah,  then,- how  willingly  I  offer  my- 
self; and  I  must  say,  at  this  important  hour  of 
my  life,  I  have  never  felt  any  thing  painful ;  all 
has  been  the  sweet  influence  of  the  will  of  God, 
who  Himself  ordains  and  executes  by  His  grace. 
Now,  more  than  ever,  pray  much  for  me." 
•  We  cannot  resist  the  desire  to  give  this  letter  en- 
tire, for  the  end  is  as  beautiful  as  the  beginning. 
Once  introduced  to  this  polished  member  of  the 
French  bar,  now  a  priest  and  an  apostle,  we  will 
follow  him  in  all  his  movements  which  possess 
an  irresistible  charm. 

"  I  was  made  a  deacon,"  he  continues,  "  on  the 
24th  of  last  Sei^tember.  One  evening  a  letter  ar- 
rived, sealed  with  black,  which  announced  the 
death  of  Father  De  Seille,  who  had  been  a  mis- 
sionary among  the  Indians  for  seven  years.  He 
had  sought  to  obtain  the  assistance  of  his  two 
nearest  neighbor  Priests,  wlio  resided  in  Chicago 
and  Logansport ;  but  one  was  very  ill,  and  the 
other,  confined  to  bed  for  several  weeks,  was  too 
weak  to  make  a  journey  of  seventy-five  miles. 
Father  de  Seille  had  to  die  alone,  but  ]\Iary  doubt  ■ 
less  assisted  him!  This  is  certainly  one  of  the 
hardest  trials  of  the  missionaries,  but  as  it  is  for 
love  of  God  they  expose  themselves  to  danger,  He, 
who  is  so  good,  will  not  leave  them  -without  aid 
at  the  hour  of  death ;  and  if  He  deprives  them  of 
the  assistance  of  a  priest,  it  is  surely  to  embellish 
their  crown  >vith  the  merits  of  a  culminating  sac- 
rifice. I  think  He  only  grants  this^avor  to  those 
who  are  His  dearest  friends. 

"  On  the  receipt  of  this  news,  the  Bishop  resolved 
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to  Rcnd  mo  to  tho  residenco  of  the  deceased,  in 
order  to  regulate  hifl  aflbiru;  but  I  was  merely 
going  as  ileueon,  ■when  a  letter  was  receivctl  fn)iu 
Rev.  Father  Francis,  of  Logansiwrt,  expressing  his 
grief  at  lieing  unable  from  illness  to  attend  to  the 
Bpiritual  wants  of  tlxwc  who  Avere  dying  In  his 
congregation ;  the  IHshop  immediately  resolved 
to  ordain  an  Irish  priest,  tho  next  week.  Fre- 
quently, in  speaking  to  me  of  my  journey,  he  said : 
"  It  ia  a  priest  who  is  needed  there."  But  he  knew 
that  I  wished  for  time,  and  he  himself  desired  it 
for  me  ;  nevertheless!  felt  impelled  to  say  to  him, 
that  in  the  present  state  of  affairs  I  should  have 
no  objection  to  my  ordination,  if  he  judged  it 
expedient.  My  words  seemed  to  coincide  .with 
liis  intentions,  and  from  that  moment  my  imme- 
diate ordination  was  decided.  Yesterday  I  was 
ordained  Priest,  to-day  I  said  my  first  Mass,  and 
in  two  days  I  start  for  South  IJeud,  to  console  the 
Indians,  who  have  written  the  Bishop  a  most 
touching  petition  for  a  priest.  At  the  same  time 
I  shall  assist  i)oor  Father  Francis,  at  Logans- 
lK)rt.  I  am  not  frightened ;  )>ecause  I  trust  in 
II im  whose  minister  I  am ;  but  pray  for  me, 
for  I  shall  be  srvcnty-five  miles  distant  from  the 
nearest  priest,  abandoned  lo  myself,  but  leaning 
upon  the  strong  arm  of  my  God.  I  finish  this 
beautiful  day  in  saying  to  you  that  the  sentiment 
which  predominates  in  me  under  the  weight  of 
my  new  obligations  is  a  profound  joy.  I  know 
not  if  I  should  have  any  disquietude,  but  I  find 
my  heart  so  light,  so  happy  and  contented,  that  I 
am  in  aiaa/ement.  To  go  from  one  Mass  to  an- 
other, until  I  reach  Heaven !  You  know  I  fre- 
quently told  you  that  I  was  bom  happy;  but 
never  did  I  know  happiness  until  to-day,  and  God 
in  my  first  mission  treats  me  as  a  spoiled  child  ; 
I  have  always  desired  a  mission  among  the  In- 
dians. We  have  but  one  in  Indiana,  and  it  is  I 
whom  the  Pottowatomics  will  call  their  Father, 
the  Black  O^rown." 

Some  days  after,  the  new  missionary  started  for 
South  Bend,  where  he  remained  until  September, 
1838,  dividing  his  time  between  the  Indians 
and  the  few  American  Catholics  living  in  the 
vicinity.  It  ig  astonishing  how  .soon  he  won  the 
esteem  and  affection  of  all  whom  he  approached. 
Those  of  that  time  who  still  survive,  are  unani- 
mous in  the  statement  that  he  jwssessed,  to  an 
extraonlinary  degree,  the  art  of  drawing  every 
body  to  himself,  or  rather  to  God.  When  talents 
and  early  piety,  blend  with  the  advantages  of  a 
relbied  education  and  society,  and  when  all  this 
comes  from  one  of  the  l>e8t  families  of  Brittany, 
the  gtirdcn  of  faith  in  France,  well  may  we  expect 
something  of  the  sort ;  particularly  when  we  take 
into  account  tliat  his  ordination  transformed 
him  into  a  new  man,  somewliat  after  the  model  of 
the  saintly  Prelate  who  laid  his  hands  upon  him. 
The  holy  Bishop  Brut6  not  only  never  loved  more 
tenderly  any  ot  his  missionaries,  but  likely  never 
inspired  any  one  more  fully  with  his  own  spirit. 

It  was  particularly  among  the  Indians,  whoso 
frankness  and  simplicity  delighted  his  heart,  that 
he  loved  to  preacli  the  Gospel.  But  we  will  let  him 
speak,  in  hisown  words,  of  his  sojourn  among  them : 


"At  simrise  the  first  boll  U  heard,  an<l  I  wish 
you  could  see  the  Indians  come  trooping  through 
the  forest  paths  and  alonj^  the  lake  shores.  We 
have  four  lakes  in  the  vicinity,  and  our  church  is 
Imilt  «m  a  little  eminence  on  the  banks  of  the 
largest.  When  they  are  all  assembled  the  second 
l>ell  is  rung ;  we  then  have  morning  prayers  and 
the  explanation  of  the  Catechism.  I  then  say 
Mass,  at  which  my  congregation  all  sing.  After 
Miuss  I  preach,  and  the  morning  exercises  are  ter- 
minated by  a  Pattr  and  Ace,  with  the  hymn,  'I 
place  my  hoi>c3  in  thy  aid,  O  Virgin.' 

"  The  rest  of  my  day  is  q)ent  in  hearing  confes- 
sions, until  evening,  and  sometimes  after  supper. 
At  sunset  they  all  rea&scmble  for  catechetical 
instruction,  evening  prayer,  a  hymn  to  tho 
Blessed  Virgin,  and  then  I  give  them  my  blessing 
— the  blcssuig  of  p<wr  Benjamin  1  But  God  has 
done  great  things  in  me:  Feeit  nu'hi  mvyna  qui 
jMteim  €«t !  Many  are  in  the  habit  of  frequent 
Communion ;  and  when  deprived  of  this  consola- 
tion Ijy  the  death  of  M.  De  Scille,  they  practiced 
Spiritual  Comunmion  with  the  most  edifying  fer- 
vor. I  have  already  baptized  eighteen  adults. 
The  spirit  of  prosclyti.sm  is  admirable  among  these 
children  of  the  forest ;  all  the  newly  baptized, 
who  belonged  to  another  village,  brought  with 
them  others  of  their  friends  in  order  that  they 
might  be  taught  their  prayers  and  catechism. 

"  I  could  scarcely  give  you  an  idea  of  the  at- 
tachment of  my  good  Indians.  *We  were  or- 
phans,' they  say,  '  and  in  the  dark ;  but  you  ap- 
peared like  a  great  light,  and  now  we  live.  You 
take  the  place  of  our  dead  Father,  and  we  shall 
do  nothing  without  your  advice.'  '  I  do  not  hold 
the  hearts  of  others  in  my  hand,'  said  an  old  man, 
as  he  clasped  my  hand,  while  big  tears  filled 
his  eyes  ;  •  but  viine  will  never  foi^et  what  you 
have  told  us.  If  we  have  any  trouble  we  come  to 
you ;  what  shall  we  do  when  you  leave  us  ?' 

"When,  in  passing  their  wigwam,  I  raise  the 
mat  which  serves  for  a  door,  and  look  in  to  say 
•Good  day,  my  children,'  I  wish  you  could  see 
their  frank  smile  as  they  reply 'Good  day,  my 
Father?'  If  you  could  hear  them  ask  me,  with 
the  simplicity  of  a  child,  permission  to  go  to  the 
cha.se,  and  when  they  have  received  my  blessing 
and  the  little  paper  indicating  the  fast  and  ab- 
stinence days,  bidding  me  adieu  with  an  air  so 
simple  and  filial ;  if  you  could  see  the  emotion  of 
their  hearts  when  they  kneel  in  a  circle  around 
me  whenever  I  am  torced  to  leave,  then  yotl 
would  understand  how  this  farewell  brings  to  my 
heart  something  of  the  sentiment  I  felt  for  the 
first  time  in  leaving  Rennes.  It  was  indeed  like 
leaving  my  family." 

We  have  been  already  too  long,  and  yet  we 
have  said  nothing  of  what  we  intended  to  bring 
out  in  bolder  relief — namely  his  admirable  spirit 
rtf  faith,  which  vuide  of  him  a  saint  at  th«  altar  e»- 
peeially,  and  everywhere  an  indefatigable  apostle 
for  the  salvation  of  souls.  His  mission  seems  to 
have  been  an  answer  to  the  prayers  of  hb  gener- 
ous, noble  and  loving  heart,  and  in  return  he 
seems  to  have  been  eminently,  the  right  man  in 
the  right  place. 
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He  had  to  receive  the  adieus  of  a  desolate  tribe  i 
forced  into  exile,  to  soothe  their  sorrows  and  pre- 
vent a  rebellion  which  would  have  proved  a  ruin.  I 
He  did  more,  he  accompanied  his  dear  Pottowat-  | 
omies  over  five  hundred  miles,  sustaining  their  ] 
resignation  by  the  renewal  of  the  Grand  Sacrifice, 
comlortirg  their  sick  and  dyirg,  and  blessing  the 
forlorn gravesthey  dugontliewnyside,andin  great 
number,  as  they  moved  onwar  1,  and  on  each  of 
which  they  left  a  wooden  cross  as  a  sign  of  their 
faith  and  of  their  hope.  To  part  with  them,  he 
could  never  1)6  prevailed  upon,  until  he  had  safely 
committed  them  to  the  hands  of  the  Reverend 
Jesuit  Fathers.  Then,  and  only  then,  he  deemed 
his  task  accomplished  ;  but  the  endurance  of  liis 
frail  constitution  could  not  meet  the  requirements 
of  his  heart.  He  died  half  way  on  his  return. 
He  had  literally  sacrificed  his  life  for  his  dear  In- 
dians. He  must  have  known  it  even  before  he 
started  ;  for  his  best  friends  here  left  nothing  un- 
tried to  dissuade  him  from  an  undertaking  which 
physicians  and  all  declared  above  his  strength; 
but  his  was  a  difterent  reasoning,  and  he  only 
seemed  surprised  that  any  one  should  find  fault 
with  a  shepherd  oftVring  his  life  for  his  .sheep. 
Thus  "  he  loved  them  to  the  end."  Is  it  a  wonder 
if  those  simple-hearted  people,  in  presence  of  such 
an  apostolic  charity,  loved  so  well  to  say,  speak- 
ing of  their  dear  Father  Petit :  "This  one  is  not 
a  foreign  P.lack  Gown  ;  he  is  a  lied-skiu  of  our 
own,  and  like  ourselves." 

Was  it  not  a  rich  spectacle  to  the  eyes  of  faith, 
to  see  the  hand  of  the  Church,  the  spouse  of  Christ, 
in  those  days  of  indifierence  and  egoism,  selecting 
from  the  bench  of  a  renowned  court  a  young  bar- 
rister raised  in  the  delicacies  of  opulence  and  in  the 
polished  habits  of  the  best  French  society,  which 
at  the  beckon  of  a  saint  he  leaves  cheerfully,  to  be 
transported  as  it  were  like  another  Ilabacuc  by 
the  side  of  Daniel  in  the  lion's  den,  to  give  him- 
self a  consoler  and  a  guide  to  an  old  Indian  people, 
lost  in  the  forests  of  the  New  World,  whom  he 
was  so  soon  to  love  so  much  as  to  prefer  them  to 
all,  even  to  life?  Three  times,  we  remember  it 
distinctly,  the  name  of  the  Rev.  subject  of  this 
sketch  went  over  all  France  with  a  thrill  to 
chronicle  three  events  in  his  life,  viz :  his  depar- 
ture with  the  saintly  Bishop  Brut<3,  his  ordination 
and  his  death.  Although  boi'n  but  a  short  dis- 
tance and  within  a  few  years  from  him,  we  never 
saw  him,  until  we  went  after  his  mortal  remains 
in  1855,  as  we  shall  state  in  our  next  number,  for 
once  more  we  must  be  allowed  to  speak  of  our 
dear  Rev.  Benjamin  Petit. 

4i» 

There  is  no  perfect  happiness  in  this  world ; 
yet  we  will  be  more  or  less  happy,  as  our  livesare 
more  or  less  conformable  to  the  will  of  God,  on 
whom  perfect  and  everla.sting  hajjpincss  depends. 
But,  certainly,  no  life  is  more  in  harmony  with 
the  will  of  God  than  that  of  the  zealous  and  pious 
priest,  who  gives  up  his  own  inclinations  and 
comforts  to  continue  the  great  work  begun  by  our 
Divine  Saviour,  and  by  the  good  example  of  his 
virtuous  life  induces  others  to  profit  by  the  price- 
less advantages  afforded  by  the  sufferings  and 
death  of  the  Redeemer. 


Ave  Maria!   Sine  Labe  Ooncepta, 

[Just  as  we  were  going  to  press  we  received  the 
following  beautiful  article  from  its  talented  au- 
thor. We  hope  for  the  pleasure  of  frequently 
seeing  his  name  in  the  Ave  Maria  :] 

Hail  Mary,  our  Mother !  Hail  Virgin,  the  purest ! 

Hail  Mary,  the  Mother  of  Mercy  and  Love ! 
Hail,  star  of  the  ocean,  serenest  and  surest 

That  ever  shone  brightly  in  Heav'n  above ! 
'Mid  the  shadows  of  death  stretching  down  o'er 
the  nations 

Thy  children  have  always  rejoiced  in  thy  fame: 
Oh  !  Proudly  we  witness  in  our  generations 

The  last,  crowning  halo  that  circles  thy  name. 

Tradition, — which  joined  with  its  sister  Evangel 

God  placed  upon  guard  on  the  door  of  His 

bride ; —  [angel 

Tradition, — which  beams  like  the  sword  of  the 

As  flamclike  it  "  turneth  on  every  side ;" — 
Like  a  pillar  of  fire  far-shining  and  glorious 

Its  summit  in  Heaven,  its  base  upon  earth 
Tradition  shoots  up  thro'  the  ages  victorious 

And  shows  thee  all  sinless  and  Pure  in  tiiY 

UIRTH 

As  fair  as  the  rose  'mid  Jerusalem's  daughters, 

As  bright  as  the  lily  by  Jordan's  blue  wave, 
As  white  as  the  dove  and  as  clear  as  the  waters 

Which  flowed  for  the  prophet  and  circled  hia 
grave ; 
As  tall  as  the  cedjir  on  Lebanon's  mountain, 

As  fruitful  as  vine-tree  in  Cades'  domain. 
As  straight  as  the  palm  by  Jerusalem's  fountain. 

As  beauteous  as  rose-tree  on  Jericho's  plain. 

As  sweet  as  the  balm-tree  diffusing  its  odor, 
As  sweet  as  the  gold-harp  of  David  the  King, 

As  sweet  as  the  honey-comb  fresh  from  Mount 
Bodor, 

'    As  sweet  as  the  face  veiled  by  Gabriel's  wing; 

The  silver-lined  sky  o'er  the  garden  of  Flora, 
The   rainbow,    which    gilds  the   dark  clouds 
within  view,  [Aurora, 

The    star,   that    shines  brightest,   the   dawning 
As  chaste  as  the  moon,  and  as  beautiful  too. 

The  glass  without  stain,  and  the  radience  immortal, 

The  ever-sealed  fount  in  the  City  of  God, 
The  garden  inclosed,  on  whose  sanctified  portal 

None  e'er  but  the  King  of  the  Angels  hath  trod. 

The  sign   which    appeared    in    mid-heav'n, — A 

maiden,  [her  head, 

The  moon  'neath  her  feet  and  twelve  stars  on 
Sun-clothed,  going  up  from  the  desert  to  Eden : 

Such  Mary  the  Queen  of  the  living  and  dead. 

Yes !     Such  are  the  words  of  the  Saints  now  in 
glory,  [time. 

Whose  voices  are  heard  o'er  the  dark  waste  of 
Like  sentinels  set  through  the  centuries  hoary 

Proclaiming  her  free  from  original  crime : 
Of  the  Proijhetsand  Pontiffs  and  Doctors  and  sages. 

Who  erst  in  this  dark  vale  of  misery  trod. 
Like  lamps  hanging  out  on  the  mist-cover'd  ages, 

To  light  up  the  ways  of  the  Ci*y  of  God. 

We  see  by  their  light  with  a  swelling  emotion 
The  bark  of  the  Church  as  it  onward  doth  ride 
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Through  tempest  and  gloom,  while  the  Star  of 
the  Ocean 

Doth  brightly  illume  its  path  o'er  the  tide : 
Where  clouds  become  thicker  and  hurricanes  fleeter 

And  threaten  to  shut  out  licr  radiance  from  view, 
We  see  through  the  darkness  the  figure  of  Peter 

As  he  points  her  out  still  to  the  sailors  and  crew. 

We  hear  the  loud  ring  of  the  multitude's  pxan. 

By  the  nations  in  triumph  exultantly  sung. 
From  the  "cliffij  (.ft  he  North"  to  the  distant  iEgean, 

As  Celestine  silenceil  Nestorius'  tongue :  * 
In  Ephesus'  temple — the  temple  of  Mary —  f 

The  Fathers  held  council  by  Peter's  command  ; 
In  Ephesns'  streets,  long,  exi>ectant  and  weary. 

The  crowds  stand  with  torches  and  joy^-bells  in 
hand. 
We  see  the  grand  figure  of  Cyril  before  us, 

Where  John,  her  adopted,  before  him  had  trod  ; 
While  Pontiffs  and  peo2)le  swell  loud  the  grand 
chorus — 

That  Mary,  "our  Jlother,"  is  Mother  of  God  ! 
And  oh!  that  we've  witnessed  the  last  shining 
lu.ster. 

That  star  of  the  stars  in  her  diadem  set, 
The  first  in  existence,  last  placed  in  the  cluster, 

To  beam  o'er  a  long  line  of  centuries  yet ! 
There  were  journeys  by  land,  there  were  ships  on 
the  ocean  [walls :  J 

^^^lich  bore  Jndah's  chieftains  to  Sion's  bright 
The  nations  have  heard  with  a  thrilling  emotion 

The  voice  of  the  High  Priest  as  on  them  it  calls. 
Oh !  bless  them,  dear  Mother,  we  ask  with  devotion, 

And  bless  this  green  island  which  looks  up  to 
thee  ; 
For  thi\  dearest  Mother,  is  "Gem  of  the  Ocean," 

And  thou  art  "  Immaculate  Star  of  the  Sea." 


♦  It  is  nnnccessary  to  remind  our  readers  that  the  heresl- 
arch  Nettoriui  had  his  tonijuo  cateu  away  by  wormfl ;  which 
caused  liis  death.  A  providential  and  just  judgment  on  the 
ton):ue  which  dared  asiMiil  the  rights  aud  huuorortbe  Bleseed 
Virgin  Mary. 

t  Tbf  church  in  wliich  thin  famoUB  Council  of  Ephenus  was 
asecmbled  was  dedicated  to  tlio  blessed  Virgin  :  a  fact  which, 
as  Box«uet  remarks,  waw  suiHcient  proof  of  her  yreat  privi- 
leges as  Mother  of  C>o<l,  at  leimt  iu  the  estimation  of  the  Apos- 
tles and  ChrisUans  of  the  first  and  second  centuries. 

X  This  poem  was  written  at  U»e  time  the  Bishops  were  (>um- 
moned  to  and  met  in  Home,  previously  to  the  do''raatic  defi- 
nition of  the  Immaculate  Conception.  Tlie  Uu*t  linen  of  this 
stanza  have  been  admired  by  some  Irixhnien ;  becAUse  the 
poem,  havini'  been  composed  in  IreUind  and  bv  an  Irishman, 
end*  naturally  with  Uie  alluxiou  to  Ireland — "the  Gem"— 
and  Marv  the  "Star  of  the  Sea." 


The  Princess  Louise  Adelaide  de  Bourbon-Oonde. 

Extract  Jrom  a  late  English  Publication  entitled 
Beligiowt  Orders. 
Louise  Adelaide  de  Bourbon  was  the  youngest 
daughter  of  that  Prince  de  Condfi  who  suffered 
so  much  by  his  loyal  devotion  to  the  unhappy 
Louis  XVI.  After  her  mother's  death,  Lomse 
was  placed  under  the  care  of  her  aunt,  the  Abljess 
of  Beaumont  les  Tours,  about  sixty  leagues  from 
Paris.  The  day  when  she  entered  the  Abbey  all 
the  nuns  were  assembled  to  welcome  her,  as  was 
the  custom,  and  a  great  numl>er  of  people  followed 
her  there.  After  the  little  Princess  had  been 
shown  the  interior  of  the  convent,  she  was  asked 
where  next  she  would  like  to  go.    "  Oh  1  take 


me,"  she  answered,  "where  there  is  the  most 
noise."  And  afterwarrbt,  being  in  church,  she 
was  told  she  might  retire  as  soon  as  she  liked ; 
hardly  was  the  first  Psalm  of  Compline  ended 
when  she  touched  the  nun  who  had  charge  of 
her,  and  whisi)ered,  "  I  have  had  enough  of  it." 
Strange  conuuencement  of  a  life  which  was  to 
end  in  continual  adoration  before  the  Sacrament 
of  the  Altar !  She  made  her  first  Communion 
imder  the  guidance  of  her  aunt,  whose  holy 
teaching  and  preparation  sank  deeply  into  the 
heart  ot  Louise.  The  seed  was  then  sown  wliich 
would  afterward  produce  such  abundant  fruit. 
After  that  first  great  action,  which  stamps  a 
young  life  for  so  much  good  or  so  much  evil,  she 
returned  to  the  world.  Then  there  opened  be- 
fore her  a  contrast  so  great,  that  a  young  and 
fresh  mind  might  well  feel  di/^zy  at  the  sight 
She  was  presented  at  the  Court  of  Louis  XVI, 
— a  court  which  glittered  in  all  the  false  bril- 
liancy of  sin  and  worlcUincss.  But  the  almighty 
power  of  grace  worked  in  Louise's  heart ;  her 
giwrdian  angel  walked  beside  the  motherless 
child  as  she  threaded  her  way  amid  the  salons 
of  alluring  splendor. 

At  this  time  she  formed  a  very  strong  friendship 
with  tlie  Princesses  Elizabeth  and  Clotilde.  The 
latter  was  her  dearest  companion,  and  the  strong 
attraction  which  Clotilde  felt  for  the  religious 
life  doubtless  tended  to  strengthen  the  same  in 
the  heart  of  Louise.  Strange  it  is  now  to  recall 
the  days  when  these  three  young  girls,  royally  born, 
and  surrounded  by  every  softness  and  luxury,  sat 
together  and  formed  plans  for  their  future.  How 
different  was  that  of  each  to  be!  Clotilde,  whose 
heart's  desire  it  was  to  be  hidden  in  a  cloister,  was 
destined  to  relinquish  the  desire,  to  wear  a  crown, 
and  live  in  the  very  midst  of  the  world's  dazzle 
and  glare,  overwhelmed  with  the  bitterest  sorrows 
and  cares  a  sovereign  was  ever  called  upon  to  en- 
dure ;  and  yet  through  it  all,  through  prosperity 
and  adversity,  was  so  to  rule  her  life  that  the 
voice  of  Holy  Church  should  declare  her  blessed. 
Elizalieth's  path  was  to  be  a  swifter  and  sharper 
road  to  a  sure  and  eternal  rest ;  and  Louise  was  to 
join  her  beloved  friends  again,  after  a  long  life  of 
tribulations  and  disappointments,  but  of  unswerv- 
ing fidelity  to  God  as  we  shall  further  see.  Time 
passed  on.  Clotilde  was  married  to  the  Prince  of 
Piedmont,  heir  to  the  throne  of  Sardinia,  and 
Louise  had  her  house  in  the  liue  Jlonsieur,  where 
she  lived  with  the  state  and  retinue  siutable  to  her 
rank.  But  peaceful  days  for  the  house  of  Bour- 
bon were  drawing  to  a  close.  Heavy  were  the 
hearts  of  those  who  loved  the  King;  and  the 
Prince  de  Condfi  determined  to  leave  France, 
and  to  seek  from  foreign  countries  the  aid  he 
clearly  saw  would  soon  be  necessary  to  main- 
tain Louis  XVI  on  the  throne.  Louise  accom- 
panied her  father,  first  to  Brussels,  afterward  to 
Turin.  There  they  separated  for  a  time,  and  it 
was  while  living  alone  at  Fribourg,  that  Louise 
made  up  her  mind  to  enter  the  religious  life,  and 
she  wrote  to  her  father  to  ask  his  consent  "I  will 
open  my  heart  entirely  to  you.  Always,  even  at 
those  times  when  I  have  seemed  most  easily  to 
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give  myself  up  to  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  to 
follow  its  maxims  and  customs  the  closest,  the 
attrnit  for  the  religious  life  has  existed  in  my 
heart's  depths.  The  attrnit  has  become  now  not 
only  a  desire,  but  an  irresistible  watd  of  my  soul, 
so  that  I  have  finally  taken  the  unalterable  reso- 
lution to  delay  no  longer  the  consecration  of  my- 
self to  God.  *  *  *  lly  father,  from  the  depth 
of  my  heart,  I  solicit  your  consent.  Oh  !  you  who, 
as  is  fitting,  have  never  hesitated  to  sacrifice  your 
two  sons  to  honor,  will  you  hesitate  to  sacrifice 
your  daughter  to  her  God,  to  your  God,  to  the 
God  whom  my  good  mother  loved  and  served  so 
well  ?  It  is  He  alone  who  calls  me  to  this  state  of 
life.  Oh  !  do  not  believe  that  disgust  of  the  world, 
strengthened  by  the  terrible  events  which  have 
succeeded  each  other,  influence  my  decision.  If 
these  unforeseen  events  have  produced  a  change 
in  my  position,  it  is  so  much  the  better  for  my 
taste  for  a  solitary  and  retired  life.  *  *  *  You 
cannot  then  attribute  my  determination  to  human 
motives,  or  to  a  momentary  vexation,  or  believe 
even  that  it  is  only  rc&t  that  I  seek,  and  that  I 
wish  to  sacrifice  eveiy  thing  to  the  tranquillity 
which  I  love.  ]S'o,  it  is  only  God  who  can  have 
the  preference  over  all  that  is  dearest  to  me ;  but 
I  should  be  still  more  guilty  in  not  giving  myself 
to  Him,  because  I  know  by  experience  that  I  am 
not  of  any  use  to  you  in  the  world.  I  have  the 
hope  of  being  more  so  to  you  when  I  have  oftered 
myself  in  sacrifice  to  God,  if  He  deigns  not  to  re- 
ject me,  as  I  delight  to  think,  Avithout  however 
being  certain,  because  a  long  probation  must  pre- 
cede my  final  engagement.  *  *  *  My  father, 
I  throw  myself  into  your  arms ;  I  press  you  to  my 
heart,  always,  oh !  always,  be  very  sure  your  daugh- 
ter loves  you ;  but  it  is  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  she 
desires  to  prove  the  truth  of  this  to  you."  She 
had  also  written  to  ask  the  consent  of  the  King, 
for  the  old  traditions  of  French  loyalty  made  the 
Bourbons  look  on  the  head  of  their  family  as  a 
clan  does  upon  its  chief  Louis  replied  as  follows: 
"  You  have  well  reflected,  my  dear  cousin,  on  the 
step  that  you  have  taken.  Your  father  has  given 
his  consent,  I  give  mine  also,  or  rather  I  give  it  to 
Providence,  who  asks  this  sacrifice  from  me.  I 
will  not  conceal  from  you  that  it  is  a  great  one, 
and  it  is  with  extreme  regret  that  I  lose  the  hojie 
of  seeing  you  one  day,  by  your  virtues,  become  the 
example  of  my  court,  and  the  edification  of  all  my 
subjects.  I  have  but  one  consolation :  it  is  of  think- 
ing that  while  the  valor  and  talents  of  your  near- 
est relations  are  aiding  me  to  preserve  the  throne 
of  Saint  Louis,  your  prayers  w  ill  draw  down  the 
benedictions  of  the  Most  High  on  my  cause,  and, 
finally,  on  all  my  reign.  I  recommend  this,  then, 
to  you ;  and  I  beg  you,  my  dear  cousin,  be  well 
persuaded  of  all  my  afiection  for  you. — Lotris." 

Swiftly  passed  the  year  of  novitiate.  The  time 
for  her  profession  drew  near;  but  not  as  yet 
was  the  longing  desire  to  be  satisfied.  The  revo- 
lutionary troops  were  on  the  frontiers  of  Pied- 
mont, and  the  hated  name  of  Bourbon  would  be 
suflBcient  to  bring  ruin  and  devastation  into  the 
convent,  and  Louise  was  obliged  to  leave  her  loved 
retreat.     She  fled  in  haste  from  Turin,  and  took 


refuge  in  Bavaria  ;  but  the  goverment  dared  not 
give  .shelter  to  a  Bourbon-Condfi. 

Alas,  poor  Louise !  not  yet  had  shs  found  her 
resting-place,  for  where  in  Europe  at  that  time  was 
there  repose  for  any  ?  Dom.  Augustin,  the  head 
of  the  Order,  could  not  see  any  safe  place  of 
refuge  for  his  Keligious  except  in  Russia,  and  he 
begged  Louise  to  write  to  the  Emperor  by  her 
secular  name,  and  entreat  his  permission  for  their 
arrival  in  his  dominions. 

Long  ago,  at  the  brilliant  festivities  of  the 
Prince  de  Cond6,  had  the  Emperor  Paul,  travel- 
ing under  the  title  of  the  Comte  da  Nord,  been 
the  guest  of  Madame  Louise,  and  now  she  wrote 
to  beseech  his  protection  as  an  exile.  "  I  pray 
the  amiable  Comte  du  Nord,"  she  wrote  grace- 
fully, "to  be  my  interpreter  with  the  Emperor 
Paul."  The  most  affectionate  answer  came  from 
the  Emperor,  and  the  colony,  after  a  long  and 
jjainful  voyage,  settled  at  Orcha,  in  Russia.  After 
some  mouths  Dom.  Augustin  determined  to  emi- 
grate with  his  Community  to  America.  As  the 
Princess  was  not  yet  professed,  she  was  free  to 
act,  and  her  director  strongly  advised  her  not  to 
go  there. 

She  heard  there  was  a  convent  of  the  Order  of 
the  Peipetual  Adoration  at  Warsaw,  in  Poland, 
and  she  felt  God  called  her  there.  It  was  in  this 
convent  that  one  of  the  sharpest  griefs  of  her 
life  came  upon  Louise.  Her  long  separation 
from  her  family  had  never  weakened  her  at- 
tachment to  them,  and,  next  to  her  father,  she 
cherished  most  dearly  her  nephew,  the  Duke 
d'Enghien.  From  his  birth  he  had  been  her 
darling,  and  among  her  papers  was  found  the 
following  beautiful  prayer,  which  she  composed 
while  the  little  Louis  Autoine  was  yet  an 
infant :  "  O  Mother  of  my  God,  who  seest  the 
anxiety  of  my  heart  regarding  the  frightful 
dangers  that  Louis  Antoine  will  encounter  in 
entering  the  world,  have  pity  on  him,  protect  his 
innocence  and  weakness,  surrounded  by  a  thou- 
sand snares ;  pray  for  him,  most  Holy  Virgin, 
that  God  may  touch  his  heart,  enlighten  his 
spirit,  and  calm  his  imijetuous  passions;  and 
jjray  to  the  God  of  mercy  and  goodness  never  to 
permit  him  to  lose  his  faith.  Blessed  Virgin,  be 
a  mother  and  protectress  to  Louis  Antoine."  She 
wrote  as  follows  to  the  young  Prince : 

"Dec.  23,  1795. — Yes,  my  dear  child,  it  is  from 
a  convent  I  write  to  you,  and  wish  you  a  happy 
new  year.  I  do  more  than  wish  it  for  you,  I  ask 
such  for  you  from  God,  with  all  my  heart.  I 
have  the  hope  that  He  who  is  so  good  will  hear 
me ;  that  He  will  pour  His  benedictions  on  you, 
and  never  suffer  those  germs  of  faith  and  religion, 
which  to  ray  joy  I  have  seen  in  you,  to  be  trodden 
down.  May  they  grow,  and  take  firm  root,  and 
make  ycm  what  you  ought  to  be,  and  what  I 
desire  to  see  you.  I  will  not  weary  you  with 
repeating  how  contented  I  am  at  finding  myself 
in  the  position  I  have  so  long  wished  for.  It  is 
a  sort  of  happiness  which  must  be  tasted  to  be 
understood.  All  that  I  can  tell  yo^i  is,  that  I 
did  not  find  such  in  the  riches,  or  the  joy^  or 
pleasures  of  the  world.     Try  to  send  the  inclosed 
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letter  to  my  dearest  brother.  Love  him,  dear 
child.  I  intrust  his  hsippiness  to  you  who  can 
so  much  cviiitrihutc  to  it.  I  soy  tho  wuue  for  my 
father — you  arc  all  so  dear  to  me.  Hut  my  God 
haH  had  the  preference,  I  ackuowlcdgu  it.  Could 
it  be  otherwiHO?" 

And  ever  since  her  heart's  prayers  had  followed 
the  career  of  this  beloved  ljoy,  and  the  tidings  of 
his  gallantly  and  his  loyalty  had  thrilled  her 
with  joy.  "I  am  a  Fri'nchman,  sire,"  wrote  the 
Duke  to  Louis  XVIII,  "who  is  faithful  to  his  God 
to  his  King,  and  to  his  oaths."  How  could  a 
soul  like  his  dream  of  the  base  treachery  that 
surrounded  him!  It  was  in  1804  that  tlie  traj^ody 
of  Vincennes  was  enacted.  Who  can  read  with- 
out emotion  the  account  of  tlie  death  of  that 
young  and  gallant  Prince,  nulely  awakened  from 
his  sound  sleep  on  a  rough  bed,  and  led  at  mid- 
night Ik- fore  his  judges?  "I  have  fought,  with 
my  family,  to  recover  the  heritage  of  my  ances- 
tor, but  since  peace  has  been  made,  I  liave  laid 
aside  my  arms;  I  see  there  are  no  longer  kings 
in  Europe,"  said  he  boldly.  The  judges  hesitate, 
and  send  to  Napoleon  to  know  what  to  do. 
Swiftly  comes  the  brief  answer:  Condemned  to 
death  !  And  when  Cambac^ro8  pleaded  for  him, 
the  tyrant  answered,  "  Since  when  have  you  be- 
come so  avaricious  of  the  blood  of  a  Bourbon?" 

"Never  permit  him  to  lose  his  faith,"  was  the 
prayer  that  for  long  years  had  gone  up  for  Louis 
Antoine ;  and  when  in  the  gloom  of  the  night, 
without  tiinching  a  nerve,  the  Duke  stood  before 
his  assa-ssins,  saying,  "At  least  I  shall  die  a  sol- 
dier's death,"  he  turned  to  his  jailors  and  de- 
manded a  priest.  "  Wouldst  thou,  then,  die  like 
a  Capuchin  ? "  said  they  insultingly,  "  the  priests 
are  all  in  bed  now."  No  indignant  reply  pa&«ed 
his  lips,  but  he  meekly  knelt  down  and  made  a 
brief  but  fervent  prayer  for  pardon,  which  was 
doubtless  accepted.  One  last  thought  of  earth 
as  he  cut  off  a  tress  of  hair  for  his  fondly  loved 
wife,  and  this  hope  of  the  Bourbon-Condfs  was 
infamously  slain,  and  the  name  of  Bonaparte  eter- 
nally stained.  Such  was  the  news  that  the  Abbfe 
Edge  worth  de  Firmont,  the  same  who  had  been 
the  revered  director  of  Madame  Elizabeth,  and  the 
consoler  of  Louis  XVI.  on  the  scaftbld,  brought  to 
"Wari.aw.  On  receiving  the  news,  the  Princess  fell 
with  her  face  upon  the  earth,  cn,-ing,  "  !Mercy,  my 
God,  have  mercy  on  him!  "  and  soon  after  she 
poured  out  her  heart,  saying,  "  Have  mercy,  Lord, 
on  the  wml  of  Louis  Antoine!  Pardon  the  faults 
of  his  youth,  remembering  the  Precious  Blood 
which  Jesus  Christ  shed  tor  all  men,  and  have 
regard  to  the  cruel  manner  in  which  his  has  been 
shed.  Gloryaud  misfortune  have  attended  his  life. 
But  what  ne,  call  glory,  has  it  any  claim  in  Thy 
eyes?  However.  Lord,  it  is  not  a  demerit  before 
Thee,  when  it  is  based  on  true  honor,  which  is 
always  inseparable  fn>m  devotion  to  our  iluties.. 
Thou  knowest,  Lord,  those  that  he  ha.s  fhldlled ; 
and  for  tho.se  in  which  he  has  failed,  let  the  mis- 
fortunes of  which  he  has  been  at  la»^  tli<^  victim, 
be  a  reparation  and  an  expiation.  Again,  Lord, 
I  ask  for  mercy  on  his  soul." 

But  from  that  day  forward  another  name  was 


constantly  on  the  lip  of  Ix)uise  Avhilc  praying  Ije- 
fore  («<>d,  the  last  tiiat  the  worhl  would  have  ex- 
pet-ted  to  hear,  that  of  NapoUvii  BonajHtrte.  L<jng 
afterward  she  said,  "  He  made  himself  my  enemy 
by  killing  my  nephew,  and  from  that  moment 
God  gave  me  grace  to  name  him  daily  in  my 
prayers."  A)>out  this  time,  also,  amongst  the 
])rayers  which  she  often  compo»c«l  w«'re  some  on 
the  seven  corjioral  and  spiritual  works  of  mercy; 
and  in  the  one  on  praying  for  the  living  and  the 
dead,  she  added,  "  and  for  those  who  ]K'r>K.'Cute 
us;"  and  in  the  prayer  she  said,  "  I  pray  Thee  es- 
pecially. Lord,  for  those  who  have  sought,  are 
seeking,  or  will  stek,  to  injure  me."  "We  cannot 
but  remark  here  that  forgivenessof  enemies  was  a 
characteristic  of  the  Bourbons  at  this  time.  No 
one  can  forget  the  dying  charge  of  Louis  XVI; 
and  Queen  Clotilde,  of  Sardinia,  writing  to  the 
Princess  Louise,  said:  "The  most  brilliant  crown 
that  a  soul  can  receive  in  Heaven  is  to  see  near 
her  the  soul  of  one  of  her  enemies;  above  all, 
when  it  is  by  her  tears  that  she  has  obtained  the 
salvation  of  that  soul." 

The  next  event  in  the  life  of  LouL«e  was  her  re- 
turn to  France,  when  the  Bourbons  were  again 
called  to  the  throne  of  their  fathers.  It  was 
Louise's  earnest  wish  to  re-establi.sh  a  convent  of 
her  Order  in  Paris,  so  that  the  work  of  repara- 
tion to  the  Blessed  Sacrament  might  again  be 
continued  in  a  city  where  such  awful  sacfil^gfs 
had  been  committed. 

In  the  confusion  of  affairs  consequent  on  a 
change  of  dynasty,  the  choice  of  this  house  was 
a  real  difficulty,  and  the  Vicar-General  of  Paris 
recommended  that  a  notena  to  Louis  X  VT — whom 
none  doubted  was  in  Heaven — should  be  made 
among  those  interested  in  the  work.  On  the 
seventh  day  of  the  novena,  a  member  of  the 
Council  of  State  suddenly  interrupted  the  dis- 
cussion on  other  afairs  which  was  going  on, 
and  rcailling  the  subject  of  Madame  Louise,  pro- 
posed the  7'emjple  should  be  given  to  her.  A 
thrill  ran  through  the  assembly ;  there  was  not 
a  dissenting  voice ;  and  the  only  doubt  remain- 
ing was  whether  Madame  Louise  would  like  to 
spend  her  life  in  the  place  forever  consecrated  to 
such  sad  memories.  Louise  hesitated  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  then  she  saw  that  for  a  convent  of 
e.ri>i(ition,  the  Temple  was  indeed  the  fittest  place, 
and  she  recognized  the  designs  of  God  in  having 
cros.<H;d  her  desire  both  for  the  Capuchin  ana 
Trappist  Ortiers,  to  reserve  her  for  this  especial 
end.  One  sacritice  she  must  at  once  make  on  en- 
tering; it  was  impossible  that  the  Duchess  of 
Angoul6me  could  revisit  a  place  in  which  she 
had  suffered  such  cruel  agonies,  and  intercourse 
with  this  loved  friend  must  be  relinquished. 
Tho  workmen  began  to  raise  new  walls  upon  the 
ruins  of  the  Temple,  and  prej)aratious  were  busily 
proceeding  when  the  Cent  Jours  c\)minenc«  a, 
anil  once  more  the  family  of  Bourbon  bectixne 
exiles,  and  again  did  the  Princess  fly  to  England 
for  shelter.  As  it  was  supposed  the  fortunes  of 
her  house  would  soon  again  be  in  the  ascendant, 
she  did  not  re-enter  her  convent  but  remained  in 
London.     Meanwhile  the  work  at  the  Temple 


490 


AVE    MAHIA. 


proceeded.  Madame  Louise  returned  to  France 
in  181(},  and  in  December  of  that  year  she  en- 
tered the  Convent  of  the  Temple.  There  the  re- 
mainder of  her  life  was  passed,  and  there  she 
daily  displayed  the  virtues  she  had  acquired  in 
the  school  of  suffering. 

The  death  of  the  Prince  de  Condfi  was  another 
sharp  sorrow.  During  his  illness  some  of  her 
family  begged  Louise  to  ask  a  dispensation  from 
the  Archbishop,  and  visit  her  fother;  but  she 
steadfastly  refused;  she  would  not  suffer  her 
rank  or  position  to  be  made  an  excuse  for  break- 
ing her  Rule.  "If  our  Holy  Father  the  Pope 
orders  me,"  said  .she,  "  I  will  obey ;  but  I  will 
never  ask  for  a  dispensation  which  can  authorize 
the  example  of  breaking  inclosure."  Her  suffer- 
ings were,  however,  great ;  her  stall  in  the  choir 
was  found  bathed  with  tears,  and  many  were  the 
prayers  that  went  up  for  her  dying  father.  They 
were  surely  heard.  When  the  Prince  de  Cond6 
was  asked  if  he  forgave  his  enemies,  he  said,  "  I 
am  certain  of  salvation  if  God  will  pardon  me  as 
I  have  pardoned  them." 

About  this  time  the  news  of  Napoleon's  death 
came  to  France.  Louise,  Avriting  to  the  Bishop, 
says,  "  Bonaparte  is  dead ;  he  was  your  enemy, 
for  he  persecuted  you.  I  think  you  will  say  a 
Mass  for  him ;  I  beg  also  a  Mass  from  you  to  be 
said  on  my  part  for  this  unfortunate  man." 

Her  writings  are  numerous,  all  upon  religous 
subjects,  and  all  showing  that  she  had  made 
great  progress  in  the  interior  life.  Her  Re- 
ligious also  had  carefully  retained  many  of  her 
sayings  and  wise  counsels.  Once,  speaking  of 
the  way  in  which  we  should  receive  humiliations, 
she  advised  all  to  say,  "Lord,  it  seems  to  me  that  I 
ought  to  receive  some  glory  from  this ;  it  is  refused ; 
I  accept  this  refusal,  and  give  to  Thee,  in  the 
simplicity  of  my  heart,  all  praise,  all  honor,  all 
glory — all.     Amen." 

The  convent  founded  by  the  Princess  Louise  is 
still  a  large  and  flourishing  Community;  and 
thus,  while  loud  voices  have  argued  abd  blas- 
phemed against  the  ]Mo.st  Blessed  Sacrament,  in 
the  convents  of  this  Institute  of  Mectilde  a  per- 
petual offering  of  propitiation  and  love  has 
ascended  on  high. 

LEGENDS  or  THE  "blessed  VIRGIN. 
No.  12.— The  Original  Stain. 

An  inquisitive  throng  filled  the  public  square 
in  front  of  the  principal  church  of  Alexandria. 
The  avenues  leading  from  the  neighboring  streets 
were  completely  choked  up  by  anxious  sight-seers. 
Groups  of  heads  croAvded  the  windows,  and  at  a 
short  distance  looked  like  bunches  of  black  grapes. 
The  balconies  of  the  houses  were  also  covered  with 
spectators,  leaning  on  the  railings,  and  one  would 
have  thought  that  the  whole  city  had  assembled 
to  attend  a  public  festival. 

From  time  to  time,  voices  were  raised  above  the 
tumult,  and  made  their  inquiry  heard :  "  Are  they 
coming  ?" 

Tliose  at  the  windows  answered :  "  Not  yet," 

The  inhabitants  of  distant  parts  of  the  city,  who 


happened  to  be  passing  by,  astonished  at  the  pres- 
ence of  so  many  people,  drew  near  and  asked : 

"What  is  the  matter?  Wliat  are  vou  waitinff 
for?;-  ^ 

"  We  are  waiting  to  see  the  procession." 

"Wliat  procession?  Is  some  great  personage 
dead  ?" 

At  this  question  some  shrugged  their  shoulders, 
and  turned  away  in  contempt,  as  if  it  was  unpar- 
donable not  to  know  a  piece  of  news  which  ex- 
cited the  interest  of  so  many.  Some  others,  more 
obliging,  answered:  "It  is  not  a  burial,  but  a 
marriage." 

"  What  are  the  names  of  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom ?" 

A  defonned  little  man,  eager  to  display  his  wit, 
quickly  replied :  "  It  is  Lord  Poison,  who  weda 
his  daughter  to  the  son  of  Lord  Dragon.  ("  Oci- 
mon  "  is  the  name  of  a  poisonous  plant,  and  "Draco" 
means  "  Dragon.") 

A  little  laughter  followed  this  enigmatical 
pleasantry,  which  left  the  questioners  as  wise  as 
they  were  before. 

"  Here  they  Come !  here  they  come  !"  now  cried 
several  voices.  An  irregular  and  noisy  movement 
now  took  place  among  the  crowd.  Each  one 
sought  his  post  of  observation,  and  established 
himself  as  well  as  he  could.  Expectation  pro- 
duced a  momentary  silence. 

The  procession  advanced.  It  was  composed  of 
eighty  litters,  magnificently  decorated  and  borne 
by  slaves  in  splendid  liveries. 

The  multitude  opened  its  ranks  to  make  way 
for  them.  Then,  since  curiosity  had  not  been  able 
to  penetrate  the  curtains  which  veiled  the  litters, 
a  large  body  of  people  began  to  follow  them,  and 
entered  after  them  into  the  church. 

The  altar  was  dressed  as  on  the  highest  festivals. 
Rich  carpets  covered  the  floor  of  the  sanctuary. 
The  clergy,  in  their  most  splendid  vestments, 
awaited  upon  the  steps  the  entrance  of  the  bridal 
party,  and  then  commenced  the  sacred  ceremonies. 

The  city  had  not  for  a  long  time  before  seen  so 
much  pomp  displayed  at  a  marriage.  The  aflfianced 
couple  belonged,  it  is  true,  only  to  two  families  of 
merchants,  but  they  were  the  two  richest  families 
in  Alexandria.  They  had,  therefore,  taken  a  sort 
of  vainglory  in  manifesting  their  opulence.  The 
toilet  of  the  bride  surpassed  any  thing  that  had  ever 
been  seen  there  before.  The  people  were  dazzled 
by  it,  and  estimated  it  at  above  three  hundred 
miliar,  and  it  was  added  that  the  nuptial  presents 
which  the  bridegroom  had  purchased  for  his  wife 
had  cost  him  many  talents.  The  guests,  to  the 
number  of  more  than  two  hundred,  had  been 
chosen  from  among  the  most  select  of  the'mercan- 
tile  world,  and  each  one  contributed  by  his  pomp 
to  the  splendor  of  the  wedding. 

The  young  people  appeared  happy.  But  in 
their  happiness  self-love  had  a  greater  part  than 
affection.  They  married  without  either  repug- 
nance or  attachment.  Reason  had  counseled  the 
union,  and  they  had  listened  to  the  advice. 

Ulysses,  the  son  of  Lord  Draco,  was  of  middle 
hight.  He  had  large  shoulders  and  chest,  but 
they  were  not  well  filled.    The  obesity  of  latar 
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life  would  abundantly  supply  this  deficiency  as 
might  be  t'asilj'  prophmcd. 

His  face  was  not  rcptilsive  ;  but  still  his  features 
•were  c-oarse  and  unfeeling;  notliing  relievc<l  their 
heavy  frigidity.  One  would  almost  have  believed 
him  imbecile.     Ulysses  was  content  with  his  for- 
tune, his  low  order  of  merit  and  his  wit;  and,  in 
fact,  he  poKsoRsed  all  that  he  coidd  wish  for,  but 
he  knew  how  to  i-onceal   his  8elf-comi)lacency  by 
a  sort  of  mcxlesty.     He  had  as  much  talent  as  in- 
struction and  knowledge  of  the  world  can  confer. 
Draco  had  confided  his  education  to  teachers  who 
chargfd  the  highest  price  for  their  instructions. 
Ulysxes  had  protlted"  by  them  as  much  as  he  aiuld ; 
that  Is  to  say,  very  slenderly  ;  so  that,  in  fact,  his 
professors  did  not  care  to  say :  Ulysses  was  our 
pupil ;  but  Ulysses  t<M)k  pride  in  his  professors, 
and  often  mentioned  their  names.  His  fortune  had 
admitted   him  to  the  richest  houses  in  the  city. 
He  had  sustained  his  position  thus  obtained,  with- 
out shining  in  it,  l)Ut  without  falling  below  what 
was  expected  of  him.     A  child  of  prose,  what  he 
knew  how  to  do  best  was  to  count  money.     He 
was  not  a  miser,  however.     Brought  up  in  the 
midst  of  plenty,  he  cared  little  for  gold ;  but  he 
always  spent  it  in  a  calculating  spirit.     He  never 
repulsed  the  supplications  of  the  poor;  he  even 
took  pleasure  in  giving  alms, — above  all  when  it 
was  before  witnessH'S.     But  he  always  knew  what 
he  gave.     If  beggars  ajjplied  to  him  when  unpro- 
vided with  snwill  coins,  he  would  have   his  gold 
changed  and  distriljute  the  oholi  among  them.     • 
His  mother  had  formed   in  him  the  habit  of 
clothing  one  hundred  poor  persons  every  year. 
He  never  failed  to  do  this;  but  he  had  the  dresses 
made  of  a  uniform  and   ix'culiar  color,  and  not 
content  with  this  mark,  he  had  the  words :  "■Oicen 
hy  Ulysi*i%  the  non  of  Draco,''  written  in  promi- 
nent characters  on  every  article.     It  was  the  only 
idea  to  which  his  imagination   had  ever  given 
birth,  and  it  is  not  certain  that  even  this  was  not 
suggested  by  some  one  of  his  friends  who  wanted 
to   make  a   fcH)l   of  him.     If  Ulysses  had   been 
obliged  to  make  his  own  way,  to  surmdunt  ob- 
stacles by  the  sole  resource  of  his  own  genius,  he 
not  only  would   never  have  succeeded,   but   he 
would    never  have  had  even  the  temptation   to 
make  the  trial.     He  was  formed  to  walk  in  the 
beaten  track  of  custom.     Happily,  his  father  had 
been  born  beff)re  him ;  and  heir  as  he  was,  of  a 
rich  patrimony,  he  was  just  the  man  to  preserve 
it.     He  W!is  twenty-five  years  old,  and  pas.sed  for 
a  serious  youth.     His  companions,  who  had  never 
been  able  to  draw  him  into  any  of  their  wild  ad- 
ventures, were  persuaded  that  he  had  been  mature 
from  the  very  cradle. 

Nothing  was  known  of  the  fair  bride  but  her 
name  and  fortune.  She  lived  very  retired  with 
her  mother,  and  occupietl  herself  with  good  works, 
but  in  silence  and  under  the  august  veil  of  modesty. 
Draco  was  not  much  esteemed.  Ocimon  no  more 
sa  Why,  no  one  could  tell.  There  were  facts 
exi.sting  against  Draai;  many  of  his  dishonesties 
had  bectmie  public,  and  had  brought  him  before 
the  bar  of  justice.  The  contempt  in  which  he  was 
held  was  founded  on  authentic  records  of  crime, 


and  under  reproach  he  could  only  bow  down  his 
head.  But  it  was  impossible  to  allege  against 
Ocimon  any  public  proof  of  guilt.  He  was  also 
engjiged  in  commerce,  and  if  he  sometimes  slipped 
into  certain  knaveries,  they  were  not  of  diithoncst 
character,  or  they  were  s«>  well  managed  as  never 
to  reflect  scandal  on  their  author.  Still  envy  said 
of  him,  shaking  her  head  ominously :  "  Much  gold, 
but  little  honor." 

Was  it  envy  alone  that  could  not  pardon  h\n 
quickly  made  fortune  ?  Or  was  it  the  voice  of 
the  multitude  which  the  sacred  Scriptures  call 
the  voice  of  God,  bearing  witness  against  hidden 
guilt?  No  one  knew;  and  though  all  felt  hatred 
and  contempt  for  the  merchant,  none  could  assign 
the  reason. 

He  came  of  a  poor  family.  At  the  age  of  twen- 
ty-five, he  embarked  on  a  merchant  vessel  to  make 
the  circuit  of  the  Mediterranean.  The  ship  own- 
er died  during  the  voyage.  Ocimon  returned  in 
another  ship  which  belonged  to  himself,  and  it 
was  then  that  he  was  found  suddenly  to  have  be- 
come rich,  passing  all  at  once  from  misery  to  opu- 
lence, without  having  prepared  public  opinion  for 
this  change  of  fortune.  He  himself  kept  it  an 
impenetnildc  secret.  When  questioned,  he  studi- 
ously eluded  his  interlocutors.  Various  stories 
pa.s.sed  around.  He  knew  them,  and  did  not  re- 
ply to  them.  He  disdained  them,  and  left  it  to 
time  to  (lisabuse  the  public  of  the  impres.sion  and 
sink  it  in  oblivion. 

He  was  assuredly  the  most  happy  of  all  those 
who  assisted  at  tlic  nuptials.  The  father  of 
Ulysses,  attlicted  with  an  atrabilious  disease,  was 
always  .sad.  The  general  joy  only  cast  a  pale  re- 
flection on  his  sallow  visage,  illuminating  it  very 
partially. 

Ocimon  had  been  occupied  for  a  long  time  in 
planning  the  marriage  of  his  daughter.  It  was 
not  simply  the  establishment  of  his  only  child 
that  interested  him.  He  was  tired  with  the  cares 
and  embarrassments  of  commerce.  He  sought  re- 
pose. He  had  a  handsome  villa  erected  in  one  of 
the  suburbs,  and  he  contemplated  passing  a  tran- 
quil old  age,  amid  the  pleasures  of  rustic  life. 

Now,  the  marriage  of  his  daughter  would  per- 
mit him  to  realize  this  hope.  Draco  had  given 
up  basiness  sinct^  the  deatli  of  his  wife.  Ulysses 
had  nothing  to  do.  Ocimon  proposed  to  initiate 
him,  little  by  little,  into  the  secret  of  his  aflFairs, 
and  finally  to  let  him  carry  on  the  business  alone. 
He  had  not  stipulated  formally  for  this,  but  to 
his  overtures  no  opposition  had  yet  been  made. 

He  had  therefore  reason  to  hope.  (To  be  continued.) 
—  —  ■♦I*- 
Happiness  mav  very  justly  be  compared  to  the 
Golden  Fleece  so  eagerly  sought  after  by  the  an- 
cients, but  which  was  so  vigilantly  guarded  by 
two  fierce  dragon.s,  that  no  one  could  obtain  it, 
till  one,  more  fortunate  than  the  rest,  prevailed 
upon  a  lady  who  posst!Ssed  a  charm  over  the  drag- 
ons to  aid  him  in  destroying  them,  and  thus  ob- 
tained the  prize.  So  happiness :  the  dragons  are 
Satan  and  our  propen.sity  to  evil;  the  lady  is  our 
Blessed  Mother,  Mary,  by  whose  aid  we  may  con- 
fidently hope  to  overcome  these  terrible  enemies 
and  obtain  the  wished-for  golden  reward. 
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Ave  Majia  from  Protestant  Lips ; 

OB,  MVSTICAIi  KOSES  FKOM  FOREIGN  GARDENS. 

"We  can  scarcely  call  Mrs.  Hemans  Protestant, 
and  yet  it  is  sad  to  feel  that  we  cannot  call 
her  Catholic ;  but  her  heart  had  truly  caught  the 
beauty  of  our  Blessed  ilother's  life  : 

The  Annunciation. 
Lowliest  of  women,  and  most  glorified ! 
In  thy  still  beauty  sitting  calm  and  lone, 
A  brightness  round  thee  grew — and  by  thy  side, 
Kindling  the  air,  a  form  ethereal  shone. 
Solemn,  yet  breathing  gladness. — From  her  throne 
A  Queen  had  risen,  with  more  imperial  eye — 
A  stately  prophetess  of  victory  ; 
From  her  proud  lyre  had  struck  a  trumpet's  tone. 
For  such  high  tidings  as  to  thee  were  brought. 
Chosen  of  Heaven !  that  hoiir, — but  thou,  ()  thou ! 
E'en  as  a  flower  with  gracious  rains  o'erfraught 
Thy  virgin  head  beneath  its  crown  didst  bow, 
And  take  to  thy  meek  breast  th'  all-lioly  Word, 
And  own  thyself  tJi^  lutndmaid  of  the  Lord  / 
Yet  as  a  sun-burst  flushing  mountain  snow, 
Fell  the  celestial  touch  of  fire  e'er  long 
On  the  pale  stillness  of  thy  thoughtful  brow, 
And  thy  calm  spirit  brightened  into  song. 

Free  and  strong 
Flow'd  the  majestic  joy  of  tuneful  words, 
Wliich  living  harps,  the  choirs  of  Heaven  among, 
Might  well  have  linked  with  their  divinest  chords. 
Full  many  a  strain  borne  far  on  glory's  blast. 
Shall  leave,  where  once  their  haughty  music  pass'd, 
No  more  to  memory  than  a  reed's  faint  sigh  ; 
While  thine,  O  childlike  Virgin !  through  all  time 
Shall  send  its  fervent  breath  o'er  every  clime, 
Being  of  God,  and  therefore  not  to  die. 

The  following  passage  is  from  the  pre-eminent 
work  of  taste  by  the  late  Mrs  Jameson — entitled 
Legends  of  the  Madonna : 

"  The  Virgin,  in  her  maternal  character,  opens 
upon  us  so  wide  a  field  of  illustration,  that  I  scarce 
know  where  to  begin,  or  how  to  find  my  way, 
amid  the  crowd  of  associations  that  press  upon 
me.  A  mother  holding  her  child  in  her  arms  is 
no  very  complex  subject;  but  like  a  very  simple 
air  constructed  on  a  few  expressive  notes,  which, 
when  harmonized,  is  susceptible  of  a  thousand 
modulations,  variations,  and  accompaniments, 
while  the  original  motive  never  loses  its  power 
to  speak  to  the  heart ;  so  it  is  with  the  Madonna 
and  Child; — a  subject  so  consecrated  by  its  au- 
thority, so  hallowed  by  its  profound  significance, 
so  endeared  by  its  associations  with  the  softest 
and  deepest  of  our  human  sympathies,  that  the 
mind  has  never  wearied  of  its  repetition,  nor  the 
eye  become  satiated  with  its  beauty.  Those  who 
refuse  to  give  it  the  honor  due  to  a  religious  rep- 
resentation, yet  regard  it  with  a  tender,  half-un- 
willing homage ;  and  when  the  glorified  type  of 
what  is  purest,  loftiest,  holiest  in  womanhood, 
stands  before  us,  arrayed  in  all  the  majesty  and 
beauty  that  accomplished  Art,  inspired  by  faith 
and  love,  could  lend  her,  and  bearing  her  Divine 
Son,  rather  enthroned  than  sustained  on  her  ma- 
ternal bosom, '  we  look,  and  the  heart  is  in  Heaven !' 
and  it  is  difficult  to  refrain  from  an  ora  pro  nobis" 


Introduction  to  the  Ave  Maria  by  the  Most  Eev. 
Archbishop  of  Baltimore. 

We  are  delighted  to  present  our  readers  with 
the  exquisite  Introduction  to  the  Ave  Maria, 
from  the  master  pen  of  the  erudite  and  eloquent 
Archbishop  Spalding ;  and  we  congratulate  our 
subscribers  on  the  reception  of  this  beautiful  sym- 
phony,  as  we  must  call  it,  to  the  Angel  Gabriel's 
salutation.  We  send  it  in  time  to  be  bound  with 
the  First  Volume.  We  are  sure  that  all  will  agree 
with  us  in  saying  that  the  Introduction  doubles 
the  value  of  the  work.  We  only  regret  that  we 
could  not  print  it  in  larger  type ;  but  it  would 
have  delayed  its  publication,  and  we  knew  that 
there  was  a  general  anxiety  to  see  it. 

"Weekly  Chronicle. 

Most  Ret.  ArcJihishop  Purcell — Mr.  Foos — Diocese 

of  Fort  Wayne — Dedication — Obituaries : 

The  Cincinnati  correspondent  of  the  New  Yorh 
Tablet  pays  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Purcell  the 
following  handsome  and  well-deserved  compli- 
ment :  "  The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  is  on  a  pas- 
toral visit.  The  weight  of  years  does  not  prevent 
him  from  exercising  his  wonted  vigilance.  He  is 
loved  by  his  clergy  and  flock,  and  deservedly,  for 
he  is  every  thing  that  constitutes  a  good  shep- 
herd. He  asks  his  clergy  to  do  nothing  that  he 
does  not  do  himself.  Untiring  in  the  confessional, 
pulpit,  and  in  going  to  see  the  sick,  with  an  ear 
ever  open  to  hear  the  tale  of  woe,  and  a  smile  to 
give  sunshine  to  those  beshrouded  with  gloom,  he 
is  indeed  a  father,  and  one  loved,  truly  loved,  by 
his  people." 

From  the  same  correspondent,  we  learn  that 
the  able  editorial  corjjs  of  the  Telegraph  has  re- 
ceived a  valuable  acquisition  in  Mr.  Foos,  a 
convert  who  has  the  convert's  waiTQ  love. 

In  a  former  number  of  the  Telegraph,  we  were 
particularly  pleased  with  an  article  headed,  "Here 
she  goes  and  there  she  goes,"  which  had  refer- 
ence to  the  splits  constantly  occurring  in  the  Prot- 
estant world.  This,  we  have  since  learned,  is  from 
the  able  pen  of  the  talented  young  editor.  We 
hope  soon  to  see  some  beautiful  article  from  his 
pen  on  our  Blessed  Mother,  to  which  we  promise 
in  advance  a  conspicuous  place  in  the  Ave  Maria. 

In  the  Diocese  of  Fort  Wayne,  Rev.  P.  W.  Sie- 
gelback  was  elevated  to  the  Holy  Order  of  Priest- 
hood, on  the  17th  ultimo. 

On  the  26th  of  November,  Bishop  Luers  conse- 
crated the  Altar  of  the  beautiful  church  of  Saint 
Boniface,  lately  erected  at  Piqua,  Ohio. 

On  the  19th  ultimo,  a  church  was  dedicated  at 
Doe  Run,  Pa.,  by  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Wood. 

Obituaries. — Nov.  8th,  at  the  Convent  of  the 
Visitation,  Washington,  D.  C,  Sister  M.  Angela, 
daughter  of  Dr.  McManus  of  Baltimore.  In  the 
same  convent,  on  the  22d,  Sister  M.  Emmanuel 
Stubbs.  In  the  same  city,  at  St.  Ann's  Infant 
Asylum,  Sister  M.  Antoine. 
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Tbo  MeaMnsor  of  th«  Stcrod  Iloart,  a  Journal  of 

THE  APOSTLESHIP  OF  PEAYEE. 

The  Friends  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus— The  Venera- 
ble Anna  Maria  Taigi. 

Ood  i»  (ulmirnhle  in  Ilia  taint n  !  And  in  this 
age  of  incredulity,  in  the  face  of  those  proud  aavam 
who  deny  even  the  possibility  of  a  miracle,  lie 
M'lects  a  poor  female — bom  in  an  humble  sphere, 
the  wife  of  a  laborer,  and  herself  engaged  in  ob- 
scure duties;  on  this  woman  He  l)estow8  the  most 
miraculous  gifts,  and  invests  her  with  a  ix)Wer  of 
■which  the  ages  most  fruitfiil  in  prodigies  scarce 
offer  us  a  parallel. 

During  more  than  forty  years  Anna  Maria  TaTfgi 
knew  with  certainty,  and  clearly  revealed,  not 
only  the  secret  thoughts  of  those  who  consulted 
her,  but  the  most  important  events,  of  which  she 
could  not  have  acquired  a  knowledge  by  any  hu- 
man moans.  She  detailed  day  by  day  the  inci- 
dents of  the  war  in  Russia  ;  in  Rome  she  foretold 
the  French  revolution  of  1850  at  the  very  moment 
it  took  place  in  Paris;  she  saw  Alexander  and 
Napoleon  die ;  a.stonished  diplomatists  by  the 
clearness  with  w^hich  she  exposed  the  politics  of 
their  cabinets  and  their  most  secret  intrigues. 
Future  events  were  as  plain  to  her  as  those  which 
were  pa.st ;  she  announced  the  elections  and  deaths 
of  the  Popes;  predicted,  with  a  certainty  that 
never  failed,  the  restoration  to  health  of  those 
most  dangerously  ill,  or  the  approaching  death  of 
those  in  good  health. 

To  her  Pius  VII  was  indebted  for  the  favor  of 
having  received  the  last  Sacraments  ;  his  attend- 
ants and  physicians  did  not  think  he  was  in  dan- 
ger, but  at  her  earnest  request  he  prepared  for 
death,  and  a  few  hours  after  breathed  his  last. 
She  was  frequently  the  means  of  .saving  Leo  XII 
from  the  snares  that  were  laid  for  liim,  ami  many 
less  important  persons  owed  to  her  the  preserva- 
tion of  their  lives  and  the  salvation  of  their  souls. 

Wliat  makes  her  life  still  more  reinarkal)le  is 
the  form  in  which  the  gift  of  prophecy  was  given 
to  her.  It  was  not  an  interrupted  gift,  as  we  find 
it  in  the  case  of  the  greater  number  of  prophets; 
but  it  was  constant.  There  was  continually  before 
her  eyes  a  sun,  image  of  the  divine  luminary,  and 
in  this  sun  she  saw  all  that  she  wished  to  know. 
Obliged  to  reveal  all  to  a  holy  priest,  she  daily 
furnishetl,  by  the  manifestation  of  future,  or  of 
contemi)orary  events  transpiring  at  a  distance,  a 
thousand  pnxifs  of  this  continmil  vision.  Never 
was  she  found  to  be  in  the  slightest  degree  incor- 
rect in  her  revelations. 

But  it  is  not  to  excite  admiration  for  the  prod- 
igies of  divine  power  in  this  huml)le  woman  that 
we  have  introduced  Anna  Maria  TaTgi  to  the 
readers  of  the  Ave  3I.vria  :  she  has  a  special  right 
to  their  veneration  on  account  of  the  mission  she 
received  from  God,  which  she  so  heroically  accom- 

f>li8hed.     Her  existence  was  but  a  long  aposto- 
ate,  and  the  Associates  of  the  Apostleship  of 
Prayer  could  not  propose  to  themselves  a  more 
perfect  model. 
When  God,  by  a  true  prodigy  of  mercy,  tore 


her  from  the  vanities  of  the  world  and  the  disfii- 
pation  which  surrounded  her  youtli.  He  made 
known  to  her  that  henceforth  she  must  no  longer 
live  for  herself,  but  must  sacrifice  herself  entirely 
for  the  salvation  of  souls  and  the  triumph  of  the 
Ohurch;  and  from  that  time,  so  to  speak,  she  was 
identified  with  the  mystic  lK>dy  of  Jesus  Christ. 
She  felt  all  its  pains  in  a  more  sensible  manner 
than  she  did  those  of  her  own  body;  she  offered 
herself  as  a  holocaust  to  avert  the  scourges  which 
she  saw  were  about  to  full  upon  the  Christian 
world. 

It  was  in  connection  with  this  truly  apostolic 
mission,  that  the  wonderful  gift,  of  which  we 
have  spoken,  was  granted  to  her.  This  myste- 
rious sun  exhibited  to  her  all  the  happy  an«(  un- 
happy events  which  interested  the  Church,  and 
more  than  once  she  succeeded,  by  her  sufferings, 
in  averting  or  diminishing  the  strokes  of  Divine 
Justice.  God  Hiin.self  incited  her  to  this  immo- 
lation, for  the  salvation  of  His  people.  During 
her  entire  life  He  held  her  bound  to  the  Cross. 

This  is  a  slight  sketch  of  her  forty  years'  mar- 
tyrdom, which  has  been  developed  at  length  by 
her  confessor,  in  the  life  he  has  written  of  this 
venerable  sen'ant  of  God. 

She  suffered  continually  from  an  excruciating 
pain  in  her  head,  whose  intensity  was  augmented 
every  Friday,  particularly  during  the  hours  of  our 
Saviour's  Passion.  Then  they  were  so  violent  that 
she  w-as  obliged  to  go  tobed,  and  when  her  domes- 
tic affairs  forced  her  to  continue  her  employment, 
the  pain  was  so  great  that,  notwithstanding  her 
virtue  and  natural  energy,  her  tears  tlowed  in  tor- 
rents. Her  eyes  seemed  as  though  they  had  been 
pierced  with  thorns,  and  could  not  support,  with- 
out OToat  pain,  the  light  of  day.  Her  ears  suffered 
continually  from  an  acute  rheumatism ;  and  the 
poor  woman  was  obliged  to  have  her  head  almost 
always  covered  and  l)Ound  up.  Besides  the  volun- 
tary mortifications  she  imposed  upon  herself  in 
eating,  she  had  constantly  an  insupportably  bitter 
taste  in  her  mouth.  Her  s<'nse  of  smell  was  like- 
wise affectcfl,  as  though  she  had  a  sensible  percep- 
tion of  the  horrible  .stench  or  infection  of  all  the 
sins  which  deluged  the  world.  This  was  an  in- 
tolerable torment.  Her  feet  and  hands,  (partic- 
ularly the  hand  that  had  the  power  of  curing 
sickness,)  suffered  the  most  violent  and  acute 
pains;  in  fine,  all  her  body  seemed  equally  tor- 
tured. The  poor  woman  was  afflicted  with  a  com- 
plication of  maladies,  such  as  gout,  asthma,  and 
hernia,  particularly  during  the  last  years  of  her 
life.  Her  confe.ssor,  who  is  my  penitent,  assured 
me  that  during  her  torturing  agonies,  when  he 
vLsited  her  and  inquire<i  how  she  was  feeling,  her 
reply  was :  "  Sufl'ering  unto  death  ;"  he  added  : 
"Let  us  do  God's  will  and  say,  Fiat  robmtan  <m/i/' 
these  words  seemed  to  reanimate  her,  and  with  a 
gay  and  serene  air,  and  with  all  tlie  energy  of  which 
she  was  capable,  she  replied :  SictU  in  ecelo  et  in 
term. 

Tortured  on  her  bed  of  suffering,  she  was  the 
joy  and  consolation  of  others,  the  peace  and  hap- 
piness of  those  who  saw  her,  and  the  strengrth 
and  courage  of  the  afflicted.     She  took  the  most 
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affectionate  interest  in  every  one  around  her,  for- 
getting her  own  sufferings  in  order  to  assist  oth- 
ers ;  ever  tranquil,  gay  and  courageous ;  always  re- 
signed in  all  things  to  the  will  of  her  Divine 
Spouse. 

Her  sufferings  continually  augmented,  but  the 
abundant  waters  of  bitter  tribulation,  which  were 
poured  upon  her  head,  could  never  extinguish  the 
fire  which  burned  in  her  heart.  In  order  to  pro- 
long her  painful  existence,  God  sometimes  deigned 
to  indicate  to  her  what  would  alleviate  or  cure  her. 

To  these  bodily  jmins  was  often  joined  the  most 
intolerable  mental  anguish ;  horrible  temptations 
of  the  devil,  unjust  persecutions  on  the  part  of 
men,  severe  agonies,  during  which  God  seemed  to 
abandon  her.  Anna  Maria  endured  these  suffer- 
ings with  joy,  and  even  added  to  them  a  great 
many  that  were  voluntary,  in  order  to  obtain  the 
triumph  of  the  Church,  and  the  conversion  of  her 
enemies. 

She  particularly  opposed  her  zeal  and  the  fer- 
vor of  her  prayers  to  the  infernal  activity  of  the 
secret  societies,  whose  dark  plots  God  revealed  to 
her. 

From  the  time  of  the  return  of  Pius  VII,  she 
saw,  in  this  mysterious  light,  the  homicidal  plans 
of  the  secret  societies  against  Rome,  particularly 
against  the  superior  clergy,  and  she  frequently 
repaired  to  Saint  Paul's  to  pour  out  her  soul,  on 
this  sul)ject,  before  God.  Then  it  was  particu- 
larly that  her  ardent  charity  induced  her  to  inter- 
cede by  fervent  and  continual  prayers,  and  to  offer 
herself  to  Divine  Justice  as  the  victim  of  its  good 
pleasure.  Her  prayers  in  these  cases  were  so  fer- 
vent and  persevering,  that  God  expressly  prom- 
ised her  that  the  plans  of  the  impious  should  never 
succeed  in  Rome  ;  that  if  He  permitted  them  to 
act  freely  for  a  while.  He  would  always  stop  them 
at  the  moment  when  they  believed  themselves  on 
the  point  of  triumphing;  but  that  she,  on  her 
part,  must  be  prepared  to  satisfy  His  justice  in 
compensation  for  such  signal  graces ;  consequently, 
every  time  the  plots  of  these  Masonic  lodges  were 
defeated,  the  servant  of  God  was  stricken  with 
mortal  maladies,  persecutions,  miseries,  calumnies, 
and  terrible  anguish  of  mind.  But  this  heroic 
soul  was  never  discouraged.  As  soon  as  she  saw, 
in  this  mysterious  light,  these  plots  reappear,  or 
heard  of  the  massacre  of  priests  or  high  dignita- 
ries in  the  Church,  she  reminded  the  Lord  of  His 
promise  and  prepared  herself  for  new  sufferings, 
which  she  offered  Him  for  these  additional  graces. 
This  phenomenon  continued  during  her  whole 
life.  How^  much  does  not  the  Church  owe  to  the 
prayers  of  this  pious  woman !  Particularly  does 
the  city  of  Rome  owe  her  a  large  debt  of  gratitude. 

She  saw  the  burning  of  the  Basilica  of  Saint 
Paul  some  months  before  it  happened.  Being  in 
prayer  before  the  holy  crucifix,  it  was  revealed 
to  her  that  God  w^ould  permit  this  misfortune  in 
puni.shment  of  the  profanations  committed  in 
that  place.  He  said  to  her :  "  I  will  lay  it  in 
ruins !" 

Anna  Maria  also  predicted  the  election  of  Pius 
IX,  and  the  trials  through  which  this  admirable 
Pontiff  would  have  to  pass ;  and  announced,  in 


the  most  distinct  and  positive  manner,  that  these 
tribulations  would  be  followed  by  a  grand 
triumph. 

She  frequently  spoke  to  her  confessor  of  the 
persecution  that  would  befall  the  Church,  and  of 
the  unhappy  epoch,  wherein  a  multitude  of  peo- 
ple, supposed  to  be  estimable,  would  be  unmasked. 
She  sometimes  asked  God  who  would  be  able  to 
resist  this  terrible  trial;  He  answered:  "Those 
to  whom  I  shall  grant  humility." 

Anna  Maria  established  in  her  fixmily  the  cus- 
tom of  reciting,  after  the  evening  ro.sary,  three 
times  Pater  and  Ave  and  Gloria  Patri,  to  the  Holy 
Trinity,  to  obtain,  through  the  infinite  mercy  and 
goodness,  a  mitigation  of  the  scourge  which  His 
Justice  had  reserved  for  these  unhappy  times. 
This  scourge  had  been  revealed  to  her  several 
times  in  this  mysterious  sun.  It  pleased  God  also 
to  reveal  to  her  that  the  Church,  after  having 
passed  through  many  most  severe  trials,  would 
obtain  so  brilliant  a  triumph  that  mankind  would 
be  astounded  by  it;  that  entire  nations  would 
return  to  the  Unity  of  the  Church,  and  the  face  of 
the  earth  be  entirely  changed. 

Our  Associates  will  doubtless  find,  as  we  have 
done,  in  such  consoling  and  well-authenticated 
promises,  a  powerful  motive  to  reanimate  their 
zeal  and  increase  their  confidence.  We  wish  we 
could  offer  them,  in  the  English  language,  a  full 
life  of  this  holy  soul ;  but  as  yet  our  literature  is 
poor  in  the  lives  of  saints. 

A  most  interesting  history  has  lately  appeared, 
in  French,  by  Father  Bouffier,  of  this  perfect  model 
of  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer  and  of  Suffering. 

•» 

Graces  Obtained  by  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer. 

The  following  trait  of  the  mercies  of  the  Heart 
of  Jesus,  we  received  from  one  of  our  Asso- 
ciates in  the  south  of  France. 

"One  of  my  old  friends,  mother  of  one  of  our 
pupils,  recently  wrote  requesting  our  prayers  for 
her  husband  who  was  seriously  ill ;  we  immedi- 
ately placed  his  name  in  the  intention  of  the  Apos- 
tleship. Two  days  afterward  we  received  a  sec- 
ond letter  stating  that  the  sick  man  had  willingly 
consented  to  see  a  priest,  and  make  his  confession, 
the  first  in  thirty-five  years.  In  1830,  he  went  to 
Paris  to  read  law ;  there  he  contracted  the  infidel 
principles  of  the  day,  and  seemed  to  have  com- 
pletely lost  his  faith.  But  his  conversion  was  as 
sudden  and  complete,  as  his  perversion  had  been 
long  and  thorough.  From  the  moment  of  his  re- 
turn to  the  fixith  of  his  youthful  days,  and  his  re- 
conciliation to  God,  he  never  for  a  moment  fal- 
tered in  his  courage  and  resignation,  during  three 
long  weeks  he  suffered  a  martyrdom  from  his  in- 
tense pain,  yet  he  never  evinced  the  slightest 
movement  of  ipipatience. 

"  Frequently  he  spoke  of  the  Sacred  Heart  in  a 
manner  that  astonished  those  who  surrounded  his 
bed  of  suffering.  His  last  words  were:  'I  die 
without  anxiety,  for  I  leave  my  wife  and  children 
in  the  Heart  of  Jesus.' " 


In  the  Apostleship  of  Prayer  our  good  works  ac- 
quire a  greater  merit  and  a  truly  apostolic  efficacy. 
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Jewel  Bnoox  Cottage. 
Our  Hpirits  rejoice  within  our  ))08oins  as  we 
start  out  from  the  city.  At  the  first  station  come 
the  little  flowcr-boya  with  newly  plucked  lilies. 
You  see  the  clear  lilies,  don't  you  ?  I  want  one  ; 
you  want  one ;  see,  everybody  wants  one.  It  seems 
that  every  one  wishes  to  buy  them.  They  are  all 
gone;  but  there  comes  another  troop  of  lily-sel- 
lers, arms  full,  "only  two  cents  apiece."  "T^vo 
for  n  cent,"  from  behind.  "  Two  for  a  cent,  then," 
from  before.  Quite  a  competition  among  our  young 
flower-peddlers.  The  lily-.'^les  run  brisk,  we  never 
saw  8o  many  ready  purchasers  for  any  thing  in 
the  cars  before,  and  how  could  one  "procure  so 
much  happiness  for  two  cents  any  other  way? 
I  never  lx)ught  a  flower  before :  I  grew  up  among 
flowers,  you  know,  that  is  in  the  country;  but  I 
never  bought  any  thing,  I  think,  which  lenjoyed 
so  much;  and  for  two  mms !  How  happy  these 
lilies  make  us,  my  little  darlings!  How  happy 
they  seem  to  make  the  whole  car- full  of  people. 

They  remind  me,  too,  of  thosti  whole  fields  of 
delicious  white  lilies  along  the  sliores  of  Lake 
]Michig!ui,  as  I  came  up  from  Notre  Dame  to  Chi- 
cago. Only  I  wanted  some  of  them  .lo  much  ;  but 
there  was  no  way  to  reach  them ;  no  little  boys  to 
pick  them  beft)re  we  came  along,  and  meet  iis  at 
the  stations  with  hands  filled — so  fragrantly  filled. 
That  was  the  first  day's  journey  after  we  left 
Indiana;  this  is  our  last,  and  the  lilies  are  given 
to  us.  May  we  be  as  happy  on  that  last  day  of 
our  earthly  journey ;  may  the  lily  of  life,  for  which 
now  we  in  vain  long,  be  given  us  then  ;  it  will  be 
enough  !     O  blessedly  enough ! 

We  have  started  for  another  station.  Our  iron- 
horse-drawn  cjirriage  presses  forward  more  and 
more  speedily,  quite  out  of  the  city  iiow,  spring- 
ing swiftly  along  the  destined  lines,  through  the 
pleasant  suburbs,  up  the  gentle  grade ;  ever  and 
anon  over  bridges,  along  rivers,  through  villages ; 
up  higher  grades,  through  runil  districts ;  fruit- 
ful farms ;  aud  then  by  solitary  lu)uses,  through 
sandy  banks  and  tunneled  rock's,  and  now  we  are 
entering  Venuont;  we  touch  V^-rmont  soil.  I 
think,  yes,  wc  are  slowly  but  surely  nmning  up 
the  Green  Mountains.  This  is  my  State,  dear  chil- 
dren, and  alx)ut  thirty  miles  more  distant  is  the 
village  we  seek,  where,  in  Jewel  Brook  Cottage, 
a  good  mother  waits  to  welcome  us.  Are  you  not 
glad,  little  children,  that  I  am  going  home  to  see 
my  mother?— and  she  will  l>e  your  mother  t«p, 
while  you  remain  with  me  at  the  Cottage — riiA 
this  makes  us  think  too,  how  sweet  it  will  he 
when  we  may  be  so  happy  as  to  go  home  to  see 
our  beautiful  Mother  Mary  in  Heaven.  May  we 
all  be  there  too,  beloved  little  children.  Yes,  in 
little  more  than  an  hour  wc  shall  arrive  at  L . 

You  are  too  tired,  the  day  having  been  so  warm, 
especially  for  the  last  two  hours  or  so,  to  enjoy 
the  arrival  beforehand,  are  you  not?  Thirty 
miles  still  seems  a  long  way  to  a  tired  child,  I 
know  ;  and  our  lily-blossoms  are  wilted  too,  those 
dainty  white  petals  are  all  dust-soiled  and  droop-   i 


ing  now,  and  all  their  whiteness,  beauty  and  fra- 
fjrance;  unlike  my  little  childrens'  heads,  drooped 
indeed  now  almost  jis  much  as  the  wilted  flower- 
buds,  but  which  rest  and  refrtshnient  will  so  soon 
again  restore.  Unlike  even  their  little  iKxlies 
when  the  green  grave  claims  them  back  to  dust, 
but  which  precious  dust  Christ  shall  gather  back 
anil  raise  up  more  beautiful  than  they  now  are. 

Those  pfK)r,  frail  lilies,  so  delicious  to  us  this 
morning,  like  all  other  enjr>yments  of  this  world, 
have  soon  passed  away  ;  so  also  will  our  earthly 
life  pass  away  after  a  short  time,  as  our  Lord  tells 
us  in  His  Gospel.  Of  how  little  worth  to  us,  lit- 
tle children,  would  be  our  life,  frail  as  a  flower 
almost,  did  not  Jesus  offir  us  a  l)etter  one,  and 
nourish  and  prepare  us  for  it,  in  His  Holy  Church, 
and  did  not  the  Blessed  Virgin  help  us  tosecure  it. 
But,  weary  little  ones,  do  you  knf)w  we  are  at 
home  ?  Every  little  face  looks  gladly  up  already! 
Look  down  into  that  charming  plaint  to  the  right, 
below  us  ;  that  little  village,  surrounded  by  moun- 
tains, that  lies  like  a  nest  among  the  hills,  is  my 

dear  native  L ,  said  to  be  the  prettiest  village 

on  the  railroad,  from  Burlington  to  Boston,  or  for 
some  two  hundred  miles  around.     "Are  we  going 
to  take  a  carriage  ?"     We  will  leave  our  baggage  to 
be  brought  up  by  a  carriage,  but  we  prefer  to  walk 
so  short  a  distance,  ju.st  down  the  foot  of  this  lit- 
tle hill,  a  few  paces  only,  where  we  turn  off"  into 
a  short  street  running  cast  and  west,  and  shaded 
by  trees  ;  we  go  through  a  lane  which  is  named 
Pleasant  Street,  and  foUowiug  this  for  a  few  rods, 
we  come  to  a  junction  with  Jewel  Iiro«ik  Street] 
where,  in  front  of  a  pretty  water-fall,  iu  the  shad- 
ow of  maples  and  elms,  stands  a  brown-colored 
cottiige  with  a  little  i>ortico.     The  little  green 
l)linds  closed  against  the  hot  summer  noon  sun, 
invite  us  in.     Let  us  enter,  and  I  will  introduce 
you  to  Jewel  Brook  Cottage.     But,  softly,  dar- 
lings; young  Alvaretta,  named  from  the  song, 
*'  Wliore  sweep  the  wateru  of  the  bine  Jnuiata, 
WiJd  roved  au  Indian  girl,  fair  Alvaretta,—" 
coming  to  kiss  her  aunty  at  the  gate,  says,  "Grand- 
ma is  sick."     Leaving  you  to  the  politeness  of  my 
young  niece,  Nettie,  who  is  always  very  fond  of 
little  guests,  and  if  .she  has  any  preference  amon'^ 
thent,  it  is  always  for  the  littlest,  she  may  take 
you  to  the  parlor  while  I  pass  to  my  mother's 
room,  just  off"   the  little  sitting  room.     She  has 
arisen    up  in    her  bed   to  welcome    me.     Dear 
mother!     She  puts  her  amis  around  my  neck 
"My  dear  child  ;  I  had  like  to  die,  and  you  not 
here !    Thank  God  !  for  bringing  you  back  to  me !" 
Dear  mother,  she  wanted  her  Catholic  child  bv, 
in  the  hour  of  danger.     T<x)  tired  for  other  cxer- 
tion.s,  but  rested  I)y  the  precious  things  my  dear, 
dear  mother  had  to  say,  O  how  preciously  wears 
on  the  at\ernoon  !     How  delightfully  succeed  sev- 
eral more  days,  my  precious  mother  growing  liet- 
ter,  through  joy  at  my  arrival ;  soon  she  \&  well  as 
usual.     So  I  begin  to  long  to  go  up  to  dear  Bur- 
lington again,  the  blessed  place  to  me  of  my  Cath- 
olic birth.     In  my  ne.vt  letter  I  think  I  will  tell 
you  a  little  about  that  dear  place,  which  gjive  the 
first  American  nun  to  the  Church.     But  adieu  for 
the  present,  my  dear  children.  1*4. 
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The  Pifferari. 

"Uncle,  may  we  come  in?"  asked  a  sweet,  child- 
ish voice  at  the*  door  of  the  cosy  little  room  dig- 
nified by  the  name  of  "Uncle's  Study,"  a  place  of 
intense  interest  for  all  my  little  nieces  and 
nephews, — and  they  number  several  score, — for  all 
the  little  acquaintances  of  Eddie  and  Ella  insist 
upon  calling  me  their  uncle ;  so  of  course  they 
must  be  my  nephews  and  nieces  also. 

"Certainly,  certainly,"  I  replied  ;  and  with  that 
in  tripped  little  Miss  Ella,  followed  by  Charlie. 

"Now  uncle,"  said  the  little  lady,  "we  are  go- 
ing to  be  just  as  good  as  we  can  be ;  we'll  not 
o^jen  your  drawers  to  look  at  the  beads  and 
medals  you  brought  from  Baltimore  ;  we  will  not 
clinib  upon  the  chairs  to  see  the  dear  Blessed 
Mother  aiid  kiss  the  feet  of  the  dear  little  Infant 
Jesus ;  but  we  just  Avant  you  to  tell  us  a  nice 
story  ;  don't  we,  Eddie?" 

"  Yes,  uncle,  that's  what  we  come  for,"  said  mas- 
ter Eddie,  as  he  threw  himself  on  the  rug  before 
the  blazing  fire  and  began  to  pull  Ponto's  ears ; 
while  Ella  gave  a  little  spring  and  nestled  herself 
quite  comfortably  upon  my  knee,  and  in  a  coaxing 
voice  continued :  "  Come  now,  uncle,  begin." 

"  Well,"  said  I,  meditatively,  "  what  shall  my 
story  be  about?" 

"  Oh !"  exclaimed  Eddie,  "  let  it  be  about  griz- 
zly bears,  and  alligators,  and  rhinoceroses — ' 

"  No,  no,"  said  Ella,  "  please  don't,  uncle ;  tell 
us  something  nice  and  true." 

"  Well  I  am  sure,"  continued  Eddie,  "  that  griz- 
zly bears  and  alligators  are  true." 

"Oh,  yes;  but  they  are  not  pretty.  Tell  us 
about  birds,  uncle." 

Now  as  there  was  a  decided  diversity  of  taste 
in  my  audience — and  as  the  standard  of  taste  has 
never  been  defined,  judging  from  tlie  amount  of 
praise  and  blame  bestowed  on  the  aspirant  for 
literary  fame — I  concluded  to  tell  a  story,  and  a 
true  one  at  that,  according  to  my  own  taste,  and 
bring  my  audience  up  to  my  standard.  So  I  com- 
menced: "If  I  tell  you  a  story  to-day,  it  must  be 
about  something  I  saw  in  Kome  during  the  Christ- 
mas times  last  year.  It  will  he  about  the  Piflferari 
and  their  music." 

"  Pifferari,"  said  Eddie ;  "  why,  v/hat  sort  of 
music  is  that  ?  We  han't  got  any  thing  like  it  in 
this  country." 

"  No,  of  course  you  have  not.  Such  music  and 
musicians  belong  to  Rome  as  much  as  the  Miserere 
does — of  which  I  have  Ijofore  told  you ;  but  now 
let  me  finish  about  the  Pifferari.  This  is  an  Ital- 
ian word,  and  means  a  pastor  or  shepherd.  Our 
Pifferari  pass  their  lives  among  the  beautiful  hills 
that  surround  Rome,  where  they  guard  their  flocks, 
just  like  tliose  shepherds  of  the  olden  time  of 
whom  we  read  in  the  Gospel  of  Christmas  mid- 
night Mass.  Some  day  or  other  I'll  show  you  an 
engraving  of  these  Pifferari,  with  their  short  red, 
green  or  yellow  breeches,  their  long  waistcoats  as 
variegated  in  their  color  as  their  nether  gannents, 
their  sandals,  laced  and  banded  in  the  old  roman- 
tic style,  and  their  queer  caps  or  hats,  which  take  us 
back  to  the  costumes  of.  the  middle  age — such  as 


I  showf  d  you  yesterday  in  my  album  of  curiosi- 
ties. Sometimes  you  see  them  pointed,  sometimes 
round,  and  sometimes  cocked,  and  ornamented 
with  a  rosette  or  long  .streamers  of  yellow  or  scar- 
let ribbons.  Their  cloaks  i)resent  an  equally 
strange  appearance :  they  are  as  different  in  style 
as  their  liats,  and  as  varied  in  color  as  their  vests ; 
some  are  l)lue,  some  green,  some  yellow  and  some 
red — the  last  are  ordinarily  the  remains  of  the 
wardrobe  of  one  of  the  Cardinals  whose  charity  had 
clothed  the  shoulders  of  some  of  those  good  Pif- 
ferari. While  speaking  of  their  quaint  costume 
I  must  not  forget  to  tell  you  about  their  long 
black  hair,  floating  over  their  gay-colored  cloaks, 
and  their  quick  bright  eyes. 

"  Every  year,  at  the  commencement  of  Advent, 
the  Pifferari  descend  from  their  mountains,  to  an- 
nounce in  the  streets  of  Rome,  with  their  music, 
the  approach  of  Christmas.  What  could  be  more 
appropriate  than  to  announce  by  shepherds  the 
Feast  of  tlie  Crib,  since  the  shepherds  were  the 
first  ambassadors  at  the  birth  of  the  Royal  Infant 
King?  The  most  thoughtless  are  reminded  of  the 
approach  of  Christmas  by  the  arrival  of  the  Pifferari 
and  the  sound  of  their  seraphic,  plaintive  melo- 
dies. They  usually  go  in  groups  of  three  persons : 
an  old  man,  another  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  a 
youth :  they  recall  the  ancient  tradition  of  their 
being  only  three  shepherds  at  the  Crib  of  Bethle- 
hem on  that  first  glorious  Christmas  night. 

"  Erect,  with  their  heads  uncovered,  you  will  see 
them  standing  before  the  Madonnas  which  orna- 
ment the  front  of  the  houses,  or  the  beautiful  Ro- 
man court-yards,  where  they  salute  with  their  joy- 
ous symplionies  the  happy  Mother  of  the  Infant 
Saviour. 

"  Tlie  instruments  of  the  Pifferari  consist  of  a 
hautboy,  played  by  the  old  shepherd ;  a  sort  of  a 
flute,  called  a  musette,  by  the  second ;  and  the 
youth  presides  over  a  triangle.  Such  is  the  simple 
orchestra  of  these  mountain  musicians.  The  can- 
zonetta  which  they  repeat  before  the  Queen  of 
Heaven,  is  no  elaborate  piece  of  music,  like  those 
Miss  Ella  })lays  over  some  morning  when  she  is 
preparing  for  her  music  lesson  ;  but  its  great  sim- 
l^licity  constitutes  its  charm,  for  it  admirably  re- 
minds one  of  the  humble  mystery  of  tlie  Crib  of 
Bethlehem. 

"Rome  gives  a  cordial  welcome  to  the  Pifferari; 
for  every  thing  that  recalls  a  religious  souvenir  is 
well  received  in  this  city  so  essentially  Christian. 
The  Romans  love  them,  and  greet  them  with 
smiles  of  joy.  The  little  Roman  children,  in  par- 
ticular, clap  their  hands  and  shout  with  glee  at 
jt^»i  sight  of  the  good  Pifferari,  who  enter  the 
hpuses  of  the  i)oor,  and  the  palaces  of  the  rich, 
asking  those  who  dwell  within  if  they  want  a 
no  vena  for  their  Madonna.  Whether  accepted 
or  not,  they  come  during  the  nine  days  to  enter- 
tain the  family  with  their  simple  concerts.  They 
generally  receive  a  few  cents,  and  I  know  not 
which  is  the  happiest,  those  who  receive  or  those 
who  give.     (To  be  continued.) 

4I» '■ 

It  is  by  resi.sting  our  passions  that  we  are  to 
find  trae  peace  of  heart,  and  not  by  being  slaves 
to  them. 
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OHEISTMAS  EVE. 

Throughout  our  h»nd  l)usy  preparations  are 
making  tor  tlic  morrow.  All  look  torward  to  "A 
3Ierry  Christmas;"  and  yet  of  all  who  use  these 
words,  how  few,  alas!  comprehend  their  immense 
import!  How  few  will  recognize  the  divine 
mystery  that  hallows  the  day!  "A  Merry  Christ- 
mas" will  be  heard  from  many, even  thos&wending 
their  way  to  houses  of  worship  where,  alas !  there 
is  no  altar,  no  priest,  no  Christ-.V/w*.  But  to 
the  children  of  Mary,  oh!  how  truly  is  it  a  day 
of  rejoicing;  and  on  this  its  Eve,  what  deep  un- 
utteral)lc  joy  fills  all  their  hearts. 

Saint  Peter  Damian,  preaching  on  Christmas 
Eve,  says:  "  We  come  from  the  high  seas  to  the 
port,  from  despair  to  hope,  from  lal)or  to  rest, 
from  a  long  and  dreary  jourr.ey  to  Bethlehem,  or 
the  House  of  Bread.  The  messengers  of  the 
divine  pron»ise  succeeded  one  another,  hiit  they 
brought  nothing  save  the  renewal  of  the  same 
promise.  Therefore  our  psalmist  had  fallen  asleep, 
and  the  last  accents  ot  his  harp  seemed  to  die 
away  in  plaintive  reproaches  for  the  delays  of  the 
Lord  'Thou  hast  rejected  and  despised.'" 

Isaias  in  his  turn  cried  out,  in  the  burning  dc- 
pire  of  his  heart,  "O  that  thou  wouldst  rend  the 
heavens  and  comedown."  Thus,  one  aYter  another, 
wearied  by  their  endless  expectation,  they  made 
the  same  c«miplaints,  and  colored  them  witli  the 
same  holy  impatience. 

But  listen  !  What  do  we  hear?  &tnc'ify  yovr- 
ulves,  0  childrtn  of  Israel,  and  be  prefMuvd;  for  to- 
morroic  the  Ij>rd  icill  come  down  !  The  remainder 
of  this  day,  and  scarcely  one-half  of  a  night  sepa- 
rate us  from  that  glorious  interview,  and  conceal 
from  us  the  Infant  God  in  His  wonderful  birth. 
Fly  swiftly,  ye  light  hours ;  run,  run  your  course, 
that  we  may  see  the  Son  of  God  in  His  crib,  and 
pay  our  homage  to  that  Nativity, — the  salvation 
of  I  he  world. 

Dom  Gueranger,  in  his  admirable  *'  Christmas 
Times,"  and  his  "  Grand  Cycle  of  Christmas 
Saints,"  displays  with  his  almost  magind  words 
the  tuU  splendor  of  these  golden  fofty  days.  We 
wish  this  work  could  be  in  the  hands  of  all  Chris- 
tians, to  awaken,  by  its  thrilling  notes,  the  piety 
of  all  hearts;  but,  even  without  it,  we  can  enter 
into  the  true  spirit  of  a  merry,  happy  Christmas, 
beginning  with  those  first  glorious,  joyful  vesiMjrs 
with  which  the  Church  breaks  her  silence  on 
Chiistmas  Eve. 

J'oUowing  the  spirit  of  the  Church,  all  Chris- 
tians should,  on  this  Eve,  prepare  themselves,  in 


I  the  gladness  of  their  hearts,  to  meet  the  Infant 
Saviour-King  cjmiing  to  them. 

By  the  fa.st  she  prescribes,  she  intends  to  render 
their  steps  liglit  and  swift.     From  the  very  dawn 
of  this  day  slie  wishes  them  to  learn  that  they 
shall  not  lie  down  ag.iin  before  they  have  seen  the 
One  who  comes  into  the  world  to  enlighten  all 
!  creatures*.     She  exhorts  all  her  children  to  keep 
this  bles.«ed  night,  through  which  the  Christian 
world,  though  much  rela.\ed  from  its  primitive 
piety,  still  watches,  in  commemoration  01  the  com- 
ing of  the  Saviour. 
!       How  wonderfully  beautiful  is  the  solemn  of- 
fice of  Ciiristmas  Eve!     Take,  for  instance,  the 
hour  of  Prime,  when  tiie  solemn  announcement  of 
Christmas  is  ma<le  with  extraordinary  pomp.  The 
Reader,  who  is  ordinarily  a  dignitary  of  the  Saiic- 
'  tuary,  sings,  with  all«pos.sible  gravity,  that  glo- 
rious lesson  from  the  Martyrology.    All  the  assist- 
ants stand  until  the  name  of  liethlehem  is  pro- 
nounced. At  that  name  they  all  kneel  down  until 
the  great  event  is  fully  announced, 
i       It   is  in  this  manner  the  Church  recalls  those 
!  long  years  of  expectation.     All  the  past  genera- 
'  tious  appear  bifore  us.     Interrogate  them !    ask 
them  if  they  saw  wiiat  we  celel)rate,  and  they  are 
silent;  and  until  the  name  of  Mary  was  heard, 
none  had  .seen  the   Desired  of  all  Nations.     The 
;  long  ages  befofe  the  Deluge  were  passed  in  anx- 
ious   watching,  yet   He  e.»me  not.     The  sons  of 
Noah  again  peopled  the  earth,  but  they  looked 
in  vain  for  the  Saviour,  and  died  without  seeing 
Him.     Abraham,  seated  under  his  vine,  or  fig- 
tree,  sighed  for  His  coming,  and  still  He  delayed. 
The   children   of  Israel    reached    the    Promised 
Land,  yet  the  promised  Messiah  Mas  not  there. 
David  thrilled  the  strings  of  his  royal  harj)  with 
eloquent  pleadings  and  supplic:itions,  yet  .still  He 
came  not.     But  when  all  the  world  was  at  peace, 
and  the  Coesnr  on  his  imperial  throne  resolved  to 
gratify  the  pride  of  his  heart   by    proclaiming 
throughout  the  Empire  the  va*t  multitudes  who 
paid  him  tribute,  then  it  was  that  the  most  pure 
Virgin,  accompanied  by  her  faithful  spouse,  St.  Jo- 
seph, entered  Bethlehem.  In  obedience  to  the  impe- 
rial edict,  they  have  been  enrolled.     On  the  public 
register  is  written,  "Jiwr^A,  carpenter  of  Nazareth 
of  Galilee,"  and   they  have  added  the  name  of 
Mary,  his  spou.se,  who  accompanied  him  on  the  jour- 
ney; perhaps  she  was  qualified  as  a  pregnant  woman, 
in  her  ninth  month,  and  that  is  all !     O,  Word 
Incarnate!   Thou  dost  visit  the  earth,  and  Thy 
creatures  know  Thee  not !     Nevertheless  all  this 
movement,  all  this  agitaiion,  all  this  confusion 
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caused  by  the  numbering  of  the  citizens  of  the  Em- 
pire, was  but  to  bring  Mary,  Thy  august  Mother, 
to  Bethlehem,  in  order  that  this  little  town  should 
give  Thee  birth  according  to  prophecy. 

O  ineffable  Mystery!  Wliat  grandeur  in  this 
obscurity ;  what  power  in  this  weakness !  Never- 
theless, the  Most  High  has  not  yet  descended  low 
enough.  He  has  knocked  at  the  dwellings  of 
men,  and  they  have  turned  Him  away.  Now  He 
goes  to  seek  a  cradle  in  a  stable.  There,  while 
waiting  tlie  hymns  of  the  Angels,  the  homage  of 
the  Shepherds,  and  the  adoration  of  the  Magi,  He 
finds  the  ox  xclio  knmcs  Ms  mader,  and  the  asu  that 
rests  near  the  crib  of  his  Lord.  Oh,  Saviour  of 
Men!  we  also  will  go  to  the  stable  this  Christmas 
Eve  !  We  cannot  consent  to  see  Thee  left  in  such 
solitude  and  poverty.  At  the  doors  of  Bethlehem 
Thy  sweet  voice  was  heard  on  that  wonderful 
Christmas  Eve :  "  Open,  my  sister,  my  friend,  for 
my  head  is  covered  icith  dew,  and  my  hair  damp 
with  tfie  night  rain."  But  they  heard  Thee  not ! 
O  Divine  Babe!  we  beseech  Thee,  enter  into  our 
dwellings;  we  are  watching  on  this  Christmas 
Eve,  with  the  doors  wide  open,  waiting  Thy 
coming.     "  Come,  then,  sweet  Jesus,  come." 


THE  MTSTEET  OP  OHEISTMAS  TIMES. 


Dom  Gueranger  tells  us  that  "  all  is  mysterious 
in  the  days  through  wluch,we  are  now  passing;" 
an  Infant  is  God,  a  Virgin  becomes  a  Mother  and 
yet  remains  a  Virgin.  Divine  things  mix  with 
human,  and  the  sublime  and  ineffable  antithesis 
expressed  by  the  beloved  Disciple,  in  his  Gospel, 

"  AND  THE  WORD  WAS  MADE  FLESH,"  Ct  VCvlum  CarO 

factum  est,  is  repeated  in  every  church. 

O,  Mystery  incomprehensible  to  the  mind,  yet 
sweet  to  the  heart  of  the  faithful !  The  consumma- 
tion of  the  designs  of  God  in  time ;  the  astonish- 
ment and  admiration  of  the  Saints  and  Angels  in 
their  eternity,  and  at  the  same  time  the  principle 
of  their  beatitude. 

After  four  weeks  of  waiting  and  preparation, 
svTnbol  of  the  four  thousand  yeare  of  the  expecta- 
tion, before  the  coming,  we  have  reached  the  twen- 
ty-fifth day  of  December,  as  the  long  looked  for 
station,  the  one  day  that  ever  guards  and  preserves 
its  prerogative,  although  it  comes  with  a  mys- 
terious signification  on  the  different  days  of  the 
week  in  succession,  to  purify  tliem  all,  as  it  were, 
and  disengage  them  in  turn  from  the  malediction 
which  Adam's  sin  had  brought  on  every  one. 

And  there  is  still  another  more  sublime  mys- 
tery in  the  choice  of  the  day  for  this  Divine  Birth. 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Light  of  the  world,  is  bom  at  the 
time  when  the  night  of  idolatry  and  crime  rested 
heavily  upon  the  world,  and  the  day  of  this  Na- 
tivity, twenty-fifth  of  December,  corresponds  with 
the  moment  when  the  material  sun,  whose  strength 
has  been  growing  weaker  and  weaker,  renews  its 
force  by  a  new  birth,  as  it  were,  and  jjrepares  for 
its  triumph.  At  the  very  time  of  the  winter 
solstice,  famous  for  the  terrors  and  rejoicings  of 
the  ancient  world,  we  receive  simultaneously  ma- 
terial light — and  light  to  our  hearts  and  minds. 


Now  let  us  notice  the  deep  signification  at- 
tached to  the  place  of  this  Birth. 

From  Bethlehem  was  to  come  the  Chief  of  Is- 
rael. So  had  the  Prophet  predicted  and  the  Jew- 
ish Priests  declared.  But  why  select  so  obscure 
and  insignificant  a  village  for  the  theater  of  so 
magnificent  an  event?  Because,  mark  it  well, 
the  name  of  this  city  of  David  signifies  House  of 
Bread,  therefore  the  Living  Bread  coming  down 
from  Heaven  selected  it  for  its  birth-place. 

Before  that  time  God  was  at  a  distance  from 
man — henceforth  they  will  be  united.  The  in- 
comparable Virgin  here  gave  us  the  Bread  of  An- 
gels, which  transforms  man  into  God ;  for  Christ 
says,  he  who  eats  myjlesh  abides  in  Me  and  I  in  him. 

It  is  no  rare  thing  to  meet  persons,  even  among 
those  who  pass  for  learned  men,  who  pay  but 
little  attention  to  what  is  called  Revelations. 
Yet  when  we  consider  attentively  the  gravity, 
science  and  sanctity  of  those  who  receive  them 
with  delight,  we  cannot  feel  disposed  to  sanc- 
tion such  a  sweeping  condemnation.  Had  they 
no  other  advantage,  no  other  importance,  at  least 
they  show  with  what  purity  of  style,  what 
chastity  of  language,  those  pious  souls  knew  how 
to  describe  and  relate  facts  and  circumstances  of 
the  most  exquisite  delicacy,  and  likewise  other 
things  of  the  most  common  order.  As  an  evi- 
dence of  this  channing  delicacy,  we  may  quote, 
among  thousands  of  others,  the  words  of  Saint 
Bridget,  in  relation  to  the  temporal  birth  of  the 
Eternal  Word.  She  almost  copies  the  Fathers, 
but  see  with  what  exquisiteness  of  touch  she  de- 
scribes the  event :  "  On  the  25th  of  December, 
while  all  things  were  held  in  profound  silence  in 
the  dead  of  night,  toward  13  o'clock,  Mary  knelt 
down,  her  soul  was  rapt  in  ecstasy  in  order  to 
enter  into  God's  glorious  designs,  and  behold 
clearly  His  Divine  Essence,  and  in  a  moment  re- 
turning from  her  sublime  vision,  as  brief  as  it 
AVas  unspeakably  sweet,  she  saw  before  herself 
her  first  born,  without  any  consciousness  of  the 
way  it  had  come  to  pass,  except  that  it  seemed  to 
her,  that  divine  love  had  separated  one  half  of 
her  body  from  herself." 

We  have  in  former  numbers  mentioned  Mary 
d'Aggreda,  and  now  we  cannot  resist  the  desire  to 
present  our  readers  with  a  few  samples  of  that  ex- 
troardinary  work,  "La  Cit6  Mystique,"  which  has 
been  the  subject  of  so  many  examinations  since  its 
appearance,  a  little  more  than  two  centuries  ago. 
At  some  future  day,  we  intend  to  devote  several 
articles  to  Mary  d'Aggreda.  For  the  present,  we 
shall  be  satisfied  with  the  descripticm  she  has 
traced  of  the  mystery  now  at  hand,  namely :  the 
Nativity  of  the  Saviour. 

"The  palace  which  the  Sovereign  King  of  Kings 
and  Lord  of  Lords  had  prepared  in  the  world  for 
the  lodging  of  His  Eternal  Son,  incarnate  for  man, 
w'as  the  poor  and  humble  cabin  or  grotto  into 
which  the  most  pure  Mary  and  Joseph  had  retired 
after  having  been  repulsed  by  men  without  having 
been  able  to  obtain  the  slightest  mark  of  natural 
compassion.  This  place  was  so  miserable,  that  not 
one  of  that  vast  crowd  thronging  the  streets  of 
Jerusalem,  where  there  were  scarcely  hotels  suffi- 
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dent  to  receive  tbem,  would  have  deigncil  to  enter 
it;  it  coiihl  only  be  the  lodging  of  the  musters  of 
of  humility  and  poverty,  our  Lord  .Ifsus  Christ 
and  His  most  holy  Jlother.  The  wisdouj  of  the 
Eteriml  Father  hud  reserve*!  it  for  them,  sanctify- 
ing it  with  thcornamentHof  solitude  and  poverty, 
as  t  lie  lii-st  temple  of  the  Light  and  the  first  house 
of  the  true  Sun  of  Justice,  who  was  born  for  those 
of  upriglit  heart,  and  of  Mary,  resplendent  aurora 
in  the  midst  of  the  darkness  of  night,  that  symbol 
of  the  shades  of  sin  which  covered  the  whole 
world. 

"The  august  Mary  and  Joseph  entered  this  asy- 
lum, which  had  l)een  prepared  for  them ;  and  by 
the  light  of  the  ten  thousjinil  angels  that  accom- 
l)auied  them,  they  ea^iily  recngniz(rd,  with  great 
consolation  and  tears  of  joy,  that  it  was  poor  and 
solltar}',  as  they  wished  it  to  be.  Innncdiately 
the  two  travelers  knelt  down,  to  pnii.se  the  Lord 
and  return  Iliin  thanks  for  this  favor;  for  they 
knew  that  it  had  been  destined  for  them  by  the 
secret  judgments  of  Eternal  Wisdom.  Our  divine 
Princess  was  the  most  deeply  penetrate<l  with  this 
great  mysterj',  and  in  sanctifying  this  little  grotto 
by  her  sacred  pres*.'nce  she  felt  a  plenitude  of  in- 
terior joy  which  elevated  and  vivified  her  entire 
being.  She  besought  the  Lord  to  recompense  with 
liberality  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  city  who,  in 
refusing  them  shelter,  had  procured  for  her  the 
gnat  happinassthat  awaited  her  in  this  poor  cabin 
or  grotto,  formed  from  the  rugged  natural  rock, 
where  art  hn<Uniade  no  improvements,  so  that  men 
considered  it  only  fit  to  lodge  their  cattle ;  but  the 
Eternal  Father  liad  selected  it  as  a  shelter  and  a 
dwelling  for  His  only  Son. 

"After  their  repast.  'Mary  and  Joseph  returned 
thanks,  and  then  employed  a  few  minutes  in  con- 
versing on  the  mystery  of  the  Word  Incarnate; 
but  the  most  pnident  Virgin  soon  undei-stooil  that 
the  hour  of  her  most  happy  delivery  was  at  hand. 
She  iK-rsiiaded  Joseph  to  take  some  re'pose,  for 
the  night  was  alrea<ly  fiir  advanced.  The  man  of 
God  oljeyed  his  Spouse,  and  besought  her  to  do 
the  same,  and  for  this  pnqjosc  he  adjusted  the 
scanty  clothing  they  had  Ijronght  with  them,  in  a 
manger,  large  enough  for  a  couch ;  it  was  formed 
on  the  fl(Kir  of  the  cave,  for  the  use  of  the  animals 
that  were  sheltered  there.  Leaving  this  little  bed 
for  the  august  Marj',  he  retired  to  the  farther  end 
of  the  grotto  and  composed  himself  for  me<lita- 
tion.  He  was  immediately  visited  l>y  the  Divine 
Spirit,  and  he  felt  a  sweet  and  extraordinary 
strength  which  ravished  him  into  an  ecstasy 
wherein  he  beheld  all  that  happened  that  night, 
in  that  fortunate  cave ;  for  he  remained  in  this 
ravLshment  without  the  use  of  any  of  his  senses 
until  the  moment  his  divine  spouse  called  him. 
And  this  mysterious  sleep  sent  to  Saint  Josej)!! 
was  infinitely  more  sublime  and  happy,  than  the 
one  .sent  to  Adam  at  the  beginning  of  the  world. 

"  The  Holy  Virgin  being  now  prepared  to  take 
her  night's  rest  in  the  grotto,  felt  herself  sweetly 
and  irresistibly  moved  by  the  Spirit  of  God,  by 
whom  she  was  raised  in  the  mind  above  all  that 
is  created.  This  ecstasy  was  one  of  the  most 
sublime  iu  her  saintly  life. 


"  Soon  after  she  was  rapt  up  higher  yet  to  the 
clear  vision  of  the  Divinity,  through  spi-cial  prop- 
erties  which  Go<l  bestowed  on  her,  and  as  if  a 
veil  were  removed,  she  beheld  Oo<.l  intuitively, 
with  such  a  fullness  of  know  ledge  and  glorj',  that 
nt'itlier  men  nor  angels  could  express  or  even  un- 
derstand  it. 

"For  more  than  an  hour  the  most  pure  Mary 
enjoyed  that  beatific  vision  with  which  Gtni  was 
pleased  to  favor  her,  immediately  before  her  Di- 
vine delivery.  As  she  was  returning  to  herself 
she  felt  the  holy  body  of  the  Divine  Balw  move 
^within  her  virginal  woml),  preparing  as  it  were  to 
leave  the  sacred  tal)eniacle  in  which  He  had 
rested  with  delight  for  nine  months.  This  move- 
ment of  the  Child  not  only  caustnl  no  pain  Ut  the 
Virgin  Mother,  as  it  hai)pens  to  the  rest  of  the 
daughters  of  Eve,  when  they  bring  forth  ;  but,  on 
the  contrary,  it  exalted  her  whi>le  being  into 
transports  of  un.speakable  joy,  and  thus  her  holy 
soul  ami  most  chaste  body  experienced  effects 
8<i  .sublime,  so  divine,  that  they  far  exceed  alt  tliat 
created  understandipg  can  conceive.  Her  body, 
now  .shining  with  a  heavenly  l)eauty,  transformed 
itself  into  the  spiritual,  to  such  a  marvelous  ex- 
tent, that  she  no  l«)nger  appeared  a  human  and 
terrestrial  being.  From  her  countenance  darted 
rays  of  light,  as  from  a  full,  dazzling  sun  ;  a  most 
admirable  majesty  spread  over  her  whole  person, 
while  her  heart  was  melted  in  the  most  intense 
love  of  God.  She  was  on  her  knees,  with  her 
eyes  raised  to  Heaven,  her  hands  clasped  on  her 
breast,  her  spirit  wholly  absorbed  in  the  Divinity 
tninsforming  her. 

"In  this  state  it  was  that  our  most  august  Prin- 
cess gave  to  the  world  the  only  Son  of  God,  now 
equally  her  own,  our  Saviour,  Jesus,  true  God  and 
true  man,  at  midnight  on  a  Sunday ;  or,  in  other 
Wf)rds,  the  Virgin  Mother  had  scarcely  come  to 
herself  from  her  long  and  sublime  ecstasy,  when 
the  Sun  of  Justice,  the  Son  of  the  Eternal  Father, 
and  her  Son,  was  born  of  her  in  the  effulgence  of 
beauty  and  purity,  leaving  in  her  the  most  perfect 
virginal  integrity,  now  more  completely  conse- 
crate<l  and  more  deified  ;  for  without  the  slightest 
shadow  of  alteration  He  came  forth  from  His 
immaculate  tabernacle,  as  the  rays  of  light  i)aa4ng 
through  a  pure  gla.«!s  without  making  a  tis,sure  in 
the  crystal,  but  on  the  contrary  rendering  it  more 
beautiful  by  making  it  all  radiant." 

Such  is  the  mystery  of  Christmas!  Oh  how 
great  is  the  glory  of  Bethlehem — that  is  to  say,  of 
the  Holy  Church,  the  true  JJnuite  of  Brtml,  which 
is  now  spread  over  all  the  earth  !*  O,  periK«tuity 
of  our  mysteries,  which  notliing  can  exliaust !  The 
lAimh,  immolated  from  the  commencement,  and 
born  once  of  the  Virgin  MaiT,  wishes  to  Ije  con- 
tinually born  in  our  hearts.  And  all  who  apply 
themselves  to  conceive  spiritually  this  sjime  W  ord, 
by  obedience,  faith  and  the  practice  of  good 
wrtrks,  will  give  Him  birth  in  their  own  hearta 
and  those  of  others. 


SuAREZ,  during  his  life  time,  was  called  by  the 
Pope,  "  Doctor  Eximius!"  In  alTter  times  he  has 
been  called  the  more  modern  St.  Thomas  of  Aquin. 
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THE  NATIVITY. 

Before  the  Christmas  bells  ring  out  their  mid- 
night chimes,  let  us  go  in  spirit  to  the  poor 
manger  in  the  cave. 

"  The  sun  sets  cu  the  t-wenty-fourth  of  December 
on  the  low  roofs  of  Bethlehem,  and  gleams  with 
■wan  gold  on  the  steep  of  its  stony  ridge.  The 
stars  come  out  one  by  one.  Heaven  is  empty  of 
angels,  but  they  show  not  their  bright  presences 
up  among  the  stars.  Rude  men  art  jostling  God 
in  the  alleys  of  that  Oriental  village,  and  shutting 
their  doors  in  His  Mother's  face.  Time  itself,  as 
if  it  were  sentient,  seems  to  get  tremulous  and 
eager,  as  though  the  hand  of  its  angel  shook  as  it 
draws  on  toward  midnight.  Bethlehem  is  at 
that  moment  the  veritable  centre  of  God's  crea- 
tion. Still  the  minutes  pass.  The  plumage  of 
night  grows  deeper  and  darker.  How  purple  is 
the  dome  of  heaven  above  those  pastoral  slopes 
duskily  spotted  with  recumbent  sheep,  and  how 
silently  the  stars  drift  down  the  southern  steep 
of  the  midnight  sky  !  Yet  a  few  moments,  and 
the  Eternal  Word  will  come !  ^ 

"  The  twilight  deepens.  Mary  and  Joseph  de- 
scend the  hill.  They  find  the  cave, — a  stable 
cave, — a  sort  of  grotto,  with  an  erection  before  it, 
so  common  in  those  lands,  by  which  depth  and 
coolness  are  both  attained.  The  Arab  builds  by 
preference  in  front  of  a  cave,  because  half  his 
dwelling  is  thus  built  for  him  from  the  first. 
The  cavern  seems  to  draw  them,  like  a  spell. 
Souls  are  strangely  drawn,  and  to  strangest  things 
and  places,  when  once  they  are  within  the  vortex 
of  a  divine  vocation.  There  are  the  lights  and 
songs  and  music  of  the  crowded  village  above 
them,  turning  into  festival  the  civil  obligation 
which  has  brought  such  unAvonted  numbers 
thithei'.  Beneath  that  gay  street  the  jjoor  couple 
from  Nazareth  have  sought  refuge  with  the  ox 
and  ass  in  the  stable.  What  is  about  to  happen 
there !  It  must  be  differently  described  accord- 
ing to  the  points  of  view  from  which  we  consider 
it.  Angels  would  say  that  some  of  God's  eternal 
decrees  were  on  the  eve  of  being  accomplished  in 
the  most  divine  and  beautiful  of  ways,  and  that 
the  invisible  King  was  about  to  come  forth  and 
take  visible  possession  of  a  kingdom  not  narrower 
than  a  universe,  with  such  pomp  as  the  spiritual 
and  god-like  angels  most  affect.  The  magistrate 
in  Bethlemem  would  say  that,  at  the  time  of  the 
census,  a  pauper  child  had  been  added  to  the 
population  by  a  houseless  couple  who  had  come 
from  Nazareth, — noting,  perhaps,  that  the  couple 
were  of  good  family  but  fallen  into  poverty. 
This  would  be  the  way  in  which  the  world  would 
register  the  advent  of  its  Maker.  It  is  a  consist- 
ent world, — only  an  unteachable  one.  It  has 
learned  nothing  by  experience.  It  registers  Him 
in  the  same  manner  this  very  day." 

How  beautifully  and  how  touchingly  does  Faber 
describe  the  couch  of  the  Royal  Infant  King. 

"  The  rough  straw  is  the  quilting  of  His  crib; 
and  the  refuse  of  an  oriental  threshing  floor  is  not 
like  the  carefully-husbanded  straw  of  our  own 
land.  Men  made  Him  as  a  worm,  and  no  man, 
in  the  onslaughts  of  His  Passion.     He  Himself, 


in  Ilis  first  infancy,  raaks  His  bed  as  though  He 
were  a  beast  of  burden,  a  beast  tamed  and  do- 
mesticated for  the  use  of  men  The  vilest  things 
in  creation  are  good  enough  lor  the  Creator.  He 
even  exhibits  a  predilection  for  them.  The  refuse 
of  men,-^that  is  the  portion  of  God.  The  beasts, 
the  manger,  the  straw,  the  darkness,  and  the  cold! 
Such  were  the  preparations  which  God  made  for 
Himself 

"But  what  is  the  joy  of  that  Virgin  Mother! 
Mary  has  looked  upon  the  face  of  the  Incarnate 
God.  In  one  glance  she  has  read  there  volumin- 
ous wonders  of  Heaven,  and  yet  sees  that  its  love- 
liness is  inexhaustable.  The  Vision  has  surpassed 
all  expectations,  even  such  expectations  as  hers. 
Truly  can  we  then  exclaim :  "  O  happy  Mother, 
happy  beyond  all  thought !  she  has  seen  the  face 
of  Jesus,  and  He  smiled  into  her  face."  Was  it 
through  tears  ?  What  significance  was  there  not 
in  that  celestial  human  smile !  He  smiled  as  a 
son  smiles  to  a  doting  mother.  He  smiled  as  the 
victorious  Saviour  wlio  had  redeemed  her  by  the 
Immaculate  Conception.  He  smiled  as  the  Crea- 
tor who  conii)lacently  regards  the  most  lovely  of 
His  works.  He  smiled  as  the  Last  End  and  Beati- 
tude of  her  whom  He  rejoiced  to  glorify  and  to 
have  with  Him  for  all  eternity.  He  smiled  as 
God,  smiling  unutterable  and  unimaginable 
things.  Of  a  surety  there  was  some  special  ex- 
pression in  that  first  look,  in  that  many-meaning 
smile,  which  reminded  her  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception  as  distinctly  as  if  H^  had  spoken. 
Nor  was  the  joy  of  that  smile  less  to  her  than  its 
significance.  But  she  alone  can  tell  it.  It  makes 
us  tremble  with  expectation  to  think  that  that 
same  smile  will  one  day  be  a  joy  to  us,  and  a  joy 
which  will  not  pass  away!  But,  like  all  the 
aspects  of  God,  that  smile  brought  with  it  a  world 
of  grace.  It  was  substantial,  as  God's  visitations 
ever  are,  substantially  effecting  that  which  it  ex- 
pressed. How,  therefore,  must  it  have  lifted  her 
in  sanctity,  and  been  to  her  almost  like  a  new 
creation !  A  look  at  His  converted  Peter :  what 
must  a  smile  do !  and  a  smile  into  His  sinless 
Mother's  face!  O  sweet  Babe  of  Bethlehem! 
when  shall  we  too  kneel  before  Thy  face  ?  When 
shall  we  see  Thee  smile,  smile  on  us  our  welcome 
into  Heaven,  smile  on  us  with  that  smile  which 
will  sit  upon  Thy  lips  as  our  glory  and  posses- 
sion for  evermore." 

Who  Eats  Meat  on  Fkiday. — "Anne,  come 
and  take  this  plate  right  away  from  me,"  said 
Charlie,  a  bright  lad  of  four  years  old,  the  son  of 
one  of  our  most  distinguished  men.  "  Don't  you 
know,"  he  continued,  solemnly  shaking  his  golden 
curls  as  he  handed  back  to  his  nurse  the  savory 
morsel  she  had  arranged  for  his  breakfast,  "  that 
no  one  but  father  and  the  dogs  eat  meat  on  Fri- 
day, the  day  on  which  our  dear  Lord  died  for  us  ?" 

Master  Charlie  meant  not  the  slightest  disre- 
spect toward  the  father  he  dearly  loved,  but  he 
merely  stated  the  result  of  his  own  observation  in 
the  house  of  a  non-Catholic  where  the  good  mother 
labored,  and  most  successfully^  to  educate  her 
children  in  the  bosom  of  the  Church.  We  vouch 
for  the  authenticity  of  the  above. 
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Ohristmas  Flowers. 

The  earth  is  so  bleak  and  deserted, 

tio  cold  the  winds  blow, 
That  no  bud  or  no  blossom  will  vcnturo 

To  peep  from  below ; 
But  longing  for  Spring-time,  they  nestlo 

Deep  under  the  snow. 

O,  in  May  how  we  honored  Our  Lady, 

Her  own  month  of  flowers! 
How  happy  we  were  with  our  garlands 

Through  all  the  spring  hours ! 
All  her  shrines,  in  the  church  or  the  way-side, 

Were  made  into  bowers. 

And  in  August — her  glorious  Assumption; 

What  feast  was  so  bright! 
What  clusters  of  virginal  lilies, 

So  pure  and  so  white ! 
Wliy,  the  incense  could  scarce  overpower 

Their  perfume  that  night. 
And  through  her  dear  feasts  of  October 

The  roses  bloomed  still ; 
Our  baskets  were  laden  with  flowers, 

Her  vases  to  fill : 
Oleanders,  geraniums,  and  myrtles, 

We  chose  at  our  will. 
And  we  know  when  the  Purification, 

Her  first  feast,  comes  round, 
The  early  spring  flowers,  to  greet  it. 

Just  opening  are  found; 
And  pure,  white,  and  spotless,  the  snowdrop 

Will  pierce  the  dark  gound. 
And  now,  in  this  dreary  December, 

Our  glad  hearts  are  fain 
To  see  if  earth  comes  not  to  help  us; 

We  seek  all  in  vain : 
Not  the  tiniest  blossom  is  coming     -^ 

Till  Spring  breathes  again. 
And  the  bright  feast  of  Christmas  is  dawning, 

And  Mary  is  blest ; 
For  now  she  will  give  us  her  Jesus, 

Our  dearest,  our  best. 
And  see  where  she  stands,  the  Maid-Mother, 

Her  Babe  on  her  breast ! 
And  not  one  poor  garland  to  give  her. 

And  yet  now,  behold,  [incense. 

How  the  kings  bring  their  gifts — myrrh,  and 

And  bars  of  pure  gold  : 
And  the  Shepherds  have  brought  for  the  Baby 

Some  lambs  from  their  folds. 
He  stretches  His  tiny  hands  toward  us, — 

He  brings  us  all  grace ; 
And  look  at  His  Mother  who  holds  Him, 

The  smile  on  her  face 
Says  they  welcome  the  humblest  gifts 

In^the  manger  we  place. 
Where  love  takes,  let  love  give :  and  so  doubt 

Love  counts  but  the  will,  [not: 

And  the  heart  has  its  flowers  of  devotion 

No  Winter  can  chill ;  [Christmas 

They  who  cared  for  "good  will     that  first 

Will  care  for  it  still. 
In  the  chaplet  on  Jesus  and  Mary, 

From  our  hearts  let  us  call ; 


At  each  Ave  Maria  we  whisper 

A  rosebud  sliall  fall. 
And  at  each  Oloria  Patri  a  lily. 

The  crown  of  them  all  I 


WOMAN;  AND  H£B  £BA. 

A    ■WORK    BY    MRS.    E.    W.   FARNHAM. 

Outside  of  the  Catholic  Church,  in  all  civilized 
countries,  the  relations  of  woman  to  the  family 
and  to  the  state  is  a  constantly  agitated  question. 
Much  of  the  literature  of  the  day  is  devoted  to 
the  investigation  of  her  true  position — her  abstract 
rights.  It  isa  subject  of  somuch  imjx)rtance  that  the 
first  mindsof  the  age  have  not  disdained  to  study  it, 
Michelet,  the  French  infidel,  nay  infamous  histo- 
rian, has  written  two  lx)oks  upon  tiiis  subject,  drawn 
principally  from  the  results  of  the  science  of  phys- 
iology, brought  to  eminent  perfection  by  Bicbiat, 
Majgndie  and  others.  His  arguments  were  so 
purely  materialistic,  took  so  little  into  account 
the  intellectual  and  spiritual  elements  of  her  na- 
ture, as  to  displease,  for  the  most  part,  those  whom 
he  wished  to  defend.  John  Stuart  Mill,  the  pro- 
found philosopher  and  political  economist,  has 
also  written,  in  his  celebrated  essay  upon  "Liberty," 
the  most .  "loquent  appeal  for  the  political  en- 
franchisenront  of  woman.  He  has  recently  been 
elected  a  member  of  the  British  Parliament,  where, 
no  doubt,  he  will  press  in  a  more  practical  man- 
ner his  earnest  views  upon  this  subject.  The 
learned  and  brilliant  Buckle  has  also,  in  another 
masterly  essay,  portrayed  the  influence  of  the  de- 
ductive mind  ot  women  upon  the  development  of 
knowledge.  These  are  the  standard-bearers  only 
for  a  host  of  lesser  lights,  who  have  treated  the 
same  subject  in  all  its  multifarious  social  aspects. 
This  incessant  agitation  shows  a  settled  unrest, 
a  chronic  dissatisfaction. 

It  is  evident  that  while  strides  have  been  made 
in  Science,  in  (Jovernraent,  in  physical  well  being, 
there  is,  notwithstanding  this  apparent  social  im- 
provement, a  fundamental  flaw.  Protestants  are 
never  weary  of  vaunting  their  superior  enlighten- 
ment, and  of  asserting  that  knowledge  will  in  time 
adjust  all  relations,  correct  all  social  defects  and 
bring  society  to  a  state  of  comparative  perfection. 
The  fact  that  the  best  minds  and  hearts  are  puz- 
zled and  pained  by  the  unsatisfactory  condition  of 
woman,  is  proof  enough  that  there  is  something  to 
be  remedied.  But  it  is  sig^iflcant  that  this  state 
of  things  is  confined  to  Protestant  and  infidel 
socities. 

It  is  embodied,  not  only  in  their  philosophical 
treatises,  but  it  is  the  burden  of  their  poetrj-.  The 
two  leading  English  poets,  Tennyson  and  Brown- 
ing, have  sung  this  in  their  longest  and  most  elab- 
orate poems.  The  "Princess,"  by  the  former,  pro- 
fesses to  give  a  solution ;  but  it  is  certainly  a  hard 
one.  The  exquisite  rythm  conveys  pictures  of 
marvelous  beauty  ;  songs  scattered  here  and  there 
arrest  one  by  the  way,  and  when  we  reach  the 
conclusion  of  the  matter,  it  amounts  to  about  this : 
"  She  must  trmt  to  man ;"  and  hints  of  a  more 
perfect  future.  Mrs.  Browning,  in  "Aurora  Leigh," 
goes  over  many  social  evils;  this,  however,  most 
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prominently ;  and  she,  in  conclnsion,  simply  proph- 
esies the  coming  Era,  with  more  of  hope  and  ex- 
ultation than  her  brother  ])oet. 

Woman  lias  been  trusting  man  a  long  time, 
with  very  poor  results;  if  both  would  trust  God 
and  His  Church  there  would  be  an  end  to  this 
portion  of  our  literature  and  the  cause  of  it. 
Outside  of  an  authoritative  revelation,  unshel- 
tered bv  the  Church,  what  rightu  has  woman  ? 
In  a  sordid  materialistic  age  "might  makes  right," 
and  power  physical  or  mental  will  be  the  guuge 
of  individuals  and  nations.  "But,"  says  the 
hopeful  reformer,  "  knowledge  and  culture  will 
yet  so  elevate  the  people  that  Avoman  Avill  be 
placed  on  the  high  pedestal  of  sentiment  and 
religion ;  and  become  wdiat  her  Creator  intended 
her  to  be,  the  ideal  and  spiritual  element  of  the 
world."  Alas!  for  the  vain  hopes  of  these  re- 
formers; the  history  of  the  past  shows  us  that 
learning  and  culture,  and  even  Art  in  its  highest 
manifestations  of  beauty,  never  ameliorated  es- 
sentially the  condition  of  woman. 

We  shrink  from  wading  through  the  profligate 
annals  of  Greece  and  Rome,  or  in  later  times,  the 
infidel  societies  of  our  European  capitals.  In 
her  best  estate  she  was  but  a  toy,  a  luxury  or  an 
ornament — never  the  Christian  wife  ^  d  mother, 
or  consecrated  maiden.  Where  was  ^slie  the  in- 
telligent companion,  save  in  those  rare  instances 
where  transcendent  genius  raised  her  from  the 
surrounding  gloom  to  an  unenviable  notoriety  ? 
It  is  not  nf■ces^ary  to  go  over,  even  in  the  most 
cursory  manner,  what  Christianity  has  done  for 
woman  ;  Avhatever  rights  she  now  enjoys  are  her 
Christian  heritage.  In  the  so  mudi  belabored 
dark  ages,  woman  under  the  a^gis  of  the  Church, 
occupied  positions  now  unknown  amid  the 
boasted  liberty  of  our  modem  world.  Who  has 
not  heard  of  the  beautiful  IltSne^,  daughter  of 
Louis  XII  and  Duchess  of  Ferrara?  She  was  well 
versed  in  Mathematics,  and  conversed  with  ease 
upon  the  profoundest  topics  of  Philosophy  and 
Divinity. 

The  University  of  Bologna  was  specially  fam- 
ous for  its  schools  of  Law  and  Medicine.  It  had 
from  eight  to  ten  thousand  students.  It  was  also 
celebrated  for  its  magnificent  collection  in  natu- 
ral history  and  its  school  in  painting.  But  the 
University  of  Bologna  has  acquired  a  yet  greater 
distinction  from  the  large  number  of  its  Female 
Professors:  Novella  d'Andrea,  daughter  of  the 
celebrated  Canonist,  frequently  occupied  her  fath- 
er's chair;  Laura  Bassi,  in  more  recent  times,  was 
Professor  of  Mathematics  and  Natural  Philosophy. 
She  had  conferred  upon  her  the  Doctorate  of  Laws, 
and  her  lectures  were  frequently  attended  by  many 
learned  ladies  of  France  and  Germany.  Madonna 
Manzolina,  a  still  more  singular  instance  was  cele- 
brated for  her  attainments  in  Surgery ;  the  Greek 
chair  was  filled  by  Matilda  Tambroni,  who  pre- 
ceded the  extraordinary  Mezzofanti,  the  greatest 
linguist  in  the  world;  Vittoria  Colonna  was  the 
friend  and  inspirer  of  Michael  Angelo ;  Olympia 
Morata  could  read  the  Greek  language  at  an  early 
age,  and  composed  graceful  poems  in  that  classic 
tongue.     She  was  also  well  versed  in  Philosophy 


and  Theology,  declaimed  in  Latin,  and  wrote  odes 
in  Greek.  At  the  age  of  sixteen  she  had  attained 
such  celebrity  that  she  was  requested  to  assume 
the  professional  habit,  and  actually  delivered  lec- 
tures in  the  Academy  at  Ferrara.  Here  are  but  a 
few  names,  well  known  and  prominent,  belonging 
to  Italy,  the  nursery  of  the  Church. 

In  what  first  class  University  have  Protestants 
any  Female  Profes.sors  ?  But  recently  much  excite- 
ment was  created  in  England,  because  of  the  admis- 
sion of  a  lady  to  the  profession  of  an  apothecary,  in 
London.  In  Catholic  France,  women  find  employ- 
ment to  a  greater  extent  than  in  any  other  coun- 
try, as  artists,  designers,  and  as  proprietoi^  in  all 
sorts  of  commercial  and  industrial  establishments. 
Now,  it  is  not  a  question,  whether  it  is  hest  for 
woman  to  do  these  things ;  but  these  instances 
have  been  recounted  in  order  to  sliow  that  the 
Church  never  repressed  the  intellectual  or  indus- 
trial energies  of  woman. 

Thus  rather  long  preface  has  been  called  forth 
as  a  general  criticism  upon  the  work  whose  name 
heads  this  article.  It  is  a  large  work,  and  gives  ■ 
evidence  of  careful  reading  and  much  thought, 
and  is  the  product  of  a  life-long  reform.  The  or- 
ganic argument  she  has  quite  exhausted.  She 
starts  out  from  the  physiologic  axiom  that  "supe- 
riority consists  in  a  greater  variety  of  organs  and 
9  higher  complexity  of  nervous  power."  This  is 
easily  demonstrated  from  Science,  and  requires  no 
argument.  She  then  advances  the  esthetic  and 
historic  proofs  of  the  spiritual  superiority  of 
woman.  In  her  wide  survey  of  all  the  influences 
for  good  or  evil,  bearing  upon  the  well  being  of 
woman,  she  has  completely  ignored  the  Christian 
Church.  This  is  either  the  learned  ignorance  so 
common  upon  this  subject,  or  a  systematic  hostil- 
ity beyond  the  hope  of  enlightenment.  Points  of 
Theology  she  dismisses  with  a  sneer,  and  rests  the 
whole  of  her  appeal  upon  a  purely  natural  basis. 
It  is,  however,  singular  that  it  never  once  occurred 
to  her  that  the  high  position  she  claims  for 
woman  as  the  ideal  and  religious  element  of  .soci- 
ety, never  was,  and  never  will  be  found  outside  of 
Chri-stianity.  The  broad  generalizations  slie  has 
made,  with  great  faithfulness,  from  Science  and 
Art,  accord  exactly  with  the  position  in  which 
the  Church  places  woman. 

How  full  and  satisfactory  her  work  would  have 
been  if,  after  completing  her  analysis  in  the  nat- 
ural order,  she  had  run  the  parallel  and  shown,  as 
she  could  have  done,  how  grace,  to  a  certain  point, 
corresponds  with,  completes  and  finally  transcends 
nature.  It  is  not  surprising  that  cultivated  minds, 
born  and  reared  in  dissent,  should  incessantly 
study  this  problem,  which  has  no  solution  from 
their  stand-point.  No  one  can  doubt  that  Mrs. 
Farnham  has  correctly  read  nature  and  dra\vn 
the  right  conclusion  ;  but  where  is  the  authority 
to  enforce  it — and  from  what  source  the  infiuence 
to  make  woman  the  ideal  and  spiritual  element  of 
the  world?  With  the  gift  of  Faith  she  would 
have  found  her  ideal  woman^  that  nature  had  in- 
cessantly hinted  and  prefigured,  reaching  her 
apotheosis  of  glory  and  dignity  in  the  Church. 
So  far  as  any  writer  is  true  to  the  results  of 
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Science,  to  the  facta  of  history,  to  the  symboligm 
of  Art,  ho  but  erects  the  scalfoKl  that  nature  ol- 
wayH  prepares  to  uphohl  the  h)rty  superstructure 
ofgnice.  To  the  tlioughtful  mimi  thi.s  book  can 
do  no  Imnn,  but  mtlicr  a  nej^itive  good  ;  so  fur  us 
the  natural  order  is  concerned,  the  conclusions  are 
legitimately  drawn.  But,  instead  of  looking  for- 
ward for  the  true  era  of  woman,  let  them  recog- 
nize it  in  the  person  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  There 
is  the  fouutuiu-head,  the  ideal  enshrined  for  all 
ages. 

Revolving  around  Mary,  the  central  sun,  the 
pathway  of  the  Church  is  luminous  with  the  glory 
of  the  Saints.  Amid  that  army  of  martyrs,  among 
that  galaxy  of  Saints,  you  will  find  the  perfection 
of  womanhoo<l ;  characters  combining  the  firmness 
of  the  stoic  with  childlike  innocence  and  candor, 
all  aglow  with  the  passionate  loce  of  a  Seraphim. 
If  a  tree  is  known  by  its  fruits,  a  religion  by  those 
it  has  wrought  and  formed — where,  under  what 
influence  of  race,  culture  philosophic  or  artistic 
but  above  all  religioiLS  can  you  find  one  female 
character  to  compare  with  the  least  of  these  ?  This 
problem  has  long  since  been  solved  by  a  mightier 
than  man ;  neither  Science  nor  history,  nor  the 
subtle  inspirations  of  Art  have  ever  contradicted, 
or  impaired  in  the  slightest  degree,  the  "  era  of 
woman  supematurally  established  "  in  the  Immac- 
ulate Conception  of  Mary. 


SERAPHINE. 


[Conclnded.] 


The  maiden  turned  on  the  boy  her  gaze. 

Ah  !  startling  aspect  of  change  and  amaze  I 

She  sees  no  l)oy,  but  a  monarch  tall, 

In  imperial  puqile,  and  diadem 

Be-starred  with  the  splendor  of  many  a  gem. 

And  radiant  in  beauty  above  them  all ! 

Her  lips  sought  to  shriek,  but  gasped  in  vain  ; 

She  strove  to  pray,  but  could  utter  noVord,  [brain. 

Save  the  thought  of  a  prayer  that  chimed  in  her 

Which  belike  the  Queen  of  the  Angels  heard  I 

And  now,  with  insidious  wile  he  seeks 

To  woo  and  win  her  to  be  his  bride  ; 

Though  never  the  tone  of  a  sound  he  speaks, 

For,  to  all  in  that  palace  the  gift  is  denied. 

But  he  urges  the  eloquent  language  of  eyes. 

And  she  in  the  same  must  make  replies  1 

He  tells  her  the  vastness  of  his  domains,   [plains, 

The  peaks  of  their  mountains,  the  pride  ot  their 

Over  how  many  realms  of  the  land  he  reigns, 

Over  how  many  kingdoms  under  the  sea ; 

And  proffers  that  all  these  riches  shall  be 

Uer  dower  forever — if  only  she 

Will  remain  with  him,  and  her  purpose  resign 

To  visit  the  place  of  the  holiest  shrine  I 

But  failing  in  every  device  of  his  skill, 

To  warp  her  wishes  unto  his  will. 

He  calls  with  his  eyes  to  a  lady  fine. 

Who  quits  her  march  in  the  brilliant  line. 

And  brings  him  a  beaker  of  crimson  wine. 

Beaded  with  bubbles  that  sing  like  flame, 

But  in  brightness  all  earthly  fares  eclipse  ; 

And  then,  oh  !  deed  of  sorrow  and  shame  I 

He  raises  the  wine  to  the  maiden's  lips  I 

She  feels  that  she  quivers  on  the  brink 


Of  the  Gulf;  yet  cannot  refuse  to  drink! 

For  though  his  power  may  not  bend  her  mind. 

Her  bodily  acts  to  the  spell  are  resigned ; 

She  is  his  to  command 

By  the  burning  hand. 
And  though  she  may  strive,  she  cannot  withstand  I 

So  in  mute  despair 

She  prays  her  last  prayer. 
And  looks  for  the  doom  that  awaits  her  there ! 
Suddenly  a  hand  from  the  coiling  slides, 
Though  no  arm  or  body  l>chind  it  glides — 
A  beautiful  hand,  so  fmil  and  so  fair. 
It  scents  but  a  shadow  of  shining  air  I 
See  !  the  hand  holds  a  ring  with  a  ruby  boss 
Curiously  carved  with  a  double  cross  ! 
How  gently  it  glides  with  its  jewel  of  red. 
Till  it  hovers  just  over  the  maiden's  head  ; 
Then  swift  as  a  sunbeam,  the  ring  with  its  sign 
Drops  down  in  the  beaker  of  beaded  wine  I 

The  spell  is  no  more ! — And  the  palace  proud 

Flits  away  in  the  form  of  a  flying  cloud, 

As  if  it  were  made  of  moon-mist  alone  I 

And  every  shape  in  the  spectral  crowd 

Of  kings  and  queens  that  so  gaudily  shone 

With  tlie  semblance  of  life,  but  an  instant  ago, 

Appears  but  a  white  wisp  of  vapor  blown 

On  the  wind,  as  it  utters  its  nightl}'  moan 

To  the  jackal's  wail  in  the  waste  Ik'Iow  ! 

A  Christian  knight  that  traveled  that  way. 

On  the  following  mom  at  the  break  of  day. 

Found  the  maiden  swooning  alone  on  the  sand — 

On  the  desert  sand  of  Arabia's  land ! 

When  roused  from  her  trance,  she  told  him  her  tale. 

Which  caused,  I  trow,  even  his  brow  to  pale ; 

Since  there  were  signs  to  confirm  what  she  said. 

For  about  her  lay  strewed  the  bones  of  the  dead  i 

And  when  first  beheld  lying  low  on  the  sand, 

Her  chill  hand  was  clasped  by  a  skeleton's  hand! 

By  a  skeleton's  jeweled  hand  whose  stones 

Were  rich  as  the  gems  that  flash  round  thrones! 

While  on  her  own  finger  the  ruby  ring 

Seemed  to  glitter  and  glow  like  a  living  thing; 

And  beneath  the  rim  of  its  beaming  boss 

So  curiously  carved  with  the  double  cross, 

There  were  tokens  in  hieroglyph  and  sign 

To  tell  it  had  been  at  the  holiest  shrine ! 

But  whence  came  that  wilderness  of  bones, 

With  the  showered  sheen  of  its  costly  stones  f 

Perchance  some  gayly  be-jeweled  throng. 

The  pilgrims  of  pride  to  Mahomet's  tomb. 

In  the  day  of  their  revelry  and  song. 

Had  been  stricken  there  by  the  dread  simoom ! 

It  boots  not  to  show  how  the  knight  and  the  maid. 

Still  leaning  on  the  Queen  of  the  Angels  for  aid. 

Pursued  their  journey  to  the  holiest  siirine; 

Nor  yet,  how  enlightened  by  visions  divine, 

The  sinless  nuns  had  learned  her  story ; 

And  raised  her  at  once,  the  meek  Seraphine, 

To  the  unsought  hight  of  Christian  glory. 

As  a  saintly  abbess  in  Palestine ! 

Nor  may  I  tell  how  for  fifty  years, 

She  soothed  earth's  mourners,  and  dried  their  tears, 

By  calling  them  to  bliss  in  the  brighter  spheres  I 

But  this,  it  may  profit  much  to  show. 

That  through  all  her  days  of  weal  and  woe. 
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She  ever  still,  at  least  once  in  the  year, 

With  many  u  moan,  and  many  a  tear. 

The  claws  of  that  iron  scourge  would  apply 

To  her  bosor/i,  until  it  -was  tinged  with  the  dye 

Of  her  veins;  thus  praying  the  Lord  for  the  sin 

Of  a  mother,  and  the  angels  to  let  her  in ! 

Did  they  hear?  Ah!  the  secrets  of  death  are  so  deep! 

And  the  doom  of  the  living  is  to  wait  and  weep ! 

But  yet,  by  a  hoai*}'  legend,  'tis  said, 

That  when  the  saint  lay  on  her  dving  bed, 

A  halo  from  Heaven  hung  over  her  head  ; 

And  she  felt  that  the  soul  of  her  mother  was  there, 

Shining  l)y  with  the  bevy  of  angels  fair 

In  the  rays  of  the  glory  that  rained  round  her  hair! 

And  she  whispered  the  woids  with  her  latest  breath, 

In  a  pa?an  of  victory  defiant  of  death, — 

"I  knew  it !  I  knew  it!  O  mother  dear. 

That  the  Queen  of  the  Angels  at  last  would  hear!" 

CONCLrSlON. 

"Ah,  age  of  superstition  fell !" 

Methinks  I  hear  the  critic  sneer; 

"Ah  Jige,  when  man  made  earth  a  hell 

Haunted  with  fiends  of  his  own  fear! 

When  the  baleful  bell,  with  its  moaning  knell, 

Caused  pleasure  to  seem  the  only  sin. 

And  pain  the  pathway  to  the  ?kie? — 

Whose  portals  none  might  hope  to  win. 

Save  the  fools  that  Avalked  with  hooded  eyes, 

In  the  leadirg-strings  of  priestly  lies! 

Thank  science,  that  we  are  Aviser  now  ; 

For,  we  found  our  faith  alone  in  sight. 

And  scorn  to  stoop  the  radiant  l)row 

To  phantoms  which  elude  the  light — 

The  bodiless  brood  of  a  monkish  night! 

Tlie  worship  of  the  day  is  quite 

The  synonyme  for  a  sensual  ease ; 

And  the  golden  rule  of  modern  right 

Is  to  do  what  the  natural  passions  please: 

Since  God  would  never  have  given  us  these, 

Unless  with  the  purpose  to  employ 

Them  in  their  functions  fraught  with  joy. 

Is  not  such  a  creed  far  more  divine 

Than  that  which  bids  us  pale  and  pine  ?" 

Surely — if  man  is  but  a  swine 

That  liveth  alone  to  love  and  dine, 

Imprisoned  in  the  sty  of  sense 

With  a  mesh  of  atoms  so  dark  and  dense, 

That  he  hath  no  power  to  pierce  his  fence, 

Or  catch  one  beam  of  the  lights  that  lie 

Beyond  the  sweep  of  a  carnal  eye. 

But  if  there  be  a  brighter  sphere, 

WMiere  souls  survive  when  bodies  die  ; 

Perchance  the  sweets  we  relish  here. 

To  the  nerves  of  sense  so  passing  dear, 

May  unfit  the  wings  of  the  soul  to  fly 

lu  the  purer  airs  of  the  upper  sky! 
^1* 

TuE  DiscxiEET  Dog. — An  infidel,  in  a  large  com- 
pany of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  expressed  his  sur- 
prise that  he  was  the  only  one  present  who  was 
free  from  the  popular  superstition  of  believing  in 
God.  The  lady  of  the  house  answered :  "  Pardon 
me,  sir,  you  are  not  entirely  alone ;  my  little  dog 
there  does  not  believe  any  more  than  you  do,  but 
he  has  the  good  sense  not  to  tell  any  body." — Al- 
manac of  the  Ave  Maria. 


THE  VIEGIN  AND  THE  PEIEST; 
Or,  The  New  Month  of  Mary. 

CH.\PTEn   VL 

Personages  of  the  Old  TeduTnent  that  Juive  typified 
Mary  and  the  Priest. 

The  heroines  of  Israel  form  for  Mary  a  brilliant 
crown,  which  would  seem  to  us  to  detract  some- 
what from  her  gloiy,  if  we  neglect  to  mention 
them  all.  We  will,  then,  gather  together  these 
scattered  lineaments  of  the  beauty  of  our  Mother, 
and  see  in  the  light  of  faith  how  they  are  re- 
flected over  the  grand  figure  of  the  Priest  in  his 
virtues  and  in  lus  mission. 

As  is  known,  Moses,  the  leader  of  Israel  into 
the  pron)is('d  land,  is  the  image  of  tiie  Son  of  God 
descended  from  Heaven  in  order  to  place  Himself 
at  the  head  of  nations  and  conduct  them  into  His 
celestial  country,  the  land  promised  to  virtue. 

Consequently,  we  should  not  be  surjjrised  that 
the  motlier  of  Moses  recalls  to  mind  the  Mother 
of  Jesus,  and  that  certain  details  of  the  one  may 
with  propriety  be  applied  to  the  other.  There  is 
one  circumstance  especially  which  so  fittingly  in- 
terweaves itself  with  the  existence  of  Mary  that 
it  seems  to  reveal  a  preconceived  design  of  Eternal 
Wisdom.  Moses,  cast  upon  the  Kile,  tioated  at  the 
will  of  the  winels,  when  the  daughter  of  Pharao, 
having  come  to  tlie  river  to  bathe,  perceived  the 
precious  basket  and  sent  one  of  her  maids  to  take 
it  and  carry  it  to  her.  On  seeing  the  infant  within 
it  crying,  she  took  compassion  on  it,  anel  said : 
"This  is  one  of  the  babes  of  the  Hebrews."  Then 
the  child's  sister,  who,  afar  ofi^,  took  notice  of  what 
was  taking  place,  approached  and  saiei :  "  Shall  I 
go,  and  call  to  thee  a  Hebrew  woman,  to  nurse  the 
babeV  She  answereei  :  Go.  The  maid  went,  and 
called  her  mother.  And  Pharae)'s  daughter  said 
to  her :  Talce  thin  child,  and  nurse  him  for  me :  I 
irill  give  thei  thy  wages.  The  woman  took,  and 
nursed  the  chilel :  anei  when  he  was  grown  up, 
she  delivered  him  to  Pharao's  daughter."  (Ex.  ii.) 

Nearly  all  the  commentators  have  seen  in  all 
this  an  image  of  that  which  was  to  be  efi^ected 
mystically  in  the  Incarnation  of  the  Saviour  of 
the  world.  According  to  some,  the  daughter  of 
Pharao  was  the  figure  of  the  Eternal  delivering 
His  S(m  to  Mary,  and  saying  to  her:  "Take  this 
child,  and  nurse  him  for  Me ;  I  will  give  thee  thy 
wages."  According  to  some  others,  she  typified 
the  human  race;  all  agree  upon  one  point,  namely, 
that  Mary  did  not  conceive,  and  give  birth  to 
Jesus,  anel  nourish  Him  for  herself 

And,  in  fact,  when  we  examine  this  fact  of  the 
Incarnation  of  the  Word,  when  we  search  into  the 
purpose  of  this  divine  event,  good  sense  as  well 
as  theologic  reason  anei  the  authority  of  the  Scrip- 
tures teach  us  that  God  had  another  intention  than 
that  of  honoring  a  simple  woman.  It  is  for  Him- 
self that  He  did  it ;  it  is  His  own  glory  He  sought. 
Omnia  propter  se  operatus  est  Dens.  But  it  is  also 
for  others,  immediately  for  others,  finally  for 
Himself  The  deplorable  situation  of  Israel,  at  the 
birth  of  Mary,  was  only  a  feeble  image  of  the  deg- 
radation of  the  human  race  at  the  bft-th  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  in  the  same  manner  as  the  daughter 
of  Pharao,  in  saying  to  the  mother  of  Moses: 
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"  Nurso  this  child  for  mc,"  prcparcfl  the  liberator 
of  Israel,  so  the  Holy  Trinity,  in  ti<l<lres8ing  the 
same  wonls  to  Mary,  prepared  the  Liherutor  of 
the  human  race.  Saint  Paul,  and  after  him  the 
whole  Church,  has  proclaimed  this  truth  divine  : 
Semdipitum  exinnnicit,  pro  nobis  formatn  ferri  ac. 
cipiena.  (He  debased  Himself  for  us,  taking  the 
form  of  a  servant.)  (Philip,  ii,  7.)  "  If  lie  had 
not  been  nmn,"say9  Saint  Angustin,  "man  would 
not  liave  !)ecn  delivered,  Scd  ni  We  non  e«»et.  homo 
non  lihf^rnrdur  lu*mo."  (Sup.  Psalm,  iii,  7.)  It  is, 
then,  for  us  that  Christ  was  born,  tiiat  lie  lived, 
that  He  died;  it  is  for  us  that  the  Virgin  nur- 
tured Him,  nutri  mihl  (nurserfor  me),  and  it  will 
be,  even  to  the  consummation  of  ages,  the  subject 
of  hymns  of  grateful  acknowlcdgnient  which  all 
humanity  entire  will  chant  forever  to  the  Mother 
divine  and  her  Divine  Son. 

Substituting  now  for  the  name  of  Mary  the 
name  of  the  Priest,  the  difference  of  persons  by 
no  means  alters  tiie  truth  of  the  words  and  the 
identity  of  the  relations;  for  every  Priest  is 
placed  among  men  and  appointed  for  men  in  the 
things  that  appertain  to  God,  that  he  may  offer 
up  gitls  and  sacrilices  for  sins;  that  he  may  iiave 
compassion  on  them  who  are  ignorant,  and  err : 
])ecause  he  himself  also  is  encompassed  with  in- 
firmity. (To  the  Hebrews,  v,  1,  2.)  When, then, 
at  the  day  of  his  ordination,  he  receives,  as  Mary 
at  the  day  of  her  annunciation,  the  commi'sion 
to  conceive  God  and  bring  Him  forth  in  souls,  it 
is  not  for  him.self,  but  indeed  for  others  that  he 
is  elevated  to  the  sacerdotal  dignity,  j)ro  homini- 
btu  cormtituitnr  (lie  is  ai>pointed  for  men.) 

And,  in  truth,  what  is  the  life  of  tiic  Priest? 
A  perpetual  act  of  abnegation.  From  the  mo- 
ment that  he  crosses  the  steps  of  the  sanctuary, 
he  no  longer  is  for  himself,  he  is  all  for  God  and 
for  His  people.  If  he  prays,  he  jjrays  for  Ilis 
j>cop\b  :  parce,  Domine,  puree  populotuo!  (Spare, 
O  Lord,  spare  Thy  people !)  if  he  celebrates  the 
Holy  Sacrifice,  it  is  for  the  people :  ut  qfferat  dona 
et  mcrijicin  pro  peccatis  (that  he  may  offer  up  gifts 
and  sacrifices  for  sins;)  if  he  ailministers  the 
sacraments,  it  is  always  for  the  people.  At  every 
hour  of  the  day  or  of  the  nigbt,  when  any  one 
comes  to  find  or  call  him,  he  is  to  be  able  to 
respond  with  the  Prophet:  Paratum  cor  metim. 
(Lord,  my  heart  is  in  readiness.)  That  Priest 
errs  very  much  who  should  believe  that  he  has 
been  elevate<l  from  the  dust  of  the  earth  to  the 
almost  unapproachable  summit  of  the  Priesthood 
in  order  to  enioy  his  own  glory,  and  to  contem- 
plate himself  in  his  splendor;  who  should  accept 
the  divine  fecundity  that  he  alone  may  profit  by 
its  fruit.  God,  the  Church,  the  poor,  the  igno- 
rant, entire  nature,  cry  out  from  every  direction 
to  him:  "iV^M/rt  »j/A*  (Nurse  forme.)  Take  this 
child,  and  nurse  him  for  us.  Take  Christ  Jesus, 
not  that  you  alone  may  enjoy  His  caresses  and  the 
glory  that  there  is  in  carrying  Him  in  your  hand.s, 
but  to  deliver  Him  to  us,  to  communicate  His 
grace  to  us,  to  ingraft  His  life  into  ours  and  to 
deliver  us  from  sin."  O  Priest!  reflect  upon  this 
personification  of  Mary,  in  the  mother  of  Moses. 
She  is  also  for  you  an  image  of  your  grandeur, 


but  still  more  the  remembrancer  of  a  grandduty: 

TulU  et  Iftje  (Take  and  read.) 

Abigail,  so  highly  extolled  in  the  Bible  for  her 
wisdom,  her  prudence  and  her  tender-hearte<lncs8, 
is  also  a  type  (»f  the  Mother  of  God.  In  fact,  David 
in  his  indigra'ion,  threatening  to  destroy  "the 
fool"  Nalial  (1  Kings  xxv,  25)  [the  name  Nabal 
in  Hebrew  signifies  a  fool  J,  this  prudent  and  wise 
woman  applied  herself  to  appea.sing  the  king,  and 
was  so  suscessful  that  David  said:  "Blessed  be 
thy  speech;  and  blessed  be  thou,  who  ha«t  kept 
nie  to-d'iy  from  coming  to  blood."  Nabal,  says 
Saint  Bonaventure,  represents  the  sinner.  He  is 
called  fool,  precisely  because  he  is  the  emblem  of 
those  who  sin,  according  to  this  expression  :  Stul- 
tonim  tminerus  inftnUun  e«t — The  number  of  fools 
is  infinite.  David  irritated  represents  the  Lord 
detesting  crime,  and  Abigail  typifies  the  sweet 
and  indulgent  Virgin  interjwsing  herself  close  by 
her  Son,  in  order  to  stay  His  arm  ready  to  strike. 

This  quality  of  mediatrix  is  so  far  the  charac- 
teristic of  Mary  that,  in  her  anticipated  and  figu- 
rative history,  it  seems  to  occupy  the  principal 
rank  ;  for  none  of  her  prerogatives;  natural  or  su- 
pernatural, has  had  emblems  or  persouiticaticms 
so  multiplied.  Saint  Bonaventure  discerned  her 
in  Abigail ;  Albert  the  Great  finds  her  in  the 
woman  of  Thecua,  who  went  to  ask  David  to  pro- 
tect her  son  again.st  the  people,  and  to  pardon  the 
people:  "They  seek  to  quench  my  spark  which 
IS  left,  said  she,"  and  the  king  said  to  her:  "As 
the  Lord  liveth,  there  shall  not  one  hair  of  thy 
son  fall  to  the  earth."  (2  Kings  xxiv.)  The  same 
Doctor  finds  her  also  in  Resfa. 

This  intrepid  mother  having  seen  her  sons  cruci- 
fied by  the  Gibeonites,  with  the  prohibition  of 
burying  them,  took  haircloth,  and  spread  it  un- 
der her  upon  a  rock  at  the  side  of  their  dead 
bodies,  till  water  dropped  upon  them  out  of  Heav- 
en ;  and  suffered  neither  the  birds  to  tear  them  by 
day,  nor  the  beasts  by  night.  (2  Kings  xxi.) 
Touched  by  the  fond  love  of  Resfa,  David  con- 
cluded by  granting  burial  to  the  dead. 

How  is  it  possible  not  to  perceive  Mary  in  these 
tender  and  devoted  mothers  *  Placed  on  the  steps 
of  the  throne  of  the  Great  King,  she  does  not 
cease  from  interc«'ding  by  her  tears  and  sobs  in 
favor  of  the  guilty,  and  from  exercising  an  agreeable 
coercion  over  the  heart  of  her  Son.  Sinners  are 
the  dead  bodies  which  God,  in  His  auger,  seem- 
ingly wishes  to  deprive  of  sepulture.  But  Mary 
is  there,  keeping  sentry  in  order  to  prevent  the 
infernal  vulture  from  making  them  his  prey — that 
is  to  say,  that  she  raises  them  up  to  divine  Mercy ; 
and,  by  means  of  suiiplication,  overcomes  justice 
by  the  constancy  of  her  compassionate  prayer. 
She  obtains  not  only  an  honorable  sepulture  for 
her  unfortunate  children,  but  also  resurrection,  a 
full  life,  an  exuberant  life  which  glorifies  God  anew. 

After  Jacuit,  after  Resfa,  all  the  women  of  the 
Bible  who  had  a  name  or  a  particular  mission,  as 
Abisag,  the  Shiinammite,  Bersabee,  the  mother  of 
Solomon,  Judith,  Esther,  foreshadowed  to  nations 
the  exceeding  great  gift  that  God  would  one  day 
bestow  upon  men  in  giving  to  them  as  a  Mother 
her  who  called  Him  her  Son.     Therefore,  we  can 
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say  of  the  Virgin  that  which  Saint  Paul  said  of 
Christ:  "Virgin  yesterday,  Virgin  to-day,  Virgin 
for  ever  and  ever."  For  this  r>:ission  which  tlie 
august  Mary  fulfilled  during  her  terrestrial  exist- 
ence, and  which  she  still  continues  from  Heaven 
above  by  her  sweet  influence,  she  continues  to 
visibly  exercise  upon  earth  through  the  ministia,- 
tion  of  the  Priest. 

The  Priest  is  created  exclusively  for  man,  pro 
honiinibns  constituitur  (he  is  appointed  for  man.) 
He  weeps  between  the  vestibule  and  the  altar  for 
so  many  souls  which  are  lost ;  he  weejDS  in  order 
to  appease  the  anger  of  Heaven  and  obtain  for 
his  spiritual  children  a  holy  death,  an  honorable 
burial ;  and  by  his  supplications  and  sobs  he  often 
disarms  justice,  he  brings  back  to  the  banquet  of 
life  divine  the  unfortunate  wrecked  in  the  foot- 
path of  death. 

Therefore  it  is  with  good  reason  that  the 
Christian  family  hails  him  with  the  salutation 
"  triumpher,"  and  recognizes  what  Israel  addressed 
to  her  heroines,  and  the.  entire  earth  addresses  to 
Mary:  "You  are  the  glory  of  Jerusalem,  the  joy 
of  Israel,  the  liojaor  of  our  people."  (Albert  the 
Great  concerning  Judith.)  (To  be  continued.) 
** 

LEGENDS  OP  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 


No.  12 —The  Original  Stain. 

The  same  curious  gaze  followed  the  procession 
as  it  emerged  from  the  church,  and  the  populace 
escorted  the  newly  married  couple  as  far  as  the 
house  of  Ocimon.  Whilst  the  guests  entered  and 
took  their  lilaces  at  the  banquet  prepared  for  them, 
slaves  moved  about  through  the  crowd,  distribut- 
ing small  pieces  of  coin.  They  were  not  long 
emptying  their  bags.  Some  of  the  men,  to  whom 
they  refused  to  give  any  thing,  snatched  the  bags 
from  them  and  pillaged  them  amid  shouts  of 
laughter.  Nevertheless,  the  slaves  continued  to 
proclaim  to  the  people  that  Lord  Ocimon  had 
prepared  in  his  gardens  a  great  feast,  and  that 
he  invited  the  poor  to  partake  of  it.  They  did 
not  fail  to  do  this.  They  made  haste  to  the  en- 
trance of  the  gardens  and  besieged  the  gates,  clam- 
oring for  them  to  be  opened.  When  they  were 
opened,  the  throng  precipitated  themselves  in 
with  the  impatience  of  hunger,  pushing  against 
and  falling  over  each  other  in  their  hurry  to  be 
the  first. 

Four  ranges  of  tables  were  set  out,  covered 
with  viands  of  every  description,  on  a  broad 
spreading  lawn,  between  wooden  benches.  All 
the  places  were  occupied  instantly.  Then  the 
slaves  shut  the  gates,  in  spite  of  the  murmurs 
spreading  on  all  sides. 

"  See  how  mean  that  is,"  said  the  poor  people, 
"to  be  invited  to  supper,  and  then  sent  aWay 
fasting.  We  ought  to  have  known  that  nothing 
good  could  come  of  it.  Such  folks  are  only  made 
to  increase  the  misfortune  of  others.  Let  us  burst 
the  door  and  rush  in,  that  it  may  not  be  said  we 
were  promised  a  good  supper  and  disappointed." 

The  proposal  was  agreeable  to  the  prevailing 
spirit.  Some  of  the  men  pressed  their  shoulders 
against  the  gates  and  burst  them  open.    Another 


inroad  of  famished  people  flooded  the  garden. 
They  seized  upon  the  tables  and  carried  off  the 
dishes  placed  upon  them  ;  those  sitting  at  them, 
who  had  already  begun  to  eat,  seeing  their  food 
carried  away,  rose  with  fury  and  repulsed  the 
new-comers.  Injuries  and  insults  led  to  blows, 
and  a  tumultuous  and  sanguinary  conflict  ensued. 

The  slaves,  powerless  to  maintain  order,  ran  to 
tell  their  master.  He  left  the  banquet  hall,  and 
descended  into  the  garden.  The  sight  of  him  did 
not  disarm  their  fury.  He  strove  to  obtain  a  hear- 
ing. They  would  not  listen  to  him ;  but  some  of 
the  women  approac^^  him  with  menacing  cries 
and  gestures.  He  recoiled,  and  could  only  order 
his  servants  to  tell  what  was  passing  to  the  mayor 
of  the  city,  and  summon  the  soldiers. 

"  Get  out,"  cried  a  beggar  woman,  "  old  croco- 
dile. We  know  how  thou  becamest  rich.  But 
wait  awhile.  Stolen  money  brings  no  profit.  Thou 
wilt  live  long  enough  to  vomit  forth  what  thou 
hast  gorged,  and  return  to  thy  former  misery." 

Three  months,  or  there  abouts,  after  the  mar- 
riage of  his  daughter,  Ocimon,  one  fine  morning, 
came  to  his  son-in-law,  and  said : 

"Well,  Ulysses,  have  you  begun  to  become  ac- 
customed to  domestic  life?  Bachelor  habits,  of 
course,  must  be  broken  through  a  little,  but  the 
change  is  generally  for  the  better.  When  you 
are  tired  of  your  life  of  ease,  you  may  come  down 
with  me  and  look  at  my  warehouses." 

"  I  sliall  never  be  tired,"  answered  Ulysses,  "  in 
the  comjjany  of  my  dear  Anthemis  ;  still,  if  I  can 
be  of  any  service  to  you,  she  will  allow  me,  I 
hope,  to  place  myself  at  your  disposal." 

"  Yes  ;  come  down  with  me  as  far  as  the  port. 
It  will  make  a  little  variety  for  you,  and  it  is  ad- 
visable, in  case  any  thing  should  happen  to  me, 
that  you  should  know  what  your  property  will 
be.  Anthemis,  I  take  your  husband  from  you, 
but  1  will  bring  him  back  at  the  dinner-hour." 

They  took  their  departure. 

Ocimon  went  first  to  his  warehouses,  cast  a 
glance  over  them,  settled  some  business  which 
his  slaves  were  not  competent  to  manage,  gave  a 
few  orders,  and  then  left  with  his  son-in-law. 

"  You  see,"  resumed  he,  "  that  I  take  my  occu- 
pation easy ;  I  come  down  here  once  or  twice  a 
day,  and  then  I  need  not  trouble  myself  further. 
I  have  very  intelligent  slaves  to  supply  my  place. 
I  have  had  some  difBculty  in  training  them,  but 
at  last  I  have  succeeded.  They  are  more  cajjable, 
each  in  his  own  office,  of  conducting  my  affairs, 
than  I  am"  myself.  I  am  none  the  less  watchful 
over  them,  however.  It  is  never  good  to  put  ab- 
solute confidence  in  any  one,  without  taking  care 
of  the  use  he  makes  of  it,  because  it  is  only  tempt- 
ing him  to  abuse  it.  While  they  are  watched, 
their  fidelity  may  be  counted  upon.  A  little  ap- 
plication is  necessary  in  the  beginning,  but  when 
their  habits  are  formed,  it  is  well  repaid." 

"Is  there  no  one  among  all  these  slaves  in 
whom  you  can  trust  implicitly  ?" 

"  No ;  the  heart  of  man  is  a  profound  abyss : 
it  is  impossible  to  penetrate  its  depths ;  I  have 
seen  nothing  distinctly  there  as  yet  except  sel- 
fishness :  perhaps  there  are  other  sentiments,  but 
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this  is  the  iniwit  lively  and  powerful,  and  all  others 
are  in  subjection  to  it." 

"  There  are,  however,  honorable  men,  who  sac- 
rifice th»  ir  interefita  to  honcRty." 

"  I  do  not  deny  it ;  but  I  think,  rare  as  they 
arc,  that  even  in  these  probity  is  prompted  by 
motives  of  self-interest." 

"Tliiy  siiy  that  virtue  brings  its  own  reward." 
"  They  speak  thus  the  more  easily  to  deceive. 
Can  you  uuderstan<i  what  rcc«)mi)ense  can  bo 
found  in  it?  No,  honesty  is  a  bad  six-culation, 
and  cunning  is  far  njore  lucrative.  When*  one  is 
rifh  already,  as  we  are,  business  is  no  more  than 
a  distraction  and  a  pastime,  and  then  only  have  we 
the  means  to  be  honest ;  until  this  is  arrived  at,  I 
do  not  say  that  every  man  is  a  knave,  but  I  say 
it  is  very  difficult  not  to  be  one." 

They  arrived  at  the  port.  The  noise,  the  con- 
stant motion,  the  tumult  which  reigned  on  all 
sides,  interrupted  their  conversation.  Ocimon 
led  the  way  to  a  place  where  two  ships  were 
moored,  of  which  one,  ready  to  start,  was  only 
waiting  for  a  favorable  wind  to  set  sail,  and  the 
other,  having  arrived  only  the  evening  before, 
was  still  laden  with  her  merchandise.  Ocimon 
8howe<l  Ulys-ses  over  it,  told  him  the  country 
from  which  each  article  came,  and  the  profits  ex- 
l)ected  from  it.  lie  painted  to  him  the  opera- 
tions of  commerce  in  the  most  attractive  colors, 
in  the  hope  of  inspiring  him  with  a  taste  for  it. 
On  an-iving  at  home  again,  Ocimon  continued: 
*'  See,  my  busine&s  day  is  finished.  I  am  but 
little  fatigued,  and  still  I  shall  dine  with  the 
best  of  appetites.  If  I  had  not  this  work  to  do, 
the  time  would  appear  horribly  long  to  me. 
There  are  no  days  so  sad  to  me  as  days  of  festival. 
I  feel  listless,  la.ssitude  falls  u^xm  me,  my  existence 
is  incomplete,  and  I  am  only  half  alive." 

"In  fact,  your  activity  has  not  its  ordinary 
aliment." 

"  Yes ;  commerce  has  a  peculiar  charm,  which 
captivates  you  and  Ix'comcs  a  passion.  I  could 
have  given  it  up — I  have  for  a  long  time  been 
able  to  retire  and  take  my  ea.se,  but  I  cannot  be 
happy  in  i<ileness.  And,  in  a  certain  point  of 
view,  there  is  a  striking  grandeur  and  majesty 
about  commerce." 

"  I  have  always  regarded  it,  on  the  contrary,  as 
the  opposite  of  poetic,  in  any  sense." 

"  The  conmierce  of  the  shop,  where  you  must 
drive  a  hard  liargain  with  every  haggler,  indeed 
is  so.  But  what  is  my  occupation  ?  I  convey  to 
every  nation  the  riches  it  recpiires ;  to  those  of 
the  north,  I  bring  the  fruits  of  the  south ;  to  those 
of  the  desert,  the  products  of  fertile  shores;  to 
savage  tribes,  the  works  of  art  and  civilization. 
Thus  I  unite  countries  the  most  remote,  and  every- 
where upon  my  steps  follow  benefits',  which  I 
spread  without  neglecting  my  own  interests,  and 
without  forgetting  to  levy  upon  the  wealth  that 
passes  through  my  hands  a  tribute  that  makes  me 
the  richest  citizen  of  Alexandria." 
"  We  are  envied  a  little." 
"  Doul)tle3s.  Success  always  attracts  envy.  The 
prosperity  which  has  attended  on  all  my  8i)ecula- 
tions  has  given  umbrage  to  my  fellow-citizens. 
But  I  am  none  the  less  above  them." 


Ulj'sses  allowed  himself  thus  to  Imj  amused  by 
his  father- in-law  several  timcH.  He  w^^s  not  84>rry 
for  a  little  change,  and  to  have  a  legitimate  pre- 
text for  leaving  his  wife.  Draco,  his  father,  was 
ever  a  victim  to  melancholy,  and  his  company  was 
not  very  attractive.  Ocimon  ma«le  himself  young 
again  for  Ulysses,  entered  into  all  his  views,  flat- 
tere<l  him,  obtained  his  confidence,  and  took  every 
means  to  gain  his  object.  He  ac(,-u8tomed  him  to 
manage  the  warehou.ses  so  well,  that  very  soon  he 
contented  himself  with  accompanying  him,  letting 
him  decide  matters  and  give  orders  as  if  the 
whole  l)elonged  to  him  already.  Ulysses  was  at 
first  flattered  with  the  authority  given  him.  He 
took  such  a  taste  for  business  tliat  he  wished  the 
house  to  be  committed  to  his  sole  charge,  before 
Ocimon  even  made  him  the  offer. 

Draco,  when  he  was  matle  acquainted  with  his 
son's  intention,  did  not  like  it.  He  foresaw  all 
sorts  of  misfortunes. 

"  You  are  tired  of  being  rich,"  said  he  often  to 
his  son.  "  I  see  the  truth  of  what  has  been  fore- 
told me  :  What  I  have  heaped  up  with  so  much 
trouble,  you  will  scatter,  and  with  the  same 
trouble." 

"  But,"  put  in  Ocimon,  "  how  do  you  imagine 
he  will  scatter  our  wealth?  He  does  not  enter  a 
strange  house,  to  tr}'  his  chance  of  suc-cess.  I  know 
what  my  commerce  j)roduce.s.  I  have  proved  it 
by  the  experience  of  twenty  j'cars.  lam  sure  that 
with  his  intelligence  and  the  activity  of  youth,  he 
will  double  the  profits,  and  it  is  impossible  for 
him  to  suflfer  los.s." 

"  Impossible  for  another.  You  will  see  what 
he  will  lo.se." 

"At  the  worst,  he  will  make  little  if  he  be  neg- 
ligent. But  he  is  too  interested  not  to  give  his 
whole  mind  to  it." 

"Neither  ai)i)lication  nor  t.nlent  will  avail 
against  an  evil  destiny.  1  predict  it.  We  shall 
see  him  fall  into  indigence." 

"  Would  you  make  me  believe  that  my  son-in- 
law  is  cursed  ?" 

"  It  is  not  he  who  is  cursed." 
"  Who  then  ?     I  do  not  think  that  I  am," 
"  Nor  I  either ;  but  there  is  a  curse  upon  our 
gold." 

"  Wlierefore  ?  We  have  earned  it ;  it  is  our  own." 
"  We  have  earned  it !  How  ?  In  honestly  selling 
mcrchandisesat  their  legitimate  value  ?  We  should 
not,  then,  have  both  become  so  rich.  We  made 
it  by  speculating  on  the  necessities,  the  caprices,, 
the  taste  of  our  purchasers.  We  made  it  by  cir- 
cumventing aiid  cheating  all  that  we  could.  And 
money  earned  in  this  manner  cannot  l>e  blest.  I 
remembered  this  too  late." 

"  What  we  have  done  is  perfectly  allowable  in 
commerce,  and  my  conscience  ia  quite  easy  in  that 
respect" 

"  Mine  would  be  if  I  had  undergone  the  expia- 
tion. But  since  I  am  running  no  risk,  the  ven- 
geance will  fall  upon  my  son.' 

"  Do  not  fear.     I  will  answer  for  all." 
The  apprehensions  of  Draco  made  little  impres- 
sion, because  it  was  known  that  his  disease  had 
filled  his  mind  with  melancholy  images.     Excited 
and    encouraged    by  his    father-in-law,   Ulysses 
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braved  these  sad  forebodings,  and  allowed  him- 
self to  be  placed  at  the  head  of  aflfairs. 

"  Be  honest,  at  least,"  said  Draco.    "  Do  not  fol- 
low my  example ;  you  are  rich  enough,  do  not 
stoop  to  meanness  to  become  richer." 
[to  be  continxted.] 


"Weekly  Chronicle. 

Incrense  in  Semivnrinns — Intervietc  of  French  Sol- 
die  t's  with  Pius  JX — Mgr.  Segur's  Letter. 
In  a  late  circular  from  the  Most  Rev.  Arch- 
bishop Spalding,  we  learn  that  the  number  of  can- 
didates for  the  holy  ministy  in  the  Archdiocese  of 
Baltimore,  has  nearly  doubled  within  the  last 
year.  Saint  Charles'  contains  forty-five  semina- 
rians, and  eighteen  are  pursuing  their  studies  at 
Saint  Sulpice,  Paris. 

Recently,  six  soldiers  of  Vmcennes  and  a  cor- 
poral, who  were  to  leave  that  very  night,  having 
seen  Pius  IX  cross  the  hall,  and  call  one  of  the 
guards,  approached  him.  "Whence  do  you  come, 
my  children,"  said  the  Holy  Father,  interrupting 
his  conversation  with  the  Prelate  in  attendance. 

The  corporal  in  the  name  of  all  replied:  "Holy 
Father,  from  the  Department  of  Indre  et  Loire." 

A  moment's  silence  ensued :  the  Pope  was  no 
doubt  thinking  of  the  division  of  France  into 
Dioceses.  The  corporal  guessed  it,  and  replied  : 
"  Chief  city  Tours." 

"Tours!  Well,  my  children,  do  you  know  the 
history  of  Saint  Martin,  whose  feast  the  Church 
will  celebrate  in  a  few  days?" 

As  the  soldiers  made  no  reply,  the  Holy  Father 
continued  :  "  Saint  Martin  was  a  soldier  like  your- 
selves. One  day  he  met  a  poor  man,  and  did  for 
him  what  your  noble  country  has  done  for  me 
during  sixteen  years ;  he  covered  him  with  his  own 
cloak.  God  rewarded  his  charity.  Martin  is  hon- 
ored throughout  the  Church,  as  no  Sovereign 
will  ever  be  here  below. 

Monsignor  Sfgur  thus  speaks  of  that  excellent 
journal.  The  Echo  of  Purgatory,  which  we  take 
pleasure  in  making  known  to  our  readers : 

"Rev.  Father:  Your  excellent  publication,  The 
Echo  of  Purgatory,  is  a  work  of  such  pure,  practi- 
cal Christian  charity,  that  I  cannot  refrain  from 
congratulating  you  with  all  my  heart.  Several 
persons  of  my  acquaintance  have  been  much 
touched  by  it,  and  I  shall  be  most  happy  to  con- 
« tribute  to  its  extension. 

"  It  would  be  well  that  those  good  little  publi- 
cations of  true  charity,  of  pure  faith,  of  aflFective 
and  effective  Christianity,  were  known  to  all  the 
souls  devoted  to  the  interests  of  God.  Unfor- 
tunately there  are  too  many  mediocre  books  of 
piety  which  smother  and  conceal,  as  it  were,  good 
and  excellent  ones.  Your  Echo  of  Purgatoi'y, 
rests  on  such  an  important  basis,  that  I  do  not 
hesitate  to  place  it  among  the  latter.  Whatever 
can  recall  the  thought  of  eternity,  of  the  judg- 
ments of  God,  the  necessity  of  penance  and  sanc- 
tity ;  whatever  is  directly  opposed  to  indifference, 
naturalism,  sensuality,  pride,  egotism,  is  wonder- 
fully adapted  to  the  wants  of  the  present  age. 


Now  the  single  word  Purgatory  is  a  remedy  to  all 
these  evils.  Moreover,  mercy  toward  those  poor 
souls  who  expiate  their  faults  before  entering 
Heaven,  according  to  Saint  Francis  of  Sales,  is 
the  most  perfect  and  best  placed  charity. 

"  I  wish  you.  Rev.  Father,  all  the  success  that  a 
generous  heart  like  yours,  can  desire  for  the  glory 
of  God  and  the  salvation  of  souls. 

"Pray  do  not  forget  me  at  the  foot  of  the  altar, 
and  believe  me  ever,  in  Jesus  and  Mary,  youf  ser- 
vant, most  humbly  and  affectionately  devoted." 
"Paris,  October  23rd,  1865,        )       L.  de  Segub. 

"Feast  the  Holy  Redeemer."  ] 

[A  few  copies  of  Father  Felix's  Sermon  on  Pur- 
gatory, still  on  hand  at  this  office.] 


Ave  Maria  from  the  Catholic  Garden  of  our  Land, 

To  the  Angel  of  the  Ave  Maria. 

Fair  Angel !  Earth  hath  waited  thee, 

And  in  thy  holy  name, 

Bright  with  eternal  fame. 
Her  sweetest  hope  through  time  shall  be. 

Ave  Maria  !  Wide  and  clear. 

Publish  the  sound,  so  rich,  so  dear ! 

Just  Angel !  Nature  all  pervert 

Breeds  envy  everywhere. 

To  blast  whate'er  is  fair, 
Whate'er  is  true  to  disconcert. 

Ave  Maria!  Angel  just. 

Show  us  where  we  may  place  our  trust. 

Pure  Angel !  Turgid  is  the  lake, 

Bitter  the  science  cold. 

Making  young  spirits  old. 
Where  many  seek  their  thirst  to  slake. 

Ave  Maria  !  Angel  pure. 

Young  souls  from  this  dark  pond  allure. 

O  loving  Angel !  Hearts  are  dead ; 

We  know  not  of  the  prize 

Sent  down  to  make  us  wise  ; 
Sent  down  the  joys  of  Heaven  to  shed. 

Ave  Maria  !  Angel !  teach 

Our  souls  blest  Mail's  zeal  to  reach. 

Strong  Angel !  Vice,  with  fiendish  skill, 

In  ambush  near  our  path, 

Hiding  his  envious  wrath, 
Would  make  us  creatures  of  his  will. 

Ave  Maria  !  Angel  bright, 

O  welcome !  Put  the  fiend  to  flight. 

Angel  of  Faith  !  Speed  on !  speed  on  I 

Joy,  light  is  on  thy  wings, 

Borne  from  celestial  springs  ; 
Proclaim  the  Pagan  midnight  gone 

Ave  Maria  !  Land  and  sea 

Shall  thrill  with  thy  grand  melody  ! 

Fair  Angel !  Earth  hath  waited  thee. 

And  in  thy  holy  name, 

Bright  with  eternal  fame,  , 

Her  sweetest  hope  through  time  shall  be  I 

Ave  Maria  !  Wide  and  clear, 

Publish  the  sound,  so  rich,  so  dear  I 
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OHILDBEN'S  DEFABTMENT. 

As  Christmas  is  in  such  a  special  manner  the 
festival  of  little  children,  we  have  taken  the  lib- 
erty of  encroaching  on  the  department  of  the 
Apostlcship  of  Prayer,  in  order  to  give  our  chil- 
dren an  extra  story  as  a  Christmas  gift  ;  but  they 
must  repay  it  by  saying  a  Hail  Mary  on  Christ- 
mas morning  for  the  cuntcnion  of  sinners. 

And  now  a  Merry  Christmas,  one  and  all.  This 
day  will  bring  you  great  blessings,  dear  children. 
On  Christmas  you  learn  that  Jesus  was  dnce  a 
little  babe,  and  a-  little  child  like  you  ;  you  no 
longer  feel  that  God  is  too  great  to  notice  you ; 
your  hearts,  I  am  sure,  are  full  of  love  for  the  lit- 
tle Saviour,  and  you  kneel  before  the  Crib  and 
look  at  Him,  and  feel  sure  He  knows  you  and 
loves  you.  Look  at  Him  well,  dear  children;  note 
His  sweet  face.  His  hands  and  curly  hair ;  then 
think  that  those  clear  eyes  never  looked  cross  or 
angry ;  those  smiling  lips  never  uttered  an  un- 
becoming or  wicked  word ;  those  outstretched 
hands  were  never  raised  in  anger.  Then  look  at 
yourselves,  and  see  the  difference.  You  sometimes 
get  cross  and  angry,  and  speak  disrespectfully 
to  your  parents,  and  mockingly  to  your  play- 
fellows. But  now  that  the  feast  of  the  Divine 
Infant  Jesus  has  come  again,  I  think  you  will  all 
make  a  resolution  to  be  Hke  your  Holy  Model,  the 
Divine  Child.  He  has  given  you  His  dear  Mother 
to  be  your  mother  also ;  and  while  your  good 
mothers  on  earth  are  providing  so  many  beautiful 
Christmas  gifts  for  you,  your  Mother  in  Heaven  is 
showering  down  graces  in  abundance  on  all  of 
you,  sufficient  to  make  you  all  saints. 

Yes,  Christmas  is  a  glorious  time  for  little  chil- 
dren ;  every  one  is  so  kind,  and  they  get  so  many 
nice  presents,  and  mothers  make  such  nice  cakes 
and  mince  pies.  And  the  church  looks  so  beauti- 
ful, you  like  to  be  there.  The  *snow  lies  on  the 
ground,  and  you  have  fine  fun  snow-balling. 
There  is  no  school — a  long  holiday,  and  nearly 
all  play.  But  I  am  going  to  tell  you  about  a  lit- 
tle boy  that  had  no  mother  to  give  him  pretty 
presents  and  make  him  warm  clothes.  He  had 
no  home,  no  playthings,  no  bright  fire  to  make 
him  warm,  no  loving  little  brothers  and  sisters ; 
yet  he  once  possessed  all  these  precious  gifts. 

Read  this  pretty  story  in  verse,  and  let  it  teach 
you  to  be  kind  and  generous  to  the  p<x)r, — partic- 
ularly on  Christmas  Day, — in  memory  of  your  In- 
fant King,  bom  in  a  manger;  strive  to  make  one 
little  shivering  body  warm,  and  one  little  sad 
heart  happy  : 

The  Christmas  Tree — A  German  Legend. 
'Twas  on  the  night  the  Lord  was  bom, 

When,  through  the  gladsome  town 
A  little  stranger-child,  forlorn, 

Sad,  wandered  up  and  down. 
At  every  house  he  stopped  to  gaze, 

Where  hung,  with  stars  of  light, 
The  Christmas  Tree,  that  sent  forth  rays 

Unutterably  bright 
Then  wept  the  child :  "  Alas  for  me  I 

To-night  each  little  one 
Will  have  his  glittering  Christmas  TVee ; 


But  I — poor  I — have  none. 
I,  too,  liave  playe<l  'round  such  at  home, 

With  brothers,  hand  in  hand  ; 
But  all  deserted  now  I  roam, 

Here  in  this  stranger-land. 
Father  nor  mother  have  I  now ! 

0  Holy  Infant,  dear, 

Unless  Thou  love  me, — only  Thoti, 

1  am  forgotten  here. 

O,  Holy  Mother,  come  to  me, 

For  I  am  poor  and  lone ; 
'Tis  Christmas  night — O  let  me  see 

Thee  and  thy  lilesscd  Son. 
I'll  die  with  cold,  this  night  so  bleak. 

For  closed  is  every  door  ; 
The  tears  are  freezing  on  my  cheek, — 

My  feet  can  move  no  more." 
Then  sank  he  on  the  icy  ground, 

Before  the  marble  dome. 
Within,  while  all  breathed  comfort  round, 

For  him  there  was  no  home. 
He  rubbed  his  little  hands,  all  blue 

And  stiffened  with  the  cold  ; 
And,  shivering,  closer  round  him  drew 

His  garment's  scanty  fold. 
When  lo !  with  wand  of  wavy  light. 

And  voice  so  heavenly  sweet, 
A  Lady  and  a  Child,  in  white, 

Came  gliding  up  the  street. 
"My  child,"  the  Ljirly  kindly  said. 

Here  at  thy  call  I  come  ; 
Come,  rest  thy  weary  little  head 

In  my  bright  heavenly  home." 
Then  spoke  the  Child :  "Jesus  am  I; 

Once,  too,  a  cliild  like  thee; 
Tho'  all  forget  and  pass  thee  by, 

Thou  wilt  be  loved  by  Me. 
Myself  for  thee,  dear  child,  will  raise 

A  Tree  so  full  of  light, 
That  those  in  yonder  halls  that  blaze 

Can  never  shine  so  bright." 
He  spoke, — and  straight  from  earth  to  sky 

A  Tree  before  them  sprung. 
And  stars  in  clustering  radiancy 

Amid  its  branches  hung : 
How  near  and  yet  how  far  it  seemed  1 

How  bathed  "in  floods  of  light! 
Entranced  the  child — and  thought  he  dreamed. 

So  rapturous  was  the  sight ; 
While  hovering  o'er  him  from  above, 

xVngels  sweet  welcome  smiled. 
And  gently  stretched  their  arms  in  love 

To  embrace  the  lonely  child. 
They  raised  him  from  the  icy  ground, 

Up  ihro'  th<i  shining  space. 
And  now  that  blessed  one  has  found. 

With  Christ  his  resting  place. 
And  now  my  gentle  little  friend, 

Whoever  you  may  be, 
A  happy  Christmas  would  you  spend. 

Beneath  your  laden  tree  f 
A  lone,  deserted  child,  go  find. 

And  seat  him  at  your  side. 
To  him  be  generous,  loving,  kind. 

With  him  your  sweets  divide. 
If  you  for  little  Jesus'  love. 

Will  share  your  Christmas  tree. 
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He'll  plant  a  colden  tree  above, 
Its  truits  a^r  yours  will  be. 

The  Pifferari. 

[Conclnded.] 

"  In  the  house  where  I  resided  while  in  Rome, 
little  Carlos,  the  errand  boy,  never  failed  to  light 
his  two  small  wax  tapers  and  place  them  at  the 
foot  of  his  dear  Madonna,  in  the  court-yard,  around 
which  our  three  PiflFerari  came  regularly  to  sing 
their  simple  hymns. 

"Although  their  music  was  not  the  most  elab- 
orate or  linished,  yet  I  dearly  loved  to  listen  to 
it,  for  it  sjioke  to  tlie  soul  and  the  heart.  One  of 
their  most  plaintive  and  tender  hymns  was  as  fol- 
lows. I  give  you  a  faithful  translation,  although 
it  loses  all  of  its  beauty  when  transferred  from  its 
sweet  Italian  tones: 

"  Sweet  Virgin,  daughter  of  Saint  Anne, 
]\Iother  of  our  Infant  King, 
We  come  with  band  of  angels, 
To  kneel  at  the  Crib  and  sing. 
Let  us  hasten  to  adore  Him  ; 
To  the  stal)le  come  one  and  all : 
On  the  cold,  rough  straw  He  is  lying, 
With  the  ox  and  the  ass  in  the  stall. 
In  the  holy  night  that  approaches, 
Immaculate  Queen  of  the  sky, 
Be  our  advocate  with  Jesus, 
Who  came  to  us  from  on  high. 
We  sing  the  praise  of  thine  Infant, 
His  praises  as  best  we  may  ; 
O  bear  them,  Madonna,  to  Heaven 
On  this  His  natal  day." 
As  Christmas  approaches,  the  number  of  the 
shepherds  increases  so  much  that  I  was  tempted 
to  believe  that  the  mountains  about  Rome  were 
deserted,  and  the  sheep  left  entirely  to  the  care 
of  tlie  dogs.     I  met  them  everywhere,  the  very  air 
echoed  with  the  sounds  of  their  Christmas  hymns. 
But  when  Christmas  Eve  arrives,  the  mission  of 
the  Pifferari  Becms  accomplished.     The  sound  of 
their  rural  music  is  lost  in  the  thousand  otlier 
Christmas  sounds  and  sights  that  meet  the  ear  and 
eye  at  every  turn. 

Every  street  and  every  store  is  illuminated ; 
Christmas  presents  are  displayed  in  the  most  tempt- 
ing style.  You  see  them  in  the  center  of  all  the 
stores,  arranged  on  graded  steps  or  shelves,  with 
the  pretty  ]\Iadonna  crowning  the  whole.  Ordin- 
arily a  single  lamp  burns  before  this  statue,  but 
this  evening  the  Madonna  is  ornamented  with 
flowers,  and  a  thousand  lights  burn  around  her. 
It  is  in  this  manner  that  they  love  in  Rome  to 
offer  the  anticipated  homage  of  Christmas  to  Mary. 
Ah,  my  little  niece  and  nephew,  but  your  eyes 
would  sparkle  if  you  could  see  these  wonderful 
Roman  toy-shops,  in  Christmas  week !  But  amid 
all  the  beautiful  toys,  one  thing  particularly  at- 
tracts the  attention  of  the  little  buying  people,  on 
this  day,  in  Rome ;  they  seem  to  disdain  play- 
•  things  and  sugar  candies,  while  they  beg  tlieir 
nurses  and  parents  for  one  especial  Christmas  gift, 
which  they  tenderly  kiss  as  soon  as  they  receive 
it,  and  joyfully  carry  it  home  in  triumph.  This 
precious  object  the  little  Roman  boys  and  girls 
call  PrcBsepia — quite   as  strange  a  name  to  your 


American  ears  as  Pifferari.  Well,  the  Prtesepia 
is  a  little  waxen  cradle-crib,  where  you  see  the 
little  Infant  Jesus  resting  on  the  straw. 

"In  Rome  you  can  buy  the  Praj-sepia  of  every 
size,  and  for  every  price.  The  prettiest  are  cov- 
ered with  a  glass  globe,  or  inclosed  in  a  glass  box; 
beside  the  little  Infant  you  see  Mary  and  Joseph, 
and  the  ox  and  the  ass,  all  beautifully  made  of 
wax.  With  these  the  Roman  children  ornament 
their  rooms,  sometimes  the  rooms  of  their  parents ; 
the  cook  buys  a  Praesepia  and  Nati6,  the  little 
stable-boy  manages  to  find  a  few  cents  to  adorn 
his  manger,  and  in  every  shop  and  .store  you  will 
find  that  the  owner  has  placed  his  Pi-ajscpia  near 
his  Madonna. 

Every  evening  during  the  Christmas  times  the 
children  assemble  with  their  parents  around  their 
Prajsepia,  which  is  brilliantly  lit  up  with  wax 
candles ;  there  they  offor  up  their  prayers  in  com- 
mon and  sing  a  Christmas  hymn." 

"  O  uncle,"  broke  in  little  Nell,  whose  eyes  had 
been  sparkling  for  some  time  as  I  told  them  of 
the  Roman  children,  "  couldn't  ice  get  a  Pres-peral 
for  Christmas !" 

"  Yes,"  interrupted  Eddie  in  his  turn,  "  and  let 
us  have  a  Ptffendary  too." 

"  Pifferari  you  mean,  Eddie,"  I  said ;  but  how 
will  you  manage  that  ?" 

"Well,  uncle,  you  can  be  the  old  shepherd." 
(It  was  evident  Eddie  meant  no  disparagement 
on  my  years,  about  which  I  confess  I  am  a  little 
sensitive.)  "I'll  be  the  middle-aged  shepherd," 
here  the  youngster  tip-toed  to  make  himself  taller, 
"  and  Nellie  will  be  the  shepherd-boy — the  red 
streamers  on  her  hat  are  just  the  thing ;  and  I  will 
get  the  straw  hats  we  v.'ore  last  summer,  and 
mother  will  loop  them  up  with  rilibon  for  you 
and  me,  andl  guess  sisters  Mary  and  Annie  will 
lend  us  their  cloaks;  then  we  can  get  our  Jemmy 
from  the  stable  to  come  and  light  a  candle  before 
your  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  wont  it 
look  fine  when  we  all  come  in  like  the  Pifferdees, 
and  sing  our  Christmas  hymn !" 

I  looked  down  at  the  little  rogue,  partly  sus- 
pecting he  was  quizzing  his  bachelor  uncle,  for 
Eddie  is  full  of  mischief;  but  no,  although  his 
eyes  danced  merrily  and  joyously,  and  his  voice 
was  full  of  glee,  yet  it  was  with  the  simplicity 
and  joy  of  childlike  love  of  God,  which  the  poet 
meant  when  he  said  :  "  Heaven  is  around  us  in 
our  infancy,"  and  then  little  Nell,  clapping  her 
hands,  exclaimed,  "Oh  uncle,  won't  tluit  be  lovelyf'' 
I  yielded  to  the  influence  of  the  youngsters,  and 
quietly  resolving  to  dispense  with  the  toilette 
proposed  by  master  Eddie,  I  replied  : 

"  It  is  indeed  a  very  good  idea  my  children,  so 
if  you  run  down  into  the  garden  and  gather  those 
last  bright  chrysanthemums  before  they  are  car- 
ried off  by  Jack  Frost,  I  will  try  and  compose  a 
Pifferari  hymn." 

"  Have  you  almost  finished  your  hymn,  uncle  ?" 
came  from  my  two  bright  little  Pifferari,  as  they 
returned  with  the  last  rich-colored  autumn  flow- 
ers, "see,  we  are  going  to  arrange  our  beiiquets 
for  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  Jimmy  says  he'll  come 
and  light  the  candles  just  as  soon  as  we  are  ready." 
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After  a  few  bright  suggestions  from  Eddie,  we 
concluded  that  wu  would  have  our  hymn  and 
prayer  as  a  daily  preparation  for  Christmas,  but 
in  the  mean  time  we  must  l^>arn  our  hymn. 

'*  Uncle,"  said  Eddie,  who  is  never  at  a  loss  for 
an  idea,  "  wouldn't  it  be  a  good  thing  if  you  would 
write  a  piece  for  our  Department  in  the  Ave  Ma- 
ria, and  ask  all  the  fathers  and  mothers  of  all  the 
children,  to  buy  them  a — a — well,  I  mean  a  little 
Infant  Jesus,  in  a  little  wax  crib,  with  straw  on 
it.  Oh,  I  am  sure  it  would  please  all  the  children 
better  than  toys,  and  it  would  make  them  all 
think,  a  great  deal  oflener  than  they  do,  about 
the  dear  Infant  God,  who  was  born  in  a  poor  sta- 
ble for  us." 

"  Yes,"  chimed  in  little  Nellie,  "  and  please  ask 
all  the  fathers  and  mothers  to  let  their  little  chil- 
dren be  a — be  a — oh  you  know,  uncle,  what  I 
mean, — be  shepherds,  and  sing  Christmas  hymns  ; 
and  may  be,  if  they  have  not  got  any  hymns 
ready,  you  might  send  them  a  copy  of  ours." 

As  usual,  I  yielded  to  the  children's  wishes,  and 
this  accounts  for  my  name  being  in  the  Ave  Ma- 
ria. The  little  youngsters  concluded  to  leave  me 
alone  while  I  wrote  to  the  editor ;  but  just  as  I 
got  to  this  point,  Eddie  appeared  at  the  door  with 
another  of  his  ideas. 

"  Uncle,  would  it  not  be  better  not  to  put  those 
two  big  Roman  names?  because  I  don't  Ijclieve 
the  children  will  be  able  to  pronounce  them.  Just 
call  them  the  shepherds,  and  the  crib  of  the  Little 
Infant  Jesus." 

"  Too  late,  my  boy,  too  late ;  I  have  already 
written  Pilferari  and  Pnesepia,  and  I  think  the 
printers  of  the  Ave  Maria  do  not  like  erasures 
and  corrections  in  the  manuscripts  they  receive ; 
so  it  will  have  to  go,  and  these  two  words  may  be 
the  first  lesson  in  the  beautiful  Italian  language 
for  all  the  children  who  read  it." 

If  they  have  not  the  Pifferari  to  sing  for  them, 
I  trust  they  will  use  well  their  own  sweet  voices 
in  singing  the  praises  of  the  Infant,  so  that  their 
hearts,  filled  with  virtues  and  love  of  Je-sus  and 
His  Mother,  will  be  the  Christmas  gift  they  offer 
at  the  Crib,  in  return  for  the  many  they  will  receive, 
for  our  present  we  send  them  this  little 

CHRISTMAS   HYMN. 
With  anjrollc  sineing  the  i»ky  mid  air  riujjinpr, 
Tl»e  ori;an"8  sweet  puullni'  niont  nwt^et  joy  imparts  ; 
Tlio  church  bellt^  arc  chinnng,  tJic  Mtars  hrj^htlv  vhininf^. 
And  we  come,  infuut  Jeonn,  to  give  Thee  our  ueartH. 
Chouus.— Yes,  sweet  infant  JesuMi  ourdejjr  Int'unt  Jesus  I 
Our  ioved  Infant  Jesus,  we  (;ivc  Thee  uur  btsartii  I 
While  shepherds  adorint:  and  anijels  ini^iloring. 
We.  little  ones  hasten,  our  tribute  to  bring 
To  Jesus  so  Ilolv,  so  raeeli  and  so  lowly. 
The  sweet  Son  of  Mary,  our  own  lufaut  King !    [Choras. 
O  yes,  lovely  Stranger,  in  cold  humble  manger, 
Tliy  sweet  Holy  Presence  most  sweet  joy  imparts  I 
Wo  have  come  now  Ix^foro  Thee,  to  love  and  adore  Thee, 
To  give  Thee  our  souls  and  to  give  Thee  our  heart«.    [Chor. 
The  north  winds  are  blowing,  the  midnight  stars  glowing. 
The  pale  moon  U  fliiiiiiii:  in  peace  overhead  ; 
Tlic  cold  worW  )•'  -leeping,  while  angels  are  liceping 
With  M  ■   -eph  tJicir  watch  round  Thy  bl^d.    [Chor. 

RoiiT:  '  ti  one  lingers,  to  garo  on  those  flngcra. 

So  tin;  .  vet  with  power  to  ble«s; 

We  wattli  wiiii  devotion  ev"ry  look,  smile  and  motion. 
Our  hearts  long  with  fervor  tlnwe  hands  to  can>«s.    [Chonu. 
For  Mary's  onr  Mother  and  Tlion  art  our  Brother, 
And  llip  least  little  children  Thou  lovest  to  see  ; 
While  Mary's  caressing,  please  give  us  Thy  Blessing- 
While  kneeling,  sweet  Jesus,  oud  siuglog  to  lliec.    [Chor. 


A  Ohristmas  Story. 

"Willie  Taylor  had  just  returned  home  for  the 
Christmas  holidays.  The  evening  before,  he  had 
rushed  into  the  comfortable  room  and  nearly  up- 
set the  tea-table  in  his  eagerness  to  eml»racc  his 
dear  mother  and  sister  Mary.  The  next  morning 
was  very  stonny,  and  heavy  showers  of  sleet  and 
rain  fell  steadily  upon  the  splasljy  streets.  And 
notwithstanding  Willie's  delight  to  find  himself 
once  more  at  home,  we  are  obliged  to  confess  tliat 
this  weather  had  s<jme  influence  over  him ;  for  he 
had  expected  to  have  a  glorious  day  for  skating. 
Now,  in  such  a  rainy,  sl()pi)y  time,  he  seemed  to 
have  nothing  better  to  do  than  lounge  from  room 
to  room,  with  his  hands  in  his  noc-kets,  and  to  give 
occasional  half-resigned,  half-impatient  glances 
out  of  the  windows. 

On  one  of  these  occasions  his  eye  rested  upon  a 
mean-looking  house,  which  had  escaped,  for  a 
time,  being  pulled  down  to  make  way  for  its 
betters.  It  .stood  nearly  opposite  to  a  corner  win- 
dow, and  Willie  thought  it  wa-s  looking  quite 
ashamed  of  itself  in  the  presence  of  its  grand 
neighl)ors.  It  seemed  to  have  no  business  there, 
nor  no  fellow  feeling  with  the  grand  buildings 
around  it.  Poor  old  house!  Willie  began  to  feel 
quite  sorry  for  the  old  house;  it  looked  sowoe-be- 
gone  ;  its  roof  was  quite  out  of  repair;  the  half- 
loosened  l)oards  rattk-d  in  the  gu.st  of  wind  that 
every  now  and  then  came  sweeping  round  the  cor- 
ner. The  rain  poured  down  its  front  in  two 
streams,  for  all  the  world  as  if  the  old  house  was 
crying.     Poor  old  house ! 

Willie  continued  to  gaze  at  it  and  wonder  if  it 
was  true  that  it  was  really  haunted,  as  he  had 
sometimes  heard.  It  looked  so  dark  and  dismal, 
he  almost  believed  the  stories  must  be  true  ;  when 
suddenly  his  attention  was  directed  from  it  by 
the  appearance  of  two  ragged  little  lx)ys  who  came 
along  the  .street,  with  a  hoj),  skip  and  a  jump. 
They  were  laughing  heartily,  it  must  have  been 
to  keep  themselves  warm.  Tliey  were  so  cold  and 
hungry,  they  could  not  have  laughed  for  any  other 
reason.  They  were  pretty  little  fellows,  and  could 
not  have  been  more  than  six  and  eight  years  old. 

As  Willie  kept  watching  the  boys,  where  should 
they  go  but  straight  into  the  old  house.  No  won- 
der Willie  was  astoni.shed  ;  how  could  such  hearty 
laughter  gain  admittance  there? 

At  this  moment  his  sister  Mary  entered,  and  he 
hastened  to  ask  her  who  lived  in  the  old  house. 
Mary  did  not  know;  they  had  so  lately  come, 
there  had  been  no  time  to  inquire.  Willie  de- 
clared he  must  find  out,  and  he  would  send  over 
old  Joe  to  learn  all  about  it.  And  the  two  young 
people  began  to  talk,  and  got  more  und  more  in- 
terested as  they  talked  ; — but  I  will  not  tell  you 
what  they  .stiid,  for  it  was  a  secret  at  that  moment. 
I  only  know  that  their  guardian  angels  smiled  and 
gently  shook  their  wings,  dilfu.sing  a  balmy  odor, 
and  that  their  Mother  "Marj'  looked  down  from 
Heaven  and  blessed  her  little  children. 

Willie ^n  down  stairs  to  find  Joe,  who  was  busy 
making  a  fresh  bed  of  straw  for  the  horse  in  the 
stable. 
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"  Joe,"  said  Willie.  "I  want  you  to  find  out  for 
me  all  about  tlie  family  that  lives  in  that  old  house 
round  the  corner.  I  tCtii  sure  they  must  be  very  poor, 
and  nobody  should  be  poor  at  Christmas,  Joe." 

The  old  man  understood  all  that  was  in  the 
boy's  heart ;  lie  was  used  to  it;  for  he  had  seen  the 
same  in  his  father  and  grandfather. 

Next  morning,  after  breakfast,  old  Joe  beckoned 
Willy  out  of  the  room ;  and  Mary,  thinking  she 
would  like  to  hear  what  he  had  to  say,  followed 
immediately.  Joe  told  how,  when  his  work  was 
done  the  evening  before,  he  thouglit  he  would  take 
a  look  at  the  folks  in  the  old  house.  Tlie  outside 
looked  very  dark  and  grim  at  first,  because  the 
moon  was  behind  a  cloud  ;  but  wlien  it  shone  out 
again,  and  cast  a  ray  of  light  on  the  building,  it 
put  him  in  mind  of  the  smile  with  which  the 
Blessed  Virgin  would  regard  an  old  grey-headed 
sinner  who  intended  to  reform ;  so  he  formed  a 
good  opinion  of  the  old  house  and  all  its  inmates. 

He  stopped  at  the  threshold,  as  he  fancied  he 
heard  low,  wailing  sounds,  and  then  a  soft  gentle 
voice  speaking  words  of  comfort.  As  he  listened, 
he  could  distinguish  the  words  of  a  prayer  he 
knew  right  well :  "  Remember,  O  most  holy  Mother, 
that  no  one  ever  applied  to  thee  without  obtain- 
ing relief!"  Then  he  felt  like  an  old  friend,  as 
he  knocked  at  the  door,  which  one  of  the  little 
boys  came  and  opened.  When  he  went  in,  he 
found  the  father  with  a  high  fever,  lying  on  a  poor 
cot-l)ed,  and  the  mother,  with  a  little  babe  only  a 
day  old,  lying  on  another  poor  bed.  She  had 
haen  teaching  the  two  little  boys  their  prayers 
when  Joe  knocked.  She  told  him  that  they  liad 
been  living  in  New  York,  where  her  husband  and 
all  the  family  fell  sick.  Five  of  the  children  died ; 
and  as  her  husband  continued  sick  for  more  than 
a  year,  they  were  in  great  distress,  when  her  brother 
wrote  for  them  to  come  to  Kansas,  promising  to 
help  them ;  but  when  they  got  so  far  on  their  way, 
Dennis  grew  worse,  and  as  she  was  also  taken  ill 
they  were  obliged  to  stop.  The  good  Sisters,  to 
whom  they  applied,  had  got  them  that  house ;  but 
as  she  knew  they  had  so  many  to  care  for,  she  did 
not  like  to  tell  them  how  very  poor  they  were. 

Joe  saw  it  all  at  a  glance ;  so  he  took  them  over 
plenty  of  wood  and  a  good  supper.  So  much  for 
old  Joe's  report. 

After  much  deliberation  between  the  three,  it 
was  concluded  that  at  an  old  clothes  shop  the  boys 
might  be  rigged  out  for  a  small  amount,  and  Willie 
could  afford  it,  for  he  had  saved  his  pocket-money, 
and  was  rich  that  Christmas,  and  they  would  send 
them  some  wood  and  some  blankets. 

All  this  while  Iklary  was  thinking  that  what 
they  were  doing  gave  them  so  much  pleasure  that 
it  was  no  sacrifice,  and  she  knew  the  Catholic  re- 
ligion was  the  religion  of  sacrifice,  and  that  Jesus 
and  His  Blessed  Mother  teach  us  this  lesson  in  an 
especial  manner  on  Christmas  night.  Just  then 
something  came  into  her  head.  You  must  know 
that  Mary  had  a  very  large  doll,  quite  as  large  as 
a  real  baby,  and  she  had  supplied  this  doll  with 
a  most  abundant  wardrobe,  for  day  and-night,  till 
her  mother  thought  her  rather  foolish  and  extrav- 
agant;   but,  like  a  good  and  wise  mother,  she 


waited  her  time  for  convincing  Mary  that  her 
money  and  labor  could  be  better  applied. 

Mary  had  some  suspicions  that  her  mother 
doubted  the  propriety  of  the  attentions  she  lav- 
ished on  her  doll,  but  she  was  very  fond  of  it — it 
was  her  pet,  so  she  .shut  her  eyes,  or  winked  very 
hard  not  to  see  what  her  mother  thought.  Now 
everybody  knows — that  is,  every  Catholic — that 
there  are  certain  seasons  in  which  God  sends  down 
from  Heaven  more  especial  graces  on  His  children 
than  at  others,  and  Christmas  is,  of  course,  one  of 
the  greatest ;  and  our  guardian  angels,  flying  about, 
catch  those  graces  and  shed  them  over  our  souls, 
warming  them  up  with  the  heavenly  light  of 
faith  and  the  fire  of  charity. 

Mary's  guardian  angel  had  not  been  idle ;  he 
whispered  to  her  that  the  doll's  clothes  would  keep 
that  little  baby  in  the  old  house  so  nice  and  warm. 
One  moment,  one  moment  only  she  hesitated,  and 
then  the  sacrifice  was  made. 

Some  grown  up  young  ladies  may  think  it  a  very 
trifling  .sacrifice,  but  they  will  please  remember 
the  "long,  long  ago,"  when  they  played  with  dolls. 

It  was  Christmas  morning.  Willie  and  Mary 
were  waiting  for  their  parents  to  accompany  them 
to  Mass.  Tliey  were  not  speaking  to  each  other, 
for  their  hearts  were  full  of  the  Sacrament  they 
were  to  receive,  full  of  the  thought  that  they  were 
soon  to  be  one  with  the  Infant  God,  born  on  that 
day.  They  prayed  the  Blessed  Virgin  that  she 
would  herself  give  them  her  Son,  by  the  hands  of 
the  priest. 

When  they  entei-ed  the  church  they  saw  two 
little  boys  kneeling  before  the  altar  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  They  looked  toward  the  brother  and  sister 
and  smiled,  then  the  young  ;st  one  approaching  and 
pointing  to  the  statue  said,  "She  will  reward  you." 
They  were  the  little  children  from  the  old  house. 
They  had  come  to  thank  the  Infant  Jesus  and  the 
Blt'ssed  Mother  for  all  the  good  things  they  had 
received  the  day  before,  and  when  they  saw  their 
benefactors  they  asked  their  Mother  in  Heaven 
to  bless  them,  and  they  knew  that  their  prayera 
would  be  heard. 


In  a  beautiful  town  in  the  State  of  New  York, 
lived  an  old  man  whose  life  seemed  very  my.ste- 
rious  to  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  place.  He  was 
very  poor,  and  aflfiicted  with  disease  to  such  an 
extent  that  he  could  neither  labor  nor  enjoy  the 
ordinary  pleasures  of  life.  Yet  he  was  always 
cheerful  and  never  gave  way  to  the  slightest 
movement  of  impatience  under  his  severe  suffer- 
ings. Various  conjectures  were  formed  and  ex- 
pressed respecting  its  cause,  but  no  one  could 
guess  the  real  one,  till  an  acquaintance  of  his 
took  the  liberty  to  ask  him  one  day,  how  it  was 
that  he  was  always  so  cheerful,  notwithstanding 
his  suflfering.  The  old  man  replied:  "When  I 
was  a  child,  my  mother  often  told  me  how  pa- 
tiently our  Blessed  Lady  bore  her  intense  suffer- 
ings, and  encouraged  me  to  imitate  her  example.  I 
tried  to  follow  her  advice,  and  by  long  exertion  I 
have  gained  such  command  over  myself  in  this 
respect,  that  I  find  no  difficulty  in  receiving  these 
little  trials  as  coming  from  the  loving  hand  of  God. 
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SAINT-WORSHIP._rAITH  ARTICLE. 

I  have  wished  from  first  to  last  in  these  artitles 
to  show  tliat  the  onlor  of  nature  and  the  order  of 
grace  are  botli  l)as«^d  on  the  same  fundamental 
principles,  and  are  in  reality  two  distinct  parts  of 
one  complete  plan  in  the  Divine  decree,  rather 
than  two  s«'parat(i  and  unrelated  orders.  In  my, 
view,  the  order  of  Regeneration  is  the  complement 
or  completion  of  the  order  of  generation,  and 
hence  I  follow,  for  ujyself,  the  theological  opinion 
that  God  would  have  become  incarnate  even  if 
man  had  not  sinned,  though  assuredly,  in  such  case, 
He  could  not  have  come  to  sufter  and  tlie  for 
man's  redemption.  But  he  this  as  it  may,  it  is 
certain  that  the  order  of  Regeneration  is  teleolo- 
gical  and  docs  complete  the  order  of  generation ; 
anti  since  man  has  actually  sinneil,  grace  can  com- 
plete nature  only  by  redeeming  it,  and  redemp- 
tion and  regeneration  are,  in  relation  to  the  indi- 
vidual, simultaneous,  whether  really  distinguish- 
able or  not. 

Now  we  know  by  supernatural  Revelation  that 
God  is  three  really  distinct  i>ersons  in  one  essence. 
The  three  persons  are  related  to  each  other  in  the 
Divine  Being  operating  ad  extra  as  principle,  medi- 
um, and  end;  the  Father  is  principle,  the  Son  is 
medium,  and  the  Holy  Ghost  is  en<l,  and  therefore 
proceeds  from  both  the  Fjitherand  the  Son;  from 
the  Father  as  principle,  and  the  Son  as  medium, 
and  thus,  so  to  speak,  completes  the  Divine  j>lero- 
ma,  or  consummates  ad  intra  the  Divine  Being. 

God  operating  ad  extra  after  His  own  idea, 
which  is  His  essence,  is  one  and  indivisible,  and 
therefore  in  all  operations  ad  extra  the  three  per 
sons  nece.ssarilj'  concur,  but  in  diverse  respects, 
the  Father  as  principle,  the  S<in  as  mediiun.  the 
Holy  Ghost  as  end  or  consummation.  The  Son 
or  Word  is  the  medium  of  creation,  "and  all 
things  were  made  by  Him,  and  without  Him 
nothing  was  made  that  was  ma«le."  As  essential- 
ly Go«.l,  He  is  the  Creator;  as  distinctly  Son,  He  is 
the  metiium  of  creation.  Hence  the  Apostle  says 
hy  or  thrmujh  Him  all  things  were  made.  Our  Lord 
Himself  says  the  Father  ducth  nothing  without 
Him. 

We  know,  again,  from  Revelation,  that  in  full- 
ness of  time,  the  Son  as  the  medium  of  all  the 
Divine  operations,  to  complete  the  creative  act 
and  to  raise  man  to  union  with  God  in  Heaven, 
or  to  redeem  fallen  man  and  in  doing  it  secure 
him  a  supernatural  l)eatitud(>,  a.s.sumed  fiesh  in 
the  womb  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  took  upon  Him 
human  nature,  and  raised  it  to  be  truly  and  in- 


dis.solubly  the  nature  of  God.  As  God  incarnate 
becomes  the  Founder  of  the  teleological  order,  or 
as  Saint  Paul  calls  it.  "the  new  creation,"  but  a 
creation  having  relation  to  the  end  or  fulfillment 
of  what  is  only  initial  and  inchoate  in  Adam,  in 
the  first  order,  or  the  order  of  generation,  there 
must  subsist  in  this  new  order  between  the  Incar- 
nate Creator  and  the  new  creature,  the  same  rela- 
tion that  I  labored  in  my  second  article  to  show 
subsists  between  Him  and  the  creature  in  the  first 
or  initial  creation.  From  this  wc  obtain  a  new 
ground  for  Saint-Worship,  and  may  learn  that 
Saint- Worship  is  the  best  safeguard  against 
that  form  of  naturalism  which  denies  the  Incar- 
nation, and  with  it  the  whole  order  of  grace,  and 
man's  supernatural  destiny. 

In  the  Incarnation  God  abases  Himself  to  be- 
come man  that  man  may  become  Gml.  In  it  Go<l 
takes  ui>on  Him  our  nature,  and  makes  it  His  own 
nature.  Since  the  Incarnation,  human  nature 
is  the  nature  of  God  ;  not  His  Divine  nature,  but 
His  human  nature,  yet  as  tndy  and  as  indis.solu- 
bly  His  nature  as  the  Divine  nature  itself.  This 
is  the  mystery  of  the  Incarnation — the  mystery  of 
God  manifest  in  the  flesh,  which  no  created  intel- 
lect can  comprehend,  and  which,  if  I  may  so 
speak,  exhausts  the  creative  power  of  God,  which 
infinite  as  it  is  can  go  no  further.  Hence  as  otir 
nature  is  become  the  nature  of  God,  the  nature  of 
the  Founder  of  the  new  creation,  the  Saints  are 
relatecl  to  God,  not  only  in  the  way  explained, 
but  also  by  identity  of  nature. 

By  the  Incarnation,  then,  human  nature  be- 
comes an  object  of  supreme  worship.  As  Chris- 
tians we  honor  the  Son  as  we  honor  the  Father, 
the  Son  of  Man  as  we  honor  the  Son  of  God,  for 
the  Son  of  Man  and  the  Son  of  God  are  hence- 
forth one,  and  the  same  God  is  present  in  His 
Saints  not  only  by  His  creative  act,  and  by  the 
gifts  of  His  gmce,  but  by  identity  of  nature. 
They  have  a  natural  relation  to  Him.  This  na- 
ture, human  nature  itself,  in  the  language  of  Pojmj 
Saint  Leo  Magnus,  has  been  deificjited — dtijirata, 
and  therefore  in  the  order  of  Regeneration,  I  al- 
most fear  to  write  it,  is  to  be  worshiped  as  the  na- 
ture of  God.  Ta'mendous  thought !  What  mean- 
ing does  it  not  give  to  the  injunction:  "Honor 
all  men,"  and  how  forcibly  it  brings  home  to  us 
the  fact  that  "  if  any  man  says  he  loves  God  and 
hateth  his  brother,  he  is  a  liar  and  the  truth  is 
not  in  him !" 

It  is,  however,  human  nature  that  is  deificated, 
not  the  individuals  of  the  race.  Individually  it 
is  hypastatically  united  to  God  only  in  the  man 
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Christ  Jesus  Himself.  As  individuals,  the  Saints 
are  Sons  of  God  only  by  adoption,  and  while  their 
nature  is  deiflcated  and  woi-shipcd  as  the  nature 
of  God,  and  therefore  with  divine  honors,  they  as 
individuals  can  be  honored  only  with  a  relative 
or  secondary  worship,  not  as  God,  but  as  related 
to  Ilim  through  Ilis  human  nature,  nevertheless, 
this  relation  itself  deserves  to  be  recognized  and 
honored,  in  them  as  well  as  in  Him. 

The  itinerary  of  the  soul  is  from  God  as  First 
Cause,  through  Regeneration  in  Christ,  to  glorifi- 
cation, or  supernatural  union  with  God  as  Final 
Cause.  The  Saints  are  those  who  by  their  concur- 
rence with  the  gifts  and  graces  of  God  have  com- 
pleted this  journey,  finished  their  course,  and  at- 
tained to  their  supreme  beatitude,  their  crown  of 
glory.  They  are  united  to  God  by  identity  of 
nature,  by  spiritual  conformity,  and  the  closest 
union  possible,  short  of  that  of  personal  identity, 
and  to  refuse  to  recognize  and  honor  it  were  a  gross 
indignity  to  the  Word  made  flesh,  and  to  the 
whole  principle  of  the  new  creation  or  order  of 
Regeneration.  The  chief  ground  of  our  Saint- 
Worship,  after  all,  is  in  the  relation  of  the  Skints 
in  their  nature  to  the  nature  of  God,  a  relation  in- 
itial indeed  in  all  men,  since  human  nature  is  one 
and  the  same  in  all,  but  consummated,  completed, 
or  perfected  only  in  the  Saints,  who  are  individ- 
ually conformed  to  and  united  with  God  and  made 
"  partakers  of  His  divine  nature,"  so  that  they 
are  really,  in  a  secondary  or  imitative  sense,  Christs, 
and  Sons  of  God,  as  Christ  is  the  Son  of  God. 

It  is  now  easy  to  understand  the  hyperdulia  or 
superior  worship  which  we  render  to  Mary.  It  is 
not  solely  because  through  the  gifts  and  graces  of 
God  her  personal  merits  are  greater,  but  because 
her  relation  to  the  human  nature  of  God  is  closer 
and  more  intimate,  and  therefore  entitled  to  a 
larger  share  in  the  honor  we  give  and  are  required 
to  give  to  that  nature  as  assumed  by  the  Word. 
It  was  from  her  that  God  took  His  human  nature, 
and  in  doing  so,  since  He  took  that  nature  to  be 
His  own  nature,  He  raised  her  to  the  dignity  of 
Mother  of  God.  The  closest  relation  save  the  hy- 
postatic, possible,  is  that  between  mother  and  son, 
and  therefore  Mary  by  her  natural  relation  to  the 
human  nature  of  God  deserves  a  higher  honor 
than  any  other  Saint,  and  the  highest  below  that 
given  to  God  Himself.  We,  then,  in  our  hyper- 
dulia, on  the  strictest  philosojihical  and  theolog- 
ical principles,  give  ]Mary  only  the  honor  that  is 
her  due,  and  with  our  Ijest  efforts  we  cannot  so 
highly  honor  her  as  God  honors  her. 

Saint- Worship,  the  worship  of  the  Saints  in  gen- 
eral and  of  our  Lady  in  particular,  being  based 
on  tlie  Incarnation  which  is  teleological,  or  effect- 
ive in  relation  to  man's  final  end  or  supernatural 
beatitude,  has  a  real  religious  character,  and  dif- 
fers from  the  civil  worshij)  of  great  men  and  lie- 
roes  as  the  medium  differs  from  the  end.  Being 
based  on  the  Incarnation  its  practice  tends  to 
keep  living  and  active  in  us  the  great  fact  of  our 
religion, — "  The  AYord  was  made  flesh,"  on  which 
our  redemption,  our  salvation,  and  all  our  hopes 
of  final  beatitude  depend,  and  almost  universally 
the  neglect  of  Saint- Worship  is  followed  by  loss 


of  faith  in  the  Incarnation.  The  sects  that  reject 
Saint- AVorship,  hardly  in  a  single  instance  remain 
orthodox  on  this  capital  point  of  our  faith. 

THE  NEvTyEAE,  1866. 

With  the  Feast  of  the  Circumcision  and  of  the 
Holy  Name  of  Jesus,  the  Church  opens  the  civil 
year ;  and  by  our  devotion  to  His  Blessed  Mother 
we  may  all  confidently  hope  to  close  it  happily 
in  His  holy  name  and  love. 

At  the  commencement  of  the  New  Year,  the 
prayer  of  the  child  naturally  ascends  for  its  par- 
ents ;  the  friend  prays  for  his  friend,  and  the  par- 
ent for  his  child ;  the  pastor  offers  sacrifice  to 
the  Good  Shepherd  for  the  sheep  confided  to  his 
care.  And  we  also,  at  this  auspicious  epoch, 
renew  our  prayers  and  good  wishes  for  you,  our 
friends  of  the  Ave  Maria.  May  your  years  be 
,  long  and  prosperous,  blessed  with  the  full  enjoy- 
ment of  that  peace  with  which  our  Lord  saluted 
His  disciples :  "  Peace  be  with  you,"  ever  and  al- 
ways; and  may  the  love  of  our  Mother  be  your 
daily  shield. 

For  you,  our  zealous  contributors,  we  offer  our 
prayers  in  a  special  manner;  may  the  Blessed 
Virgin  inspire  your  lines  and  give  unction  to  your 
words. 

We  are  far  from  being  ungrateful  for  the  many 
encouraging  letters  we  have  received  from  every 
side.  Thanks,  a  thousand  thanks,  dear  readers, 
for  the  generous  sympathy  we  have  found  in  your 
devoted  hearts.  Thanks  for  your  cheering  mis- 
siA'cs  ;  they  were  indeed  a  consolation  at  the  com- 
mencement of  a  work  which  many  feared  could 
not  succeed  in  our  country.  But  we  were  confi- 
dent that  there  was  deej)  love  for  our  Blessed 
Mother  throughout  our  vast  Republic,  and  al- 
though many  learned  and  pious  pens  had  written 
burning  and  eloquent  pages  upon  the  Immaculate 
Virgin,  Mother  of  God,  yet  our  heart  told  us  that 
Christians  would  hail  with  delight  an  Ave  Maria 
entering  their  doors  every  Saturday  evening. 
Your  cordial  welcome  to  our  little  messenger 
proves  that  we  were  not  mistaken. 

]May  we  not  hope  for  a  continuation  of  your 
confidence  in  the  Ave  Maria,  and  affection  for  it  ? 
We  shall  not  spare  oursclf  in  the  work  we  have 
begun ;  nevertheless  we  do  not  forget,  nor  do  we 
wish  you  to  forget,  that  of  ourself  we  can  do  but 
very  little  toward  realizing  the  object  proposed : 
all  its  glory  and  success  consists  in  its  having 
been  a  thought  from  Heaven  which  found  an  echo 
in  your  hearts.  Your  cordial  co-operation  makes 
it  your  work  ;  we  ai'e  but  the  sentinel,  placed  to 
guard  the  "house  of  gold,"  the  laborer,  cultivating 
the  "inclosed  garden,"  whose  fruits  and  flowers 
you  distribute.  The  work  of  propagating  this 
Messenger  of  Mary,  this  means  of  making  God 
better  known  and  served,  is  your  own. 

To  the  best  of  our  feeble  ability,  we  have  been 
earnest  and  devoted  in  our  labor  of  love ;  how 
far  we  have  met  the  expectations  of  Mary's  friends 
is  for  them  to  decide,  not  for  us.  ,We  must  be 
content  with  the  consciousness  of  having  done 
our  best.  To  our  heavenly  Patroness  we  return 
the  gloiy  of  our  success,  and  if  she  is  pleased  with 
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our  cfTorte  wc  foel  more  than  repaid  for  our  littlo 
tri>ul)U'. 

Wc  iK-g  our  readers  to  mark  a  conviction  whicli 
grows  daily  stronger  tlm)Ughout  EuroiK.-,  vi/: 
tliat  devotion  to  Mary,  the  atigunt  Motlier  of  God, 
la  destined  to  have,  in  our  own  times,  an  unpiice- 
dented  development.  The  signs  of  this  hlesscrl 
phenomenon  are  alreaily  munifest,  we  may  say, 
all  over  the  globe:  and  while  stmngers  see  them 
plain  and  unmistakable  in  this  New  World  itself, 
it  wnnld  not  do  for  us  to  close  our  eyes  to  the 
clear  evidence  of  a  fact  which  wc  hail  with  un-, 
speakable  joy. 

Before  many  years  shall  have  rolled  away,  we 
ventua*  to  sjiy,  the  same  shall  be,  throughout  our 
own  beautiful  land,  unfait  ncromjUi,  as  undeniable 
as  consoling  to  all,  but  especially  to  tluwe  who 
dared  a  few  months  ago  to  encourage  us  in  an  un- 
dertaking "so  new  in  this  country,  and  so  far  in 
advance  of  what  many  might  believe  to  be  the 
religious  sentiment  of  our  CatlKjlic  people."  We 
shall  ever  remember  with  plea-^ure  those  who 
tnisted  us  with  their  money,  and  most  especially 
tho.se  who  became  Life  Sub.scribers  to  a  Journal 
"visibly  destined  soon  to  die  away,"  according  to 
the  prevision  of  worldly  wisdom  ;  to  their  confi- 
dence and  zeal  we  are  greatly  indebted.  May  they 
all  live  long  enough  to  sec  the  happy  results  of 
their  generous  e.vertions. 

The  destinies  of  the  Ave  M.vniA  are  now.  in 
the  hands  of  its  readers.  If  they  find  it  beneficial 
to  them.selves.  if  they  believe  it  cdculated  to  do 
some  good  in  rhe  cause  of  the  IIolj-  Mother  of  God, 
we  beg  of  them,  in  the  name  of  her  we  wish  to  praise 
and  make  known,  to  lend  us  a  helping  hand  to 
place  her  Journal  in  every  Catholic  family. 

To  develop  mid  strengthen  the  love  of  Mary  in 
all  hearts  shall  l)e  the  object  of  our  unceasing 
efforts  during  the  coming  year.  This  devotion  is 
undouV)tedly  one  of  the  strongest  hoj)es  of  this 
age,  when  the  very  earth  .sepuis  parched  and  dried 
up  by  the  fiery  simoon  of  licentious  doctrines.  I 
Let  Mary  Ik;  better  known,  and  she  will  become 
the  model  of  the  family.  The  imitation  of  her 
purity  will  purify  all  ranks  of  society ;  her  char- 
ity will  Ijccome  a  barrier  ngainst  the  wares  of 
egotism  and  selfishness,  her  Inunility  will  crush 
the  pride  that  dares  even  to  deny  its  Creator,  anfl 
her  blessed  name,  as  a  celestial  incense,  will 
dispel  all  the  noxious  fumes  of  earth. 

Dear  Readers  of  1806,  l>e  zealous  imitators  of  I 
Mary's  virtues,  and  propagators  of  love  for  the  ' 
Mother  of  Goil,  (the  sure  means  of  establishing 
the  reign  of  her  Son),  and  this  new  year  will  most 
a.s.suredly  draw  upon  you  the  choicest  blessingfs 
of  Heaven. 

Anecdote  of  IJENKoirr  XI 1. — Some  wretched 
prftftaster  had  published  an  ill  natured  satire  against 
the  worthy  A  rchi  »ishopof  Bologna,  afterward  Pope 
Benedict  XII,  who  desired  to  see  it,  an<l  rea<l  it 
with  much  attention.  Without  modifying,  in  the 
least,  the  insults  intended  for  himsedf,  he  retonche«l 
many  of  the  lines  with  his  own  hand,  and  then  re- 
turned the  piece  to  the  author,  with  the  remark: 
"  I  think  that  it  will  .sell  the  better  for  these  em- 
endations."— Acf  Jfuria  Aliiuinac. 


SAIHT  THOMASOF  OAHTEEBURT. 

Of  the  four  brilliant  stars  in  the  galaxy  of 
saints,  whose  rays  are  lost  in  effulgent  l>eams  of 
the  Christmas  Sun,  three  are  martyrs.  The  jiys 
of  the  Nativity  of  our  Lord  mingle  with  the  8')r- 
rr)\vs  of  fh<-'  first  niiirtyr's  triumjih,  and  Saint 
Stej)lien  shines  by  his  bright  name,  signifying 
crf>irn,'u\  the  very  blaze  of  the  Christmius  beams. 
For  his  glorious  confes.sion  of  the  faith,  he  has 
merited  the  ])ost  of  honor  next  to  the  Crib  of 
Bethlehem.  Saint  John,  the  beloved,  follows ;  and 
as  one  is  the  type  of  nmrtyrs,  so  is  the  other  the 
type  of  virgins.  The  pro'to  martyr  shines  by  the 
purple  of  his  blood,  and  the  adopted  son  of  tiie 
IJlessed  Mother,  by  the  dazzling  whiteness  of  his 
virginity.  And  with  the  pure  white  shining  lily 
of  Saint  John,  twine  the  palms  and  vermilion 
roses  of  the  martyred  Innocents: 

"Firm  to  (lie  for  Christ,  sweet  lamb*, 

At  fill-  altur  ye. 

Sjiort  iu  your  nimplicity." 

That  charming  group  of  lovely  children  form 
the  court  as  it  were  of  their  Infant  King,  uniting 
their  innocence  to  the  strength  of  Saint  John. 

And  these  fair  flowers  of  the  martyi-s  pass  on, 
to  give  phure  to  another  of  the  martyr  band,  whose 
name  is  not  written  in  the  b(Mik  of  the  New  Tes- 
tament. This  fourth  guard  at  the  Crib  did  not 
shed  his  blood  for  the  faith  at  the  tribunal  of 
Pagan  justice.  He  was  inuuolated  by  Christian 
hands,  a  Catholic  king  pronounce<l  his  sentence  ; 
he  was  abandoned  by  his  own  brethren,  and  mur- 
dered in  his  own  country.  But  he  merited  the 
palm  of  Stephen,  because  he  was  a  martyr  for  the 
liberty  of  the  Church. 

It  was  in  llCl  that  Henry  II,  who  wore  the 
British  crown,  called  to  him  his  High  Chancellor, 
Thomas  a  Becket,  and  told  him  that  he  should  l>e- 
come  Archbishop  of  Canterbury.  The  minister 
pointed  to  his  rich  worldly  adornment.s,  and  in 
the  pleasant  tones  of  a  privileged  intimate,  re- 
plied: "Truly  has  your  Majesty  selected  a  relig- 
ious and  sjiintly  personage  to  preside  over  that 
Holy  See  and  that  conununity  of  inonk.s,  so  famed 
for  piety."  Then,  changing  to  a  tone  of  prophetic 
solenmity:  "But  I  kuow  most  certainly  that 
should  God  permit  it,  you  would  speedily  with-  ' 
draw  your  favor,  and  that  great  affection  that  now 
exists  between  u-s  would,  on  your  part,  be  changed 
to  deadly  hatred  ;  for  I  know  that  you  have  al- 
ready made  encroachments  upcm  the  liberties  of 
the  ('hurch,  which  I  could  not  pennit,  and  there- 
fore the  envious  would  seize  occasion  to  transfornj 
our  friendship  into  enmity."  These  were  words 
of  true  heroism,  than  which  none  more  heroic  have 
ever  been  uttered.  But  the  King  refused  U^lief 
to  such  forelx)<lings,and  in  a  few  days  Thomas  re- 
ceived the  archiepiscopal  robes  and  wasconsecrated 
Archbishop.  He  hail  trembled  bef<  re  the  heavy 
responsibilitj' ;  but  now  he  was  fully  resolved  to 
fulfill  its  every  obligiition. 

This  event  caused  much  excitement ;  and  every 
one  sought,  in  the  antecedents  of  the  Archbishop, 
a  favoralde  or  unfavoral)le  presage  of  Ids  future 
conduct.  Animated  groups  col Itcted  in  the  streets 
of  Canterbury.     The  old  Saxoustold  ol  his  birth, 
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and  the  wonderful  circumstances  attending  it: 
how  a  citizen  of  London,  named  Gilbert  Becket, 
had  combated  in  Syria,  untier  the  standard  of  the 
Cross,  and  having  been  taken  prisoner  by  the  in- 
fidels, his  virtue  touched  the  heart  of  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  Emir  to  whom  be  had  been  sold ;  and 
when  the  valiant  crusader  had  been  finally  ran- 
somed by  his  Christian  friends,  the  faithful  Moor- 
ish maiden  fled  from  lier  father's  castle,  and  trav- 
'ersed  the  seas  in  search  of  baptism  and  a  Chris- 
tian spouse ;  how  Providence  liad  conducted  her, 
not  only  to  London  but  to  the  very  house  of  the 
very  one  she  loved  ;  and  hoAV  after  being  duly  in- 
structed in  the  mysteries  of  faith,  she  became  his 
wife. 

Another  related  the  prophetic  dreams  of  this 
valiant  woman  before  the  birth  of  Thomas,  her 
only  child.  Another  told  of  his  ardent  devotion 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  as  an  evidence  of  this 
love  and  of  his  innocent  youth,  he  related  won- 
derful things  of  which  he  had  been  a  witness, 
when  they  were  youths  together  at  the  Universi- 
ties of  Oxford  and  Paris  [We  give  in  the  Chil- 
dren's Department,  the  youth  of  Saint  Thomas, 
a  legend.]  Another  praised  his  administration, 
and  the  courage  he  had  shown,  in  resisting  the 
avarice  of  the  monarch  and  the  rapacity  of  the 
courtiers.  Nevertheless,  among  the  crowd  there 
were  many  uneasy  and  misgiving  hearts,  who 
shared  not  in  the  hopes  of  their  fellow-citizens ; 
they  had  known  Thomas  in  his  public  life  as  ar- 
dent, impetuous,  a  lover  of  pleasure  and  renown. 
These  last  knew  nothing  of  the  innocence  of  his 
morals,  nor  of  the  silent  tears  he  shed,  when  his 
heart  was  suffocated  under  the  insignia  of  riches 
and  power ;  they  knew  not  how  deep  was  his  love 
of  holy  purity,  and  his  great  devotion  to  the  Moth- 
er of  God  and  confidence  in  her. 

They  had  only  known  him  while  Archdeacon, 
when  he  displayed  an  almost  royal  magnificence 
in  his  sumptuous  palace,  where  he  was  surrounded 
by  men-at-arms,  and  received  the  homage  even  of 
noble  vassals.  When  ambassador  at  the  court 
of  Saint  Denis,  he  astonished  all  statesmen  by 
his  extraordinary  powers  of  mind.  The  people 
he  equally  dazzled  by  the  sumptuousuess  of  his 
retinue.  His  march  through  France  had  been 
like  a  triumphal  pageant,  and  the  people  cried 
out:  "What  then  must  be  the  King  of  England, 
if  his  Chancellor  travels  in  such  state."  What 
wonder  then  that  those  who  saw  but  these  exte- 
rior things  grew  sad  and  murmured,  "  How  can 
a  man  of  such  tastes,  and  on  whom  the  king  has 
showered  so  many  favors,  resist  the  encroach- 
ments of  his  royal  master  upon  the  liberties  of 
the  Church." 

But  from  the  days  of  his  consecration,  Thomas 
laid  aside  his  sumptuous  apparel  and  retinue.  He 
spent  most  of  his  time  in  the  monastery  of  the 
Canons  attached  to  his  cathedral,  engaged  in  plans 
for  the  good  of  his  Diocese.  There,  in  the  silence 
of  his  cell  and  the  obscurity  of  the  night,  he  de- 
voted himself  to  prayer  and  the  reading  of  the 
Holy  Scriptures.  In  this  sublime  gymnasmm,  the 
athlete  of  God  pftpared  himself  for  the  approach- 
ing combats,  which  from  his  knowledge  of  the 


king,  he  knew  mmt  come.  His  exterior  life,  with- 
out betraying  the  secret  of  his  austerity,  was  full 
of  modesty.  In  his  residence  was  no  other  mag- 
nificence than  that  of  alms-deeds  and  hospitality. 
His  Diocese  was  full  of  the  poor,  and  for  these 
he  cherished  a  most  tender  aflfection.  Every  day, 
at  the  dawn  of  morning,  he  washed  the  feet  of 
twelve  poor  men  and  served  them  at  table.  By 
his  orders,  daily  food  was  given  to  over  one  hun- 
dred of  the  destitute.  And  his  hidden  charities 
far  surpassed  his  pul)lic  alms.  Thus  the  favorite 
of  kings,  the  wealthy  and  pleasure  loving  man 
was  forgotten ;  and  in  his  place  was  found  the 
humble  and  strong  priest,  the  intrepid  defender 
of  liberty. 

It  was  during  those  days  that  Saint  Thomas 
was  favored  with  the  visible  presence  of  the 
Mother  of  God.  One  of  his  daily  practices  was 
the  recital  of  three  Hail  Marys,  in  commemora- 
tion of  her  seven  earthly  joys.  On  one  occasion, 
while  engaged  in  this  devotion,  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin appeared  to  him  and  said :  "  Thomas,  your 
devotion  is  most  acceptable  to  me ;  but  why  do  you 
call  to  mind  only  the  joys  which  I  had  on  earth? 
Henceforth  remember  those  also  which  I  now  en- 
joy in  Heaven ;  for  every  one  who  honors  both  of 
tliese,  I  will  console,  strengthen  and  present  to 
my  most  dear  Son  at  the  hour  of  his  death." 

Saint  Thomas  felt  his  soul  filled  with  marvel- 
ous exultation,  and  he  cried  out :  "And  how, 
sweetest  Lady,  can  I  do  this,  when  I  do  not  so 
much  as  know  what  these  joys  are?" 

She  answered :  "  Say  daily  seven  times  Hail 
Mary ;  first,  because  the  Most  Holy  Trinity  hon- 
ors me  above  all  creatures ;  secondly,  because  my 
virginity  has  elevated  me  above  all  the  angels 
and  saints;  thirdly,  because  the  great  light  of 
my  glory  illuminates  the  Heavens  ;  fourthly,  be- 
cause all  the  blessed  honor  me  as  Mother  of  God ; 
fifthly,  because  my  Son  grants  me  whatever  I  ask  ; 
sixthly,  for  the  grace  bestowed  on  earth,  and  the 
glory  prepared  in  Heaven  for  my  clients ;  lastly, 
on  account  of  my  accidental  glory,  which  will  go 
on  increasing  until  the  day  of  doom." 

It  was  after  this  vision  that,  it  is  said,  Saint 
Thomas  composed  a  sequence,  Qaudeflore  virgin- 
all,  on  these  joys. 

But  the  evil  days  were  not  long  in  coming. 
The  courage  with  which  he  attacked  the  vices  of 
the  powerful  noJjility  gave  them  offence,  and  the 
steadfastness  which  marked  his  resistance  to  every 
effort  of  King  Henry  to  exercise  the  ecclesiastical 
jurisdiction,  which  he  had  usurped,  drew  upon 
him  the  anger  of  the  crown.  The  holy  primate 
protested  against  the  royal  use  of  vacant  benefices, 
and-declared  that  he  would  never  consent  to  have 
his  clergy  tried  before  any  but  the  jjropcr  ecclesi- 
astical tribunal.  The  king's  anger  was  roused  to 
the  utmost.  Thomas  was  summoned  to  his  pres- 
ence, and  at  the  pressing  solicitation  of  a  host  of 
friends  he  made  some  slight  concessions  to  the 
royal  power. 

As  with  an  aohing  heart  he  turned  his  way 
homeward,  after  this  semblance  of  sanction  to  the 
wishes  of  his  king,  he  overheard  his  cross-bearer 
give  vent  in  unmeasured  terms,  to  grief  and  in- 
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dignntion.  IIi»  censures  touclied  Thomns  to  the 
very  heart ;  he  bursted  into  tears  and  hinientationH; 
confessed  the  enonnity  of  Ids  guilt,  ami  in  ex])ia- 
tion  of  his  momentary  weakness  intenlicted  him- 
self from  approaching  the  altjir,  until  he  received 
letters  from  the  Pope,  absolving  him  from  his 
fault  and  encouraging  him  to  future  fidelity,  even 
unto  death. 

The  anger  of  the  king  then  broke  forth  afresh. 
He  threatened  the  primate  with  death  if  he  did 
not  yield  to  his  demands,  and  finding  him  inflex- 
ible, declared  all  his  revenues  and  possessions ' 
confiscated  to  the  crown,  Thomas  then  left  Eng- 
land, and  after  making  a  full  statement  to  the 
Pope,  who  applauded  all  lie  had  done,  he  re- 
tired to  a  Cistercian  monastery,  in  France,  where 
he  pas-sfd  his  time  in  fervent  application  to  prayer 
and  mortification,  prei)aring  for  the  struggles 
•which  he  felt  were  yet  to  come.  Henry's  anger 
against  him  knew  no  bounds,  and  he  wreaked  ven- 
geance upon  all  his  friends,  banishing  no  less  than 
tour  hundred  of  his  relations,  friends,  and  .servants. 

The  king,  feeling  that  he  was  opposed  by  one 
who  was  as  firm  as  he  was  holy,  threatened  to  de- 
stroy the  Cistercian  Order,  in  England,  if  the 
Abbot  of  Pontigny,  in  France,  continued  to  allow 
the  Archbi.shop  a  refuge  in  his  nionastcrj'.  To 
spare  liis  friends,  the  Saint  left  the  house,  followed 
by  the  prayers  of  the  weeping  Community.  • 

For  a  time  the  king  of  France  protected  him, 
but  the  hypocritical  Henry  won  over  by  his  fitir 
speeches  the  French  sovereign,  who  forsook  the 
cause  of  the  holy  prelate,  and  even  went  so  far 
as  to  accuse  him  of  pride ;  but  afterward,  reflect- 
ing upon  the  matter,  he  saw  the  holiness  of  the 
actions  of  Saint  Thomas,  and  threw  himself  at  his 
feet  to  implore  pardon  for  the  w^rong  he  had  done 
him. 

At  last  it  seemed  as  if  the  heart  of  Henry  was 
touched ;  he  expressed  a  wi.sh  for  a  reconciliation, 
and  invited  our  Saint  to  return  to  England ;  but 
Saint  Thomas  was  not  deceived  by  this  appearance 
of  sunshine:  before  leaving  France  he  told  the 
French  monarch  that  he  was  going  to  England  to 
die.  The  king  replied  that  he  feared  as  much, 
and  begged  him  to  remain  with  him ;  but  Thomas 
answered  that  he  must  accomplish  the  will  of 
God,  and  when  an  oi)ening  was  made  for  him  to 
return  to  his  flock  he  must  do  it  at  any  sacrifice. 
He  sent  the  sentence  of  suspension  and  interdict 
which  the  Pojie  had  pronounced  against  those 
who  had  violated  the  liberties  of  the  Church  in 
England,  to  that  realm.  On  his  own  arrival,  he 
was  received  ])y  the  people  with  exclamations  of 
joy,  and  his  journey  to  Canterbury  was  like  a 
conqueror's  triumph.  But  he  was  scarcely  rein- 
stated in  his  See,  when  those  who  had  incurred 
the  displeasure  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiflf  slandered 
him  anew  to  the  king,  who  several  times  cried  out 
in  anger:  "Have  1  not  one  friend?  Is  there  no 
one  who  will  rid  me  of  this  troul)lesome  prelate?" 

Four  knights,  flatterers  of  the  king,  resolved  to 
execute  his  wish.  It  was  Christmas  day,  1170, 
that  the  Saint  preachetl  his  last  sermon  in  the  Ca- 
thedral of  Canterbury.  His  text  was :  And  on 
earth  pea/:e  to  men  of  good  ttill.    He  then  foretold 


his  death  and  took  leave  of  Im  people,  amid  sobs 
of  heart-rending  sorrow. 

On  the  29th  of  December  the  assassins,  followed 
by  a  crowd  of  desiK'nidws,  like  thenm-lves,  went 
to  the  saintly  Archbishop  and  insolently  demand- 
ed that  he  should  absolve  all  who  were  interdict- 
ed, or  pay  for  his  refusal  with  his  life.  Thomas 
calmly  told  them  that  was  impossible,  since  the 
power  of  doing  so  bclonge<l  not  to  him  but  to  the 
Pope.  They  Avithdrew,  and  retumctltumultuously, 
just  as  the  Saint  was  preparing  to  sing  VesiK-rs  in 
his  cathedral.  In  loud  tones  they  called  out: 
"  Where  is  the  traitor?  Where  is  the  Archbish- 
op ?"  Becket  arose,  saying :  "  Here  am  I,  the 
Archbishop,  but  no  traitor."  Many  crowded 
around  him,  beseeching  him  to  fly ;  but  he  re- 
fu.sed.  As  one  of  the  assassins  approached,  with 
his  drawn  sword,  he  exclaimed:  "What!  Regi> 
nald  ?  I  have  done  thee  many  favors ;  and  contest 
thou,  armetl,  against  me  in  the  church?"  Then 
he  spoke  alou(l,  saying  that  he  was  ready  to  die 
for  justice  and  the  lii)erty  of  God's  Church,  bat 
forbade  them  to  harm,  in  any  way,  his  innocent 
clergy  and  i)eople.  Kneeling  down,  he  added: 
"  To  God,  to  the  Blessed  Marj',  to  the  liolj-  patrons 
of  the  cathedral,  and  to  the  martyr  Dytmisius,  I 
commend  myself  and  the  aiuse  of  the  Church." 
He  was  answered  |iy  a  furious  blow,  followed  by 
a  stroke  from  a  second  ruflian,  which  stretched 
him  prostrate.  The  third  laid  open  the  skull ; 
and  the  fourth,  upbraided  ]jy  the  others  for  cow- 
ardice, stnick  the  mangled  head  and  shivered  his 
sword  against  the  pavement. 

So  died  this  holy  victim,  for  the  lil>erties  of  the 
Church  !  The  great  Bossuet,  in  a  transport  of  love 
and  admiration,  exclaimed,  eulogizing  this  hero- 
ism :  "  Never  did  a  martyrdom  so  completely  re- 
semble a  sacrifice !" 

But  it  was  in  his  tomb  that  the  saintly  Pontiflf 
shone  in  his  greatest  splendor.  Nunil>erless  mir- 
acles were  daily  wrought  there,  from  the  moment 
of  his  interment.  The  murderers  fled  in  terror, 
and  died  most  horrible  deaths.  Henry,  sur- 
rounded by  treason  and  treachery,  monnied  his 
crime,  and  went  in  penitential  garb  to  oflcr  expia- 
tion at  the  tomb  ot  the  saint.  The  miraculous 
victory  that  crowned  his  ann.s,  at  the  instant  he 
was  rising  from  his  penitential  prayers;  the 
wonders  that  continued  to  Ije  wrought  at  the 
martyr's  shrine ;  the  piety  that  for  ages  heaped  it 
with  rich  and  grateful  offerings,  until  it  attracted 
the  avaricious  eye  of  that  enemy  of  God  and  man, 
Henry  VIII,  whose  minion,  Cromwell,  burned  and 
scattered  to  the  winds  those  relics  which  shall 
shine  forever  in  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,  are  all 
well  attested  points  in  English  history. 

Tlie  name  of  Saint  Thomas  should  be  particu- 
larly dear  to  our  hearts.  He  was  in  a  special  man- 
ner "freedom's  champion."  He  shed  his  blood 
for  the  sacred  liberties  of  the  Church. 

And  now,  in  these  latter  days,  the  Church  for 
which  you  died,  O  great  "prelafe !  still  honors  and 
will  ever  continue  to  honor  you.  She  has  placed 
you  with  Stephen,  John  and  the  Holy  Innocent*, 
as  guards  around  the  Crib  of  Bethlehem.  Your 
place  in  the  bloody  arena  was  taken  at    the 
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eleventh  hour;  yet  you  arc  united  with  those  oT 
the  tirst  nge.  You  are  all  powerful  over  the  heart 
of  the  Divine  Brtl)e  who  is  born  in  these  days,  to 
become  the  king  of  martyrs.  May  we,  O  great 
Saint!  imitate  thy  love  of  the  Church,  and  thy 
devotion  to  the  Blessed  Jlother  of  God. 

Missionaries  of  Indiana.— 2(1,  Kev.  B.  M.  Petit. 

[ConclHdecl.] 

All  agree  in  saying  that  an  indefatigable  and 
burning  zeal  never  w.'is  seen  under  more  amiable 
and  graceful  form,  than  in  Kev.  Father  Petit.  We 
never  kr.ew  him;  but  after  repeatedly  visiting  l.iis 
admirable,  mother  and  brothers,  in  Rennes,  Ave 
readily  formed  an  idea  of  the  lovely  and  winning 
qualities  of  the  dear  departed  niissionary. 

lie  had  literally  become  a  sort  of  idol  among 
his  beloved  savages,  whose  frankness  and  child- 
like simplicity  deliglited  him.  In  writing  of  them, 
his  style  reveals  a  freshness  of  sentiment,  of  glad- 
ness and  love,  almost  without  parallel.  In  1838, 
he  writes  as  follows : 

"  Here  I  am  in  my  Indian  clmrch  of  Chichipe 
Outipe.  How  I  love  my  children,  and  delight  in 
being  among  them !  The  fervor  and  simi)Ucity 
that  reigns  among  them  is  most  touching  anci  ad- 
mirable. On  New  Year's  Eve,  I  was  asleep  on  my 
mat,  when  the  loud  report  of  musketry  made  me 
spring  up,  wide  awake  ;  it  is  easy  to  make  one's 
toilet  when  one  sleeps  on  a  mat.  I  ran  to  my  door, 
when  in  rushed  a  troop  of  Indians,  men,  women 
and  children,  who,  kneeling  around  me,  begged 
my  blessing  for  the  New  Year.  Then  with  happy 
smiles  they  all  came  forward  to  shake  hands.  It 
was  truly  a  family  festival. 

"Now  my  cherished  place  of  residence  is  in  my 
Indian  village ;  here  I  have  a  grand  habitation, 
built  of  entire  logs,  placed  one  above  the  other ; 
in  more  than  one  place,  we  can  see  daylight 
through  the  walls,  ily  flre-i)lace  is  large  enough 
to  contain  a  quarter  of  a  cord  of  wood.  I  have  no 
carpet,  and  the  boards  of  my  floor  are  so  slightly 
fastened,  that  they  yield  to  the  pressure  of  the 
foot,  like  the  keys  of  the  piano  to  the  musician's 
fingers." 

Again  be  writes :  "  The  nomadic  life  of  the  mis- 
sionaiTT  is  calculated  to  disengage  his  affections 
from  the  earth.  In  going  so  constantly  from  place 
to  place,  one  feels  that  life  is  but  a  passing  jour- 
ney. Never  before  did  I  feel  such  entire  liberty 
of  heart.  I  think  I  can  say  with  truth  that  I  de- 
sire to  die,  if  it  pleases  the  Lord,  without,  how- 
ever, exiJeriencing  any  of  the  fatigues  of  life.  It 
seems  to  me,  that  in  the  midst  of  these  labors,  my 
health  grows  stronger.  So  be  it,  perhaps  forty 
years  of  missionaiy  duties  and  then  Heaven  !  per- 
haps not  forty  days  and  then  Heaven !  It  matters 
but  little.  I  am  satisfied  with  either,  provided  I 
am  well  with  God." 

But  he  had  soon  the  sad  prospect  of  seeing  his 
Indian  mission  destroyed.  About  this  time  the 
authorities  at  Washington  City  were  making  ar- 
rangements to  transfer  the  Indians  of  Indiana  to 
the  other  side  of  the  Mississippi  River.  On  this 
occasion  he  writes : 

"If  my  poor  congregations  must  go  into  exile, 
I  shall  have  to  destroy  the  altar  and  church,  and 


take  the  cnems^fyom  their  graves,  in  order  that 
they  may  not  1)6"* desecrated  by  heretical  hands. 
What  will  these  Christian  souls  do,  in  the  far 
West,  without  the  aid  of  the  Sacraments  ?  I,  theit 
Father,  in  all  prol)ability  will  not  be  able  to  ac- 
company them,  although  I  shalj  do  all  in  my 
jjovver  not  to  abandon  them." 

^,  May  31st. 

"It  is  long  since  I  have  written  to  you,  but  du- 
ring the  Easter  times  the  poor  missionary  is  over- 
whelmed with  work  I  had  to  give  the  Paschal 
exercises  at  Bert  rand,  Michigan,  then  at  South 
Bend,  then  to  my  Indian  congregation  at  Chichipe 
Outipe,  twenty-five  miles  distant,  where  for  five 
weeks  I  heard  confessions  from  morning  until  night 
without  any  repose,  except  two  visits  to  the  sick, 
who  lived  forty  miles  apart.  From  Chichipe  I  had 
to  carry  the  consolations  of  religion  to  the  chief, 
Pokegan,  who  lived  at  a  distance  of  sixty  miles. 
Y^ou  may  perhaps  think  that  missionaries  are 
saints,  but  I  nmst  tell  you  that  during  all  that 
time  I  was  unable  to  pray  to  God  ;  for  as  soon  as 
the  confessions  were  finished,  and  my  breviary 
said,  I  fell  asleep  upon  my  mat.  My  sleep  at  least 
is  always  good  ;  calm,  gentle,  and  undisturbed  as 
an  infant's.  It  is  true,  and  this  thought  consoles 
me,  the  labor  and  fatigue  of  the  day  were  all  for  the 
glory  of  the  Good  Master,  to  whom  I  give  myself 
without  reserve.  May  He  accept  it  as  a  continual 
prayer :  it  is,  for  those  who  know  how  to  offer  it, 
a  continual  sacrifice.  Neverthelesss  there  are 
moments  when  the  heart  seems  ready  to  burst 
Avith  joy,  and  the  eyes  overflow  with  sweet  tears. 
Oh,  it  is  so  good  to  *"  A  thatpne  has  nothing  to 
do  in  the  w^"'  '  out  work  for  God  I  Thanks, 
thanks,  my  God !" 

About  this  time  the  Government  sent  oflacers 
to  arrange  for  the  departure  of  the  Indians. 
Father  Petit  writes ; 

■"One  morning  I  said  Mass,  and  immediately 
afterward  we  commenced  removing  all  the  orna- 
ments from  my  dear  little  church.  At  the  mo- 
ment of  my  departure  I  assembled  all  my  chil- 
ilren  to  speak  to  them  for  the  last  time.  I  wept, 
ana  my  auditors  sobbed  aloud — it  was  indeed  a 
heart-rending  sight,  and  over  our  dying  mission 
we  prayed  for  the  success  of  those  they  would 
establish  in  their  new  hunting  grounds.  We  then, 
with  one  voice,  sang — 

'O  Virgin,  we  place  our  confidence  in  thee!' 
It  was  often  interrupted  by  sobs,  and  but  few 
voices  were  able  to  finish- it.  I  then  left  them. 
Oh !  it  was  indeed  sad  for  a  missionarj'  to  see  a 
work  so  young  and  vigorous  expire  in  his  arms. 
Some  days  afterward  I  learned  that  the  Indians, 
notwithstanding  their  ijeaceablc  dispositions,  had 
been  surprised  and  made  prisoners  of  Avar :  under 
pretence  of  a  council,  they  Avere  all  reunited,  when 
the  military  force  secured  four  hundred.  The 
Government  sent,  at  the  same  time,  to  invite  me 
to  accompany  them  to  their  new  destination.  It 
seems  that  their  separation  from  their  pastor  was 
one  of  the  motiA'cs  which  prevented  the  Indians 
from  consenting  quietly  to  their  exile.  I  rejjlied 
that  I  could  take  no  steps  without  the  pennission 
of  my  Bishop." 
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The  vcnumble  Bb'hoi>  Brutfi  and  Iuh  zealous 
yonng  priest,  were  in  Logansport  for  the  purpoAo 
of  Pon.-H'cniting  a  church,  as  tlie  reninnnt  of  tlio 
PottowatoniicH  passed  tliere,  under  military  es- 
cort, on  their  way  to  exile.  They  were  deeply 
affected  by  the  melancholy  condition  of  the  poor 
natives  of  the  soil,  many  of  whom,  on  account  of 
the  hasto  with  which  they  were  liurried  away 
from  their  loved  homes,  at  the  i>oint  of  the  l)ayo- 
net,  had  sickened  and  die<l  before  they  reached 
Lognniaport ;  and  the  Hishop  consented  tohisdear 
younj;  ])rifst's  accompanying  the  emigrants,  on 
condition  that  he  would  return  as  soon  as  another 
missionary  could  be  foimd  to  replace  him. 

The  officers  gave  hini  a  cordial  welcome,  saying : 
"  You  have  more  power  here  than  we  have."  His 
presence  completely  changed  the  appearance  of 
the  exiles;  their  dusky  faces  lit  up  with  briglit 
smile.^  as  they  crowde<l  around  their  dear  Black- 
Gown,  to  receive  his  blessing ;  and  we  may  imag- 
ine the  joy  of  Father  Petit  when  he  was  again  able 
to  console  his  poor  Indians.  The  journey  was  long 
and  painful,  and  completely  undermined  his  feeble 
health.  We  give  extracts  from  his  own  account 
of  the  journey,  regretting  that  space  will  not  per- 
mit U8  to  insert  the  entire  letter  : 

"Os.vGE  RivEK,  November  13th,  '38. 

"  Mv  Lord  :  After  leaving  you  in  Logansport,  I 
started  for  South  Bend  to  pack  up  my  little  bag- 
gage. The  day  I  reached  the  town  I  consecrated 
part  of  the  evening  to  hearing  the  confessions  of 
some  sick  persona  Among  them  was  the  old 
mother  of  Blnch  Wolf,  one  of  the  chiefs.  The 
poor  creature  had  been  so  frightened  at  the  dis- 
charge of  musketry,  ordered  by  General  Tipton, 
when  he  made  prisoners  of  the  Indians  united  in 
council,  that  she  ran  to  the  woods,  where  she  hid 
herself  for  six  days,  without  having  any  nourish- 
ment during  all  that  time.  She  had  wounded  her 
foot,  and  could  not  walk.  Happily,  an  Indian 
who  was  looking  for  his  horses  found  the  poor 
fugitive,  and  placing  her  on  one  of  the  Iwrses 
brought  her  to  a  French  family  near  South  Bend, 
where  I  heard  her  confession." 

After  three  days'  hard  and  weary  traveling  he 
overt(X)k  the  emigrants.  We  shall  let  him  describe 
the  meeting : 

"  On  Sunday,  September  16th,  I  came  in  sight 
of  my  poor  Christians,  marching  in  a  line,  and 
guarded  on  both  sides  by  soldiers  who  hastened 
their  steps.  A  burning  sun  poured  its  lieams  upon 
them,  and  they  were  enveloped  in  a  thick  cloud 
of  du.st.  After  them  came  the  baggage-wagons, 
into  which  were  crowded  the  many  sick,  the 
•women  and  children  who  were  Ux)  feeble  to  walk. 

"They  camped  al)out  half  a  mile  from  Perrys- 
ville,  where  I  joined  them.  I  found  the  camp, 
such  as  you  saw  it,  my  Lord,  at  Logansport,  a  scene 
of  desolation ;  on  all  sides  were  the  sick  and  the 
dying.  Almost  all  the  bal>es,  exhausted  by  the 
lieat,  were  dead  or  dying.  I  baptized  several 
newly  born  happy  little  ones,  whose  first  step  was 
from  the  land  ot  exile  to  Heaven.     *     *     * 

"The  next  day.  Judge  Polk,  commander  of  the 
expedition,  presented  me  with  a  horse,  which  the 
Government  had  hired  of  an  Indian  for  my  use 


during  the  journey.  The  latter  at  the  same  time 
approached  and  said  to  mo,  *  Father,  mo  him  give 
to  you  ;  all  saddle  and  all  bridle  mo  you  give  too.' 
At  my  request  they  release<l  the  six  chiefs,  who 
had  up  to  this  time  been  treatcfl  as  prisoners  of 
war,  and  I  wa.s  gratified  to  see  them  enjoying  as 
much  liberty  as  the  rest  of  the  p<x)r  exiles.  *  ♦ 
*  Nejir  Danville  we  were  obliged  to  rest  for  two 
days,  and  this  aflbrded  me  the  consolation  of  say- 
ing Mass,  lx>th  mornings,  for  my  Christians.  I 
administered  the  last  rites  to  several,  and  baptized 
those  who  ha»l  come  into  the  world  since  we  left 
Perrysville.  Here  we  left  six  graves,  under  the 
shadow  of  the  Cross. 

"When  we  reached  Quincy  the  inhabitants  could 
not  help  expressing  their  Eurpri.se  at  the  marked 
contrast  between  our  modest  and  tranquil  Chris- 
tians, and  those  that  preceded  them.  ♦  ♦  •  A 
Catholic  lady,  acconmanied  by  a  Protestant  friend, 
visited  the  camp.  The  former,  as  a  sign  of  relig- 
ious fraternity,  made  the  sign  of  the  Cross.  Im- 
mediately the  Indian  women  pressed  around  her, 
with  smiling  faces,  and  wannly  shook  her  hand. 
The  Protestant  lady  also  attempteti  to  make  the 
sign  ;  but  the  practiced  eye  of  the  Indian  marked 
the  failure,  and  one  of  them,  who  knew  a  little 
English,  went  up  to  her  and  said  :  •  You  nothing;^ 
which  was  true." 

After  a  journey  of  two  months  the  Indians 
reached  tiieir  destination,  on  the  Osage  River. 
Thirty  had  died  on  the  way.  Here  Father  Petit 
had  the  consolation  of  finding  Father  HoCken 
waiting  for  the  exiles.  Fatigue  and  fever  had 
greatly  weakened  the  young  missionary,  and  for 
six  weeks  he  remained  in  a  state  of  great  suficring. 
His  only  comfort  was  a  rude  mat,  under  the 
shelter  of  a  tent ;  yet  he  had  the  most  attentive 
care  from  Father  Hofeken,  who  was  physician  as 
well  as  priest;  but  out  in  the  wilds  of  Missouri, 
in  those  days,  there  was  no  opportunity  of  pro- 
curing remedies  for  the  sick. 

The  first  of  January  he  thought  he  was  strong 
enough  to  return  to  his  Bishop.  The  following 
is  an  extract  from  the  last  letter  he  ever  wrote.  It 
was  to  Bishop  Brutf,  ilated  St.  Louis,  January 
13th  :  "After  a  journey  of  one  hundred  and  fifty 
miles,  on  horseback,  I  find  it  impossible  to  go  any 
farther.  Here  I  have  been  received  with  the  great- 
est kindness  by  the  Jesuits ;  and  under  their  un- 
ccAsing  care  and  attention,  I  hope  to  be  able  to 
take  the  steamljoat,  an<l  in  this  manner  reach  you." 

BLshop  Brute  entertained  the  hope  of  soon 
clasping  his  young  missionary  in  his  arms,  when, 
three  weeks  from  the  date  of  his  last  letter,  his 
heart  was  pierced  by  the  following,  from  the  liec- 
tor  of  the  Jesuits  of  St.  Louis :  "  Wluit  a  great 
loss  has  your  Diocese  sustained  in  Father  Petit ! 
He  arrived  here  on  the  15th,  reduced  to  a  mo^ 
pitiable  state  by  the  fever,  eleven  running  sores  on 
diflferent  parts  of  his  body,  his  person  covered 
with  the  tint  of  the  jaundice,  and  in  the  last  stage 
of  debility.  God  certainly  gave  him  strength 
which  his  Ixxly  did  not  possess,  in  order  to  reach 
St.  Louis,  and  finish  his  days  in  the  midst  of  his 
confreres,  and  give  as  the  luippincss  of  being  edi- 
fied by  his  virtues.    Oh !  what  patience,  rcsigna- 
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tion  and  lively  gratitude  toward  those  who  waited 
on  him '  But  above  all,  what  tender  devotion  tor 
the  Mother  of  the  Saviour !  The  eve  of  the  Pu- 
rification he  begged  permission  to  celebrate  the 
Holy  Mass  in  honor  of  this  good  Mother,  who 
had  protected  him  from  his  tenderest  years ;  his 
desire  was  so  great  that,  notwithstanding  his  ex- 
treme weakness,  I  granted  his  request,  and  had 
an  altar  placed  in  the  adjoining  room,  where  he 
said  his  last  Mass  ^    ^  „ 

"  On  the  night  of  the  10th,  they  came  to  tell 
me  that  he  was  near  hid  end.  As  I  entered  he 
raised  his  head,  and  inclined  it,  saluting  me  with 
a  smile  upon  his  dying  lips.  I  asked  him  if  lie 
suffered  much.-  He  answered,  by  casting  an  ex- 
pressive glance  at  the  crucifix.  "  You  wish  to  say,'| 
I  replied,  "  that  He  suffered  much  more  for  you." 
"  Oh  yes,"  he  answered.  I  placed  the  crucifix  on 
his  lips,  and  he  kissed  it  twice  with  great  tender- 
ness ;  during  his  agony,  we.recited  the  prayers  for 
the  dying,  which  he  followed,  his  eyes  constantly 
fixed  upon  us.  He  sweetly  expired  about  mid- 
night, aged  twenty-seven  years  and  ten  months." 

In  1856  we  went  to  St.  Louis,  and  by  leave  of 
the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop,  and  the  kind  assist- 
ance of  our  Avorthy  and  most  dear  friend.  Rev. 
Father  De  Smet,  succeeded  in  finding  the  spot 
where  our  lamented  missionary  had  been  buried, 
and  the  dear  remains  were  carefully  disinterred 
and  brought  to  Notre  Dame  to  rest  l)y  the  side 
of  his  saintly  i^redecessor.  No  earthly  treasure 
could  inspire  us  with  as  much  complacency  and 
confidence  as  this.  We  consider  these  two  pre- 
cious mortal  remains  a  double  source  of  blessings 
for  the  ground  they  sanctify.*  It  does  us  good 
to  kneel  between  those  two  revered  tombs,  so 
eloquent  in  their  silence.  May  they  remain  un- 
disturbed and  honored  till  the  day  when,  reunited 
to  their  immortal  souls,  they  will  be  admitted  to 
share  their  unfading  gloiy.  We  feel  very  little 
inclined  at  any  time  to  pray  for  them,  but  we  love 
to  recommend  ourself  to  their  intercession.  Be- 
tween them  reposes,  also,  the  Rev.  Francis  Cointet, 
who  zealously  labored  here  during  eleven  years, 
and  whose  memory  is  equally  as  edifying  as  the 
two  we  have  mentioned ;  but  he  was  one  ofour  own 
family,  and  it  is  not  our  privilege  to  praise  him. 

*As  Bishop  Baylcy  remarks  in  his  memoirs  of  Dr.  Brute,  it 
eeems  to  be  an  authentic  fact  that  the  saintly  Bishop  of  Vin- 
cennes  had  intimated  that  this  spot  of  Notre  Dame  might 
become  something  for  religion. 

«•» : 

Saint  Vincent  of  Paul,  was  once  in  his  room, 
when  the  porter  announced  to  him  that  there  was 
a  countryman  below,  who  called  himself  his 
nephew,  and  desired  to  speak  with  him.  Nature 
suffered  a  little  at  this  moment.  Vincent  at  first 
begged  one  of  his  companions  to  go  and  receive 
this  relative;  but  he  overcame  himself  on  the 
spot ;  he  even  went  into  the  street  where  his 
nephew  had  remained ;  embraced  him  affection- 
ately, took  him  by  the  hand,  and  having  in- 
troduced him  into  the  house,  called  all  his 
priests  and  told  them  that  he  was  the  best  man  of 
his  family.  He  did  still  more :  he  presented  this 
poor  relative  to  all  the  respectable  persons  who 
came  to  visit  him. Ave  Maria  Almanac. 


LEGENDS  or  THE  BLESSED  VIEGIN. 

No.  12— The  Original  Stain. 

At  first  every  thing  went  on  well.  Ulysses 
brought  into  the  business  a  new  activity.  Oci- 
mon,  rich  and  weai'y  for  many  years,  had  relaxed 
his  former  ardor.  His  house,  solidly  established, 
sustained  itself  without  any  effort.  He  had  striven 
no  longer  to  aggrandize  it. 

Now,  such  is  the  nature  of  commerce  that  pros- 
perity is  never  stationaiy.  Without  unceasing 
labor  for  its  increase  it  diminishes.  Competition 
follows  you,  ])rompt  to  profit  by  your  ignorance 
and  by  your  faults,  and  eager  to  supplant  you. 
Moreover,  by  a  natural  propensity,  man  is  prone 
to  change  and  to  novelty.  So  soon  as  he  is  not 
satisfied,  he  goes  away.  Ocimon  did  not  acknowl- 
edge it ;  he  did  not  believe  it ;  but  his  custom  had 
much  decreased.  It  did  not  matter  to  him.  He 
had  need  of  no  one.  He  only  worked  for  his  own 
amusement,  and  thought  himself  very  industrious 
to  bear  the  yoke  at  all. 

To  this  first  cause  of  his  decline  were  added 
many  others.  Formerly  his  warehouses  had  been 
the  best  furnished  in  the  city.  Although  he  might 
desire  it,  the  purchaser,  once  entered,  had  no  cause 
to  leave  unsatisfied.  But  latterly,  the  assortments 
often  remained  incomplete.  The  clioice  was  re- 
stricted; some  kinds  of  goods  were  altogether 
wanting.  Formerly,  those  which  were  found  im- 
jjerfect  or  damaged  were  sold  off  first,  almost  with- 
out loss.  At  present,  they  were  allowed  to  accu- 
mulate and  spoil.  As  long  as  he  superintended  the 
sale  in  person,  his  presence  stimulated  the  zeal  of 
his  slaves.  They  dreaded  his  frown,  and  he 
frowned  whenever  any  of  them  did  not  succeed  in 
selling  whatever  a  customer  was  in  quest  of 

From  the  day  when  he  left  the  supervision  to 
his  steward,  and  when  the  master's  eye  no  longer 
marked  what  was  going  on,  each  one  felt  himself 
at  liberty.  The  slaves,  no  longer  excited  to  action, 
remained  lukewann.  The  sales  languished.  The 
throng  left  by  degrees,  and  sought  houses  where 
anxiety  was  manifested  to  satisfy  them.  They 
would  rather  take  inferior  merchandise,  if  it  Were 
accompanied  by  flattering  speeches,  and  each  day 
robbed  Ocimon  of  some  one  of  his  customers. 

Ulysses  introduced  new  elements  of  success :  a 
great  love  of  lucre,  the  spirit  of  order  and  econ- 
omy, and  the  perspicuity  of  a  youthful  maturity. 
He  animated  all  with  his  ardor,  attended  to  every 
thing,  and  breathed  everywhere  what  his  father- 
in-law  called  the  sacred  fire  of  commerce.  The 
result  was  not  unworthy  of  his  efforts.  The  cus- 
tomers, who  were  wavering  and  hesitating  to 
choose  another  store,  remained  constant.  Many 
came  back  who  had  already  abandoned  the  house. 
The  novelty  attracted  others,  and  in  a  few  months 
Ulysses  recovered  all  the  prosperity  that  his  father- 
in-law  had  in  his  best  days.  He  did  not  neglect 
exterior  work  for  the  warehouse.  He  directed 
with  intelligent  prudence  his  vessels  to  the  most 
profitable  markets.  He  disencumbered,  by  this 
means,  his  stores  from  all  the  unsaleable  merchan- 
dise that  filled  them.  He  gave  his  caf)tain8  de. 
tailed  and  precise  instructions,  foreseeing  all  tha^ 
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could  happen,  and  tracing  tlicir  voyage  in  ad- 
vuuco.  Tla-  proflt-s  Ix-giin  to  come  in  n»pi»lly,  and 
Ocituon  showed  them  with  a  triianphunt  air  to  tlic 
father  of  Ulysses. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "what  haflljecome  of  your  sin- 
ister predictions?  Will  not  your  son  double  his 
fortune  r" 

"  Providence  uses  us  gently  at  the  1)eginning, 
that  the  chastisement  may  take  us  by  surprise, 
and  Ix"  more  severe." 

"  What  a  man  !" 

"  I  tell  you  that  misfortune  will  overtake  him, 
and  come  ujion  him  suddenly,  when  he  least 
dreams  of  it.  Justice  must  be  satisfied;  and  since 
it  is  not  exercised  ui)on  us,  it  will  fall  upon  our 
children." 

"It  would  not  be  justice  then.  For  if  your  son 
is  stmight forward  and  honest,  he  ought  not  to 
suffer  the  puni.shment  of  your  sins." 

"lie  is  marked  with  an  original  stain.  God 
■will  pardon  him,  i)crliaps,  when  it  shall  be  effaced; 
but  it  will  be  washed  out,  I  assure  you  agiiin. 

"  I  predict  nothing,  niy.self.  I  simply  say  that 
he  is  intelligent  and  active,  that  he  is  right  to 
turn  his  attention  to  business,  and  that  he  will 
succeed." 

In  proportion  to  his  success,  the  desire  of  pos- 
sessing more  increa-sed  in  the  heart  of  Ulysses. 
He  resolved  to  visit  in  person  the  distant  ports  to 
which  the  winds  of  heaven  wafted  the  sails  of  his 
merchantmen,  to  make,  if  ix).ssiljle  more,  advanta- 
geous contracts. 

In  vain  his  father  sought  to  dis.suade  him  from 
this  undertaking,  protesting  vehemently  that  the 
voyage  would  be  his  ruin.  Ulys.scs  had  so  long 
been  used  to  his  gloomy  moods  that  his  forelxKlings 
on  the  present  occasion  produced  no  effect  upon 
his  heart,  that,  in  its  best  dispositions,  possessed 
but  little  affection  save  for  gold. 

A  sudden  change  in  the  commerce  of  the  city, 
which  pres.sed  heavily  upon  his  houses,  determined 
him  to  start  without  further  delay. 

The  first  days  of  the  voyage  were  most  auspi- 
cious. The  winds  from  the  deserts  of  Arabia 
swelled  the  sails,  and  the  ve.<<sel  passed  like  a  binl 
over  the  glassy  sea.  The  Egyptian  shores  had 
long  since  disappeared  in  the  distant  hori/on. 

Ulys-ses  thought  neither  of  his  wife  nor  his 
country ;  the  interests  of  commerce  alone  occupied 
his  soul,  and  he  det<'rmined  to  spare  no  means 
not  only  to  re-establish  his  houses,  but  even  to 
double  his  profits  His  merchandise  he  would 
himself  exchange  for  the  fniits,  ivory,  and  gold- 
dust  of  Africa;  and  from  the  ignorance  ot  the 
half-civilized  nations  Avitli  whom  he  would  deal 
he  resolved  to  realize  inunense  profits. 

The  second  week  a  change  came  over  the  here- 
tofore auspicious  weather ;  to  the  favorable  breeze 
8uccee<led  a  dead  «dm.  In  vain  the  sailors  spread 
the  sails;  their  vessel  rested  idly  on  the  waters, 
in  the  midst  of  an  immobile  and  dead  sea. 

The  next  day,  and  the  following  one,  not  a 
breath  of  wind.  The  sun  rose  and  set  in  the  blue, 
cloudless  sky ;  and  all  around  was  quiet  and  silent 
as  "a  paintetl  ship,  ujwn  a  painted  ocean." 

Vainly  did  Ulysses  question  the  sailors  one  after 


the  other ;  not  one  could  point  out  a  remedy  for 
this  dead  calm.  The  old  tars  8luK)k  their  heada, 
and  their  replies  presaged  no  good. 

They  must  wait  for  the  wind.  Twenty  times  a 
day  Ulys-ses  in  his  imiwtience  cursed  the  sea,  that 
had  thrown  such  obstacles  in  the  way  of  his  designs. 

Their  provisions  were  almost  fxjn.sumed,  and  the 
young  merchant  was  silently  calculating  the  addi- 
tional expenses  of  this  unlucky  calm,  which  he 
had  not  foreseen.  He  impatiently  counted  the 
lost  days,  and  wished,  even  at  the  expense  of  life, 
to  escape  from  this  expensive  inaction. 

Heaven,  as  if  imi)ortuned  by  the  obstinacy  of 
his  desires,  heard  them.  The  sky  lo.st  its  bril- 
liancy, and  without  the  appearance  of  the  slight- 
est cloud,  the  deep  blue  hnnament  changed  to  a 
dull  li-aden  hue.  The  waves  still  seemed  to. sleep, 
but  from  the  mighty  deej),  heavy  sullen  sounds 
like  submarine  timnder  arose,  and  those  plants 
which  only  grow  uixm  the  slimy  rocks  in  the 
|j<»ttom  of  th(!  sea,  arose  to  the  surface  with  shells 
and  bubbles  of  foam. 

The  sailors,  idly  lounging  on  the  deck,  now 
arose,  and  in  silence  anxiously  regarded  the  hori- 
zon ;  occasionally  the  most  lawless  exchanged 
with  one  another  terrible  jests,  and  their  laughter 
resembled  the  "  gnashing  of  teeth."  Nevertheless 
the  day  clo.sed  peacefully. 

But  scarcely  had  the  sun  disapix-ared  when  the 
sea  became  agitated,  and  mountains  of  vapor 
arose  slowly  to  the  heavens;  the  horizon  was 
girdled  with  a  broad  band  of  scarli-t,  which  re- 
mained until  the  middle  of  the  night.  At  day- 
break a  l)risk  breeze  sprung  up,  which  drove  the 
vessel  to  the  north,  and  Ulys-st-s,  who.sc  fears  of  a 
tempest  were  excited,  gave  orders  to  steer  tbr  the 
nearest  land. 

The  next  <lay  they  cast  anchor  at  the  extremity 
of  Peloponnesus.  The  sjune  night  the  storm  burst 
forth  and  lasted  several  days.  He  congratulated 
himself  u])on  having  escaped  it,  and  this  thought 
consoled  him  for  the  new  delay. 

The  tempest  brought  adverse  winds,  and  again 
was  Ulysses  obliged  to  rest  inactive.  He  tried  to 
sell  his  merchaiulise,  but  the  merchants  were 
already  well  provided,  and  to  his  great  chagrin 
he  found  no  opportuuinity  to  make  an  advan- 
tageous trade. 

Nevertheless  the  summer  was  fast  passing  away. 
Ulysses  sighed  heavily  to  see  the  weeks  gliding 
])ast  without  the  slightest  prosix-ct  of  a  favorable 
change. 

His  impatience  finally  caused  him  to  put  to  sea 
before  the  winds  had  Ijecome  favorable.  His  ves- 
sels sailed  from  the  port,  and  plunged  into  the 
Illyrian  Gulf 

Time  and  again,  when  he  touched  at  different 
ports  to  obtain  provisions  and  fre.sh  water,  he  im- 
mediately hastened  to  the  markets ;  but  neither 
in  the  Ionian  Isles,  nor  on  the  coast  of  Achaia, 
could  he  disjKise  of  his  merciiaudise,  on  the 
advantageous  terms  he  desired. 

The  wearied  sailors  failed  not  to  make  sport  of 
him,  among  themselves. 

"Will  he  not  soon  get  tired  of  sailing  around 
in  this  style?     It  seems  to  me  we  could  be  better 
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employed  than  in  promenading  in  this  way  from 
port  to  port." 

"Keep  your  patience,  my  son.  We  have  only 
commenced  our  Odyssey.  We  must  expect  to  see 
a  great  n)any  men  and  a  great  many  cities  before 
Ulysses  brings  us  to  the  port  of  Ithaca." 

"  If  we  are  seeking  the  shores  of  Ithaca,  we  may 
touch  them  perhaps  much  sooner  than  we  wish." 

"  So  much  the  better.  Keep  up  your  courage, 
companion  of  the  brave  Ulysses ;  dream  of  gloiy 
and  forget  your  labors." 

Ulysses  could  not  shield  himself  from  these 
jokes,  and  sometimes  he  would  even  unbend  his 
brow  at  the  laughter  of  the  sailors.  But  as  soon 
as  he  remembered  his  affairs  and  the  heavy  respon- 
sibility he  had  assumed,  he  resumed  his  sad  and 
somber  appearance. 

Finally,  after  traversing  the  Ionian  Sea  and 
touching  on  the  shores  of  southern  Italy,  he  reached 
the  coast  of  Spain.  Here  at  length  fortune  seemed 
to  favor  him,  and  he  exchanged  the  cargoes  of  his 
two  ves.sels  for  other  merchandise  from  which  he 
hoped  to  realize  innncnse  profits. 

When  all  was  reloaded,  he  prepared  himself  to 
return  to  Egypt  before  the  commencement  of  the 
equinoctial  storms. 

In  the  Mediterranean,  near  the  Carthaginian 
coast,  is  a  desert  island,  to  which  the  ancients 
gave  the  name  of  Syrta.  The  Greeks  believed  it 
had  been  formed  by  the  tide  which  had  ebbed, 
according  to  its  caprice,  until  of  the  washings  from 
the  shore  it  had  raised  tliis  isle,  which  it  then  left 
undisturbed,  as  a  wearied  child  leaves  its  toy. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  it  is  certain  that  the  sea  had 
long  since  forgotten  it,  as  a  plaything.  And,  in- 
deed, formed  as  it  was  of  sand,  its  coast  bristling 
with  gigantic  rocks,  it  seemed  more  like  the  for- 
mation of  some  submarine  volcano  than  the  al- 
luvium of  the  waves. 

On  the  side  looking  toward  the  sea,  the  rocks 
were  piled  one  on  another,  like  a  mighty  fortress. 
The  side  facing  the  African  shore  resembled  a  long 
chain  of  sand  banks.  It  was  only  accessible  by  a 
narrow  road,  or  .sheltered  creek,  worn  in  the  sand. 

On  the  highest  point  of  these  rocks  an  old  man 
was  standing,  attentively  regarding  two  vessels, 
that  seemed  making  their  way  toward  the  island. 

After  a  moment  of  astonishment,  (for  naviga- 
tors always  avoided  that  island ;  since  he  dwelt 
upon  it,  no  vessel  had  ever  approached  it,)  he 
seemed  to  pity  their  embarra.ssment,  and,  raising 
on  the  Ijranch  of  a  tree  his  hat,  made  of  woven 
reeds,  he  designated  to  them,  by  the  aid  of  this 
signal,  the  course  they  should  take. 

Ulysses  sent  some  sailors  on  shore.  Theoldman 
spoke  to  them  in  Greek,  and  told  them  that  he 
alone  dwelt  uj)on  the  island.  A  few  trees  grew 
upon  it,  of  which  they  could  make  use  to  refit 
their  vessel,  that  seemed  shattered  by  the  voyage ; 
and  they  could  also  procure,  from  its  pure  springs, 
fresh  water  in  abundance. 

While  the  sailors  were  engaged  in  transporting 
the  wood  and  water,  the  old  man  invited  LTlysses 
to  land  and  accept  the  hospitality  of  his  grotto, — 
to  which  he  conducted  him,  along  a  mossy  path 
that  wound  along  among  the  rocks  until  it  termi- 


nated in  a  little  sheltered  and  well  cultivated  ra- 
vine. The  rocks  surrounded  it  like  an  amphithea- 
ter, to  the  hight  of  more  than  a  hundred  feet  above 
the  level  of  the  sea,  defending  it  against  the  dry 
southren  winds,  and  the  cold  l)reath  of  the  north. 

The  soil  of  this  little  ravine,  formed  by  the 
decaying  moss  and  the  dust  that  fell,  grain  by 
grain,  from  the  rocks,  under  the  influence  of  the 
rain  of  years,  was  covered  with  the  most  luxuri- 
ant vegetation.  The,  lotus  and  wild  vegetables 
grew  there  in  abundance. 

A  sti'eam  of  running  water  fell  from  the  rocks, 
into  a  little  basin  made  by  the  hand  of  man,  and 
then  its  limpid  transjiarent  waters  were  con- 
ducted by  a  little  canal  among  the  herbs  and 
trees  which  they  watered,  then  with  many  copious 
windings  fell  into  the  sea. 

A  flock  of  aquatic  birds, — the  familiar  guests 
of  this  ravine, — frightened  at  the  appearance  of 
Ulysses,  flew  around  him,  uttering  loud  cries,  and 
then  sought  a  refuge  of  safety  on  the  summit  of 
the  rocks. 

"  Fear  not,  my  little  friends,"  said  the  old  man 
to  them,  in  a  gentle  voice.  "  Come  back,  and  be 
at  peace ;  no  one  will  harm  you." 

Then,  turning  toward  Ulysses,  he  said : 

"  These  are  my  companions,  and  my  nurses.  Sol- 
itude is  sad,  and  it  is  painful  to  be  alone  with 
lifeless  ol>jects.  It  is  an  amusement,  even,  to  cul- 
tivate the  earth ;  but  my  isolation  has  been  less 
painful  since  I  have  been  surrounded  by  my  birds ! 
I  play  with  them,  talk  to  them,  and  they  under- 
stand me,  obey  my  voice,  and  love  me ;  so  now  I 
am  no  longer  alone." 

"  You  have  succeeded  in  taming  them  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  often  remarked  them  flying  around  the 
rocks.  I  was  then  young  and  active,  and  easily 
scaled  their  bights,  where  I  found  the  crevices 
filled  with  eggs  and  young  birds.  I  took  the 
strongest  and  reared  them.  At  present  they  never 
leave  this  ravine  and  they  eat  from  my  hand." 

"  Have  you  not  been  able  to  raise  any  other 
animals  V" 

"  This  island  produces  no  others.  Except  little 
serpents,  which  I  had  great  difficulty  in  expelling 
from  my  ravine,  there  are  no  other  living  things 
around  me.  But  enter  my  grotto,  I  beseech  you, 
and  if  you  do  not  disdain  the  wild  food  which 
my  soil  produces,  I  shall  be  most  happy  to  offer 
you  a  collation."  (To  be  continued.) 
— «» 

From  the  Rosier  de  Marie,  we  translate  the  fol- 
lowing edifying  anecdote  of  Mgr.  De  Me  rode,  the 
late  Minister  of  Military  Affairs,  in  Rome.  On 
his  appointment  as  minister,  he  was  particularly 
interested  in  the  reorganization  of  the  Military 
Hospitals.  On^  day  the  Pope,  on  visiting  a  new- 
ly opened  hospital,  remarked :  "  What  a  pity  this 
building  does  not  belong  to  us."  (It  had  been 
merely  leased  for  its  present  purpose.)  "Holy 
Father,"  said  the  zealous  and  generous  JMinister, 
bending  his  knee  and  presenting  a  parchment, 
"  be  pleased  to  accept  from  your  faithful  servant, 
this  deed  in  fee  simple  for  it."  A  few  days  before 
he  had  fallen  heir  to  the  sum  of  ten  thousand  dol- 
lars, with  which  he  had  purchased  the  building, 
which  he  then  presented  to  His  Holiness. 
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Weekly  Ohronicle. 

.1  TjftUrfrom  the  ProteMitnt  Brother  Ignntim. 

Wi*  h.'ive  on  other  occasions  spoken  of  the  ac- 
tive, and  souK'wIint  anuniiij;  oU'DrtH,  <»f  the  Epis- 
copalinn  IJrother,  Ignutiiis,  to  estuhltsh  Heliprious 
Orders  in  the  Church  of  Enjjhuid.  He  is  evi<h.'iit- 
ly  deeply  in  earnest  and  a  man  of  superior  abili- 
ties, and  we  cannot  hut  resiK-ct  his  untiring  jK'r- 
severancc ;  we  trust,  in  the  end,  tliat  he  and  his 
britfherv  in  rdlyiun  will  he  rewarded  with  the 
gift  of  faith.  Yet  we  cannot  hut  marvel  and  smfle 
at  his  delusion  in  thinking  true  monks  can  ex- 
ist in  the  piercing  cold  air  of  Protestantism  !  As 
well  might  we  believe  that  roses  were  blooming 
the  year  round  at  the  North  Pole.  We  give  the 
following  extracts  tVom  a  lengthy  letter  from  him, 
published  in  our  late  files  of  English  papers: 

"Mast  persons  regard  monasticism  as  an  anach- 
ronism nowadays,  simply  because  they  do  not 
stop  to  inquire  wliat  it  really  is.  Their  minds  and 
memories  are  full  of  al)surd  stories  resix-cting  the 
Plonks  of  the  middle  ages,  immensely  exaggerated 
accounts  of  the  corruptions  in  our  English  monas- 
teries; while  the  innumerable  benefits  conferred 
by  the  raonji-steries  of  England  upon  tlic  kingdom 
at  large,  are  devoutly  kept  in  the  background. 
Consequently,  unless  a  person  is  impertinent 
enough  to  search  into  the  truth  and  real  facts  in 
this  case,  he  must  fall  in  with  the  erroneous  and 
popular  ijelief  respecting  the  Monks  and  Nuns  of 
the  English  Church  prior  to  the  dissolution  under 
Heniy  VIII. 

"  Mcmasticism  is  simply  a  state  of  life  in  which 
a  Christian  man  voluntarily  dedicsites  himself  to 
the  service  of  God,  to  prayer,  self-denial,  and  works 
of  charity,  at  the  same  time  renouncing  all  world- 
ly ties  and  pleasures,  in  order  to  render  this  ded- 
ication more  complete. 

"A  Monk  is  simply  a  person  who  can  in  a  most 
literal  sense  adopt  the  apostolic  profession,  and 
say  to  Christ,  '  Behold  we  have  left  all  and  fol- 
lowed Thee.' 

"  No  part  of  the  Christian  Church  has  been 
without  these  communities  of  devoted  persons, 
from  the  earliest  Christian  times.  In  England, 
the  Catholic  Church  has  now  a  great  many  mon- 
asteries and  convents,  and  by  tliis  means  she  is 
making  great  way  among  the  people  and  winning 
many  hearts.  I  my.self  have  visited  many  relig- 
ious houses  of  the  Catholic  ChuYch  iu  England, 
and  can  testify  to  their  great  utility. 

"  But  the  Church  of  England  is  l>ehindhand  in 
this  respect.  Ih'r  parochial  system  is  prove.d,  by 
an  experience  of  300  years,  to  be  a  dead  failure  ; 
every  one  is  beginning  to  confess  it.  A  great  stir 
is  being  made  al)out  establishing  collegiate  housc*s 
in  our  large  towns,  about  the  utilization  of  our 
cathedrals,  and  the  residence  of  our  CHthcilral 
clergy  for  Chun-h  work.  Anxious  thoughts  are 
rising  one  upon  another  in  earnest  Christian  hearts, 
how  are  we  to  reach  the  ma.sses  of  our  home  hea- 
then iKipulaticmV  It  is  no  use  <ii.sguising  the  fact 
— the  mas.ses  of  our  pco])le  in  this  ninetwnth  cen- 
tury are  worse  off  than  they  were  in  the  'dark 
ages.'    They  are  unreached  by  the  Church's  voice 


or  influence ;  Je^nn  w  tinknown  to  them.  They 
are  literally  heathen,  Uirn  and  bred  in  «mnd  of 
parish  church  l>clls.  We  must  restore  our  monas- 
tic life;  in  plain  English,  the  Mtmks  are  wanted 
in  England,  and  in  England's  Church,  and  we 
must  have  them,  as  a  powerful  appendage  to  the 
pann-hial  system,  or  our  English  heathen  must 
]   remain  heathen  still 

I       "Lastly, — We   are   anxious  to  rcrtore  an  old 
ruined  mcmaster}' to  its  original  puq)o«'S.    Would 
!   any  gentleman  who  owns  such  a  thing  kindly 
I  give  it  to  me?     By  my  late  cousin  Lyne  Stephen's 
I   will  I  am  to  have  .some  few  thousands  of  ]x)UQds 
j   myself     I  would  give  every  penny  toward  the 
building   up  of  an   old    desc-crated    monaster}'. 
I    Perhaps  some  rich  people  wouhl  help  us.  I  would 
send  .some  monks  at  once  to  live  in  the  ruins,  and 
i   begin  mission  work  in  the  neighborhood,  if  any 
,   one  would  give  us  an  old  niin,  which  at  present 
I   is  no  good  to  them  or  any  one  elst\  Init  which  is 
j   an  eyesijre  to  Je.sus  ChrLst  and  many  of  His  faith- 
ful people.    I  can  almost  fancy  some  of  the  3Ionks 
rising  up  to  encourage  us    as    we  take    up  our 
abode   in   their   long   desecrated   and    desolated 
home.     There  is  nnich  romance,  as  well  as  practi- 
cal reality  and  loudly  called  for  u.sefulness  in  all 
this  idea. 

"  I  should  very  much  like  to  have  Bolton  Ab- 
bey, or  Fountains,  or  Yirkstall  in  Yorkshire,  to 
restore  as  missionarj-  centers  and  retreats  for  the 
north,  or  Elantoney  Abbey,  in  Monmouthshire, 
Wales,  to  stir  up  the  sleepy  Church  there  to  zeal 
and  energy  and  love.  Or  Vale  Crucis  Abbej', 
near  C'hester,  or  Furncss  in  Lancashire,  or  Tin- 
tern-on-the-Wye,  or  Foret  Abbey  (now  a  secular 
house),  not  ruined,  near  Chanl,  in  Dorsetshire. 
Saint  Alban's  Benedictine  Al)bey,  near  London, 
would  be  a  glorious  place  to  give  back  to  the 
rightful  owners,  the  Monks  from  whom  it  was 
stolen  by  Henry  VIII,  after  he  had  murdered  so 
j^  many  ladies  allied  to  his  most  serene  and  relig- 
I  ious  self.  As  for  Westminster  Abbey,  at  present 
!  I  am  almost  afraid  we  cjinnot  ol)tain  that ;  but 
the  good  Dean  and  Canons  might  perhaps  by  a 
I  little  judicious  management,  be  prevailed  upon 
to  turn  Monks,  and  then  the  Ablx?y  would  tell  a 
great  deal  more  than  it  dt)e8  at  present  upon  the 
heathen  masses  around  ;  for  so  few  of  the  rev- 
erend gentlemen  are  resident  at  once  now-a-<lays; 
and  even  the  Dean  (whom  of  course  the  Chapter 
would  elect  Ablwit)  is  otten  away,  or  out  at  a 
dinner-jiarty,  etc.  Sion  House  might  be  restored 
to  the  Bridgetine  Nuns,  and  the  wives  of  the 
Deans  an<l  Canons  might  retire  there  for  charit- 
able and  devotional  purpo.<ies,  after  .selling  their 
wardrobes  to  defray  the  expensi-s  of  carting  away 
the  images  of  sinners  from  the  aisles  of  Westmin- 
ster Abbey,  and  making  it  a  little  less  like  a 
statuary's  work-shop. 

BoN  Mot. — A  gentlenmn,  acccustome*!  to  swear- 
ing, having  once  said  before  many  other  ))ersons 
that  he  wished  the  devil  had  him.  Saint  Vincent 
de  Paul  kindly  cmbraatl  him,  and  said  with  a 
smile:  "And  I,  sir,  will  keep  you  for  God;  it 
were  a  pity  His  enemy  should  have  you." — Ate 
Maria's  AltiMnap. 
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OHILDEEU'S  DEPAETMENT. 


Ave  Maria. 

Fair  messenger  of  light !  sweet  guest 

Unto  my  humble  dwelling; 
It  gives  my  heart  consoling  rest, 

All  gloomy  thoughts  dispelling. 
It  comes  to  me  from  Notre  Dame 

With  news  all  fresh  and  airy, 
And  tidings  of  my  Mother's  fame, — 

The  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 
That  Virgin  Queen  who  sits  on  high, 

The  pride  of  all  creation  ; 
Who  once  brought  forth  the  world's  true  Joy, 

And  Heaven's  Admiration, 
The  Bless'd  Redeemer  of  mankind. 

In  a  stable  lone  and  dreary. 
He  must  indeed  be  verj'  blind. 

Who  does  not  honor  Mary. 
That  Heavenly  Prince  of  Peace  she  bore 

At  Gabriel's  salutation. 
Our  fallen  race  to  save,  restore. 

And  gain  for  us  Salvation. 
On  the  tinal  Judgment  Day, 

When  none  can  say  contrary, 
I  pity  him  who's  gone  astray 

From  that  sweet  Virgin  Mary. 


Saint  Thomas  of  Canterbury  and  his  Jewel. 

It  was  Sunday  evening.  Twelve  young  stu- 
dents Avere  seated,  care-free  and  joyful,  around  a 
well-served  table,  each  one  amusing  himself  after 
his  own  fashion,  though  in  all  jjropriety.  Sud- 
denly one  of  them,  in  a  mysterious  tone,  an- 
nounced that  he  had  conceived  a  project  for 
which  he  asked  the  concurrence  of  the  company. 
Not  one  refused.     Then  he  said  : 

"  Let  us  return  hither  this  day  week,  and  we 
will  tell  stories,  and  sing  meri*y  songs ;  but  es- 
pecially each  of  lis  must  bring  some  jewel  or 
trinket  from  his  betrothed,  and  he  who  brings 
the  least  lieautiful  shall  pay  for  the  supper  of  the 
whole  party." 

All  applauded  this  singular  proposition. 

Among  these  students  w'as  one  whose  thoughts 
had  never  dwelt  on  any  daughter  of  Eve.  His 
young  heart  was  absorbed  in  love  for  a  Virgin 
whom  he  served  in  j)ublic  or  in  private :  this 
Virgin  was  none  other  than  Mary.  After  his 
companions  had  left  him,  this  good  young  man, 
who  had  no  betrothed,  as  they  had,  seated  him- 
self upon  the  tender  gi-ass,  and  with  folded  hands, 
thought  to  himself:  "Fool  that  I  was,  so  lightly 
to  have  made  a  promise  Avhich  will  cost  me  so 
dear !  The  whole  cost  will  fall  to  me,  and  I  must 
spend  in  one  day  my  whole  year's  income  ?"  He 
commenced  to  weep  bitterly ;  for  he  was  not  rich, 
and  the  loss  which  he  feared  would  be  a  real  mis- 
fortune to  him.  During  the  whole  week  he  wor- 
ried himself  in  endeavoring  to  hit  upon  some 
plan  of  escape,  but  in  vain !  and  already  it  was 
Saturday,  and  then  would  come  Sunday.  What 
was  he  to  do  ?  Finally,  in  his  secret  desolation, 
he    entered    a  church,   and  there  heard  Mass. 


When  the  crowd  had  passed  out,  he  approached 
the  altar  of  the  Virgin,  to  confide  his  trouble  to 
her  and  to  beseech  her  aid  and  assistance. 

On  his  knees,  profoundly  absorbed  in  prayer, 
he  reminded  her  with  what  fidelity  he  had  served 
her  from  his  infancy,  without  ever  having  wished 
to  love  any  other  woman  than  her,  up<m  earth. 
In  fine,  he  asked  of  her  a  jewel  as  a  reward.  In 
his  simple  and  confiding  piety,  he  also  besought 
the  Infant  in  the  arms  of  llis  Mother  to  join  with 
him  in  his  prayer  to  obtain  it.  O  power  of  faith 
and  prayer!  A  A^oice  spoke  from  the  Virgin's 
image,  and  this  voice  said  to  him :  "Arige,  my 
faithful  servant,  and  approach  thy  Lady !"  The 
student,  in  an  ecstasy  of  joy,  arose  and  approached 
her  statue,  thanking  her  for  the  words  she  had 
vouchsafed  him. 

Very  soon  he  remarked  that  the  Divine  Infant 
held  in  His  hand  a  casket ;  His  Mother  desired 
Him  to  give  it  to  him  who  had  so  often  watered 
her  feet  with  his  tears  of  love.  The  Infant  obeyed 
and  Mary  gave  tlie casket  to  the  student,  who  kiss- 
ed it,  with  the  Avarmest  expressions  of  gratitude. 

Toward  mid-day  the  joyous  company  assembled 
at  the  rendezvous.  Each  disi:)layed,  Avith  pride, 
the  token  he  had  received.  The  first  had  a  ring 
of  gold;  the  second,  two  silken  suits;  the  third, 
ah  embroidered  dressing-goAvn ;  the  fourth,  a  mag- 
nificently adorned  girdle ;  the  fifth,  a  purse,  em- 
broidered in  gold,  and  perfumed  ;  the  sixth,  a 
silken  cap ;  the  seventh,  a  rich  bracelet,  etc.  AH 
these  presents  were  most  beautiful.  At  length 
comes  the  turn  of  the  poor  one,  of  the  student 
Avhom  each  condemned  in  advance  to  pay  the  for- 
feit. He  had  even  to  sustain  considerable  rail- 
lery, because  they  knew  him  to  be  one  who  had 
no  lady-love.  But  he  draws  forth  his  casket, 
opens  it,  saying :  "  This  is  the  bijou  of  my  beloved." 
A  celestial  perfume  exhaled  from  it.  All  uttered 
a  cry  of  admiration  when  they  saw  him  draw 
forth,  first  an  amict,  then  an  alb,  a  cincture — all 
the  priestly  vestments  used  at  Mass.  Truly  a  bijou, 
in  gold  and  in  precious  stones  of  great  price! 
The  students  unanimously  declared  that  they 
were  unparalleled  in  beauty.  They  pressed  him 
with  questions  whence  he  had  obtained  so  rich  a 
gift ;  the  pious  youth  assured  them  that  it  was 
the  efifect  of  his  prayers  to  Jesus  and  His  Mother. 
All  fell  at  the  knees  of  the  Saint,  begging  pardon 
for  their  scofis.  They  Avished  to  carry  this  gift 
procession  ally  to  the  sjinctuaiy  Avhere  Thomas 
had  received  it.  This  event  occurred  at  Rome, 
and  the  news  was  carried  thence  to  every  country. 
Very  soon,  foUoAving  so  clear  an  indication,  the 
holy  young  man  received  minor  orders.  Wlien 
he  celebrated  his  first  Mass,  there  was  a  crowd  in 
the  sanctuary,  devoutly  Avishing  to  behold  closely 
the  gift  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

Meanwhile  a  poAA^erful  Bishop  died ;  the  Pope 
on  hearing  of  it,  exclaimed:  "To-morrow  this 
miter  shall  rest  upon  the  head  of  Thomas." 
And  it  so  happened.  The  next  day  the  A'irginal 
servitor  of  Mary  Avas  appointed  to  the  Bishopric, 
and  died  a  saint.  May  this  touching  Jegend 
teach  us  also  to  have  recourse,  in  all  our  wants, 
to  Jesus  and  Mary. 
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